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CHAPTER  I. 


ETHELYN. 


HERE  was  a  sweet  odor  of  clover  blossoms  ir  th* 
early  morning  air,  and  the  dew  stood  in  great 
ii  drops  upon  the  summer  flowers,  and  dripped 
from  the  foliage  of  the  elm  trees  which  skirted  the  village 
common.  There  was  a  cloud  of  mist  upon  the  meadows, 
and  the  windings  of  the  river  could  be  distinctly  traced  by 
the  white  fog  which  curled  above  it.  But  the  fog  and  the 
mists  were  rolling  away  as  the  warm  June  sun  came  over 
the  eastern  hills,  and  here  and  there  signs  of  life  began  to 
be  visible  in  the  little  New  England  town  of  Chicopee, 
where  our  story  opens.  The  mechanics  who  worked  in  the 
large  shoe-shop  half  way  down  Cottage  Eow  had  been  up 
an  hour  or  more,  while  the  hissing  of  the  steam  which  car- 
ried the  huge  manufactory  had  been  heard  since  the  first 
robin  peeped  from  its  nest  in  the  alders  by  the  running 
brook ;  but  higher  up,  on  Bellevue  street,  where  the  old 
inhabitants  lived,  everything  was  quiet,  and  the  loamy 
road,  moist  and  damp  with  the  dews  of  the  previous  night, 
was  as  yet  unbroken  by  the  foot  cf  man  or  rut  of  passing 
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wheel,  The  people  who  lived  there, — the  Mum  fords,  ant 
the  Beochers,  and  the  Grangers,  and  the  Thorns, — did  not 
belong  to  the  working  class.  They  held  stocks  in  railroad* 
and  hanks,  and  mortgages  on  farms,  and  could  afford  to 
sleep  after  the  shrill  whistle  from  the  manufactory  had 
wakened  the  echoes  of  the  distant  hills  and  sounded  across 
the  waters  of  Pordunk  Pond.  Only  one  dwelling  showed 
signs  of  life,  and  that  the  large  square  building,  shaded  ir 
front  with  elms  and  ornamented  at  the  side  with  a  luxuri 
ant  queen  of  the  prairie,  whose  blossoms  were  turning  theii 
blushing  faces  to  the  rising  sun.  This  was  the  Bigelow 
house,  the  joint  property  of  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren,  nee, 
Sophia  Bigelow,  who  lived  in  Boston,  and  her  sister,  Miss 
Barbara  Bigelow,  the  quaintest  and  kindest-hearted  woman 
who  ever  bore  the  sobriquet  of  an  old  maid,  and  was  aunt 
to  everybody.  She  was  awake  long  before  the  whistle  had 
/sounded  across  the  river  and  along  the  meadow  lands;  and 
mst  as  the  robin,  whose  nest  for  four  summers  had  been 
under  the  eaves  where  neither  boy  nor  cat  could  reach  it, 
brought  the  first  worm  to  its  clamorous  young,  she  pushed 
the  fringed  curtain  from  her  open  window,  and  with  her 
broad  frilled  cap  still  on  her  head,  stood  for  a  moment  look- 
ing out  upon  the  morning  as  it  crept  up  the  eastern  sky. 

•'  She  will  have  a  nice  day  for  her  wedding.  May  he? 
future  life  be  as  fair,"  Aunt  Barbara  whispered  softly ;  then 
kneeling  before  the  window  \vith  her  head  bowed  upon  the 
sill,  she  prayed  earnestly  for  G-od's  blessing  on  the  bridal  to 
take  place  that  night  beneath  her  roof,  and  upon  the  young 
girA  who  had  been  both  a  care  and  a  comfort  since  the 
Christmas  morning  sixteen  years  before,  when  her  half  sistei 
Julia  had  come  home  to  die,  bringing  w:th  her  the  little 
Ethel)  n,  then  but  two  years  old. 
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Aunt  Barbara's  prayers  were  always  to  the  point.  She 
said  what  she  had  to  say  in  the  fewest  possible  words,  wast- 
ing no  time  in  repetition,  and  on  this  occasion  she  wag 
briefer  than  usual,  for  the  good  woman  had  many  things 
upon  her  mind  this  morning.  First,  there  was  Betty  to 
rouse  and  get  into  a  state  of  locomotion, — a  good  half  hour's 
work,  as  Aunt  Barbara  knew  from  a  three  years'  experience. 
There  was  the  "  sponge  "  put  to  rise  the  previous  night, — 
she  must  see  if  that  had  risen,  and  with  her  own  hands  mould 
the  snowy  breakfast  rolls  which  Ethelyn  liked  so  much. 
There  were  the  chambers  to  be  inspected  a  second  time,  and 
dinner  to  be  prepared  for  the  "Van  Buren  set"  expected 
from  Boston ;  and  last,  though  far  from  least,  there  was 
Ethelyn  herself  to  be  wakened  when  the  clock  should  strike 
the  hour  of  six,  and  this  was  a  pleasure  which  good  Aunt 
Barbara  would  not  for  the  world  have  foregone.  Every 
morning  for  the  last  sixteen  years,  when  Ethelyn  was  at 
home,  she  had  gone  to  the  chamber  where  her  darling 
slept,  and  bending  over  her  had  kissed  her  cheek,  and  called 
her  back  from  the  dreamless  slumber  which  otherwise  might 
nave  been  prolonged  to  an  indefinite  time, — for  Ethelyn  did 
not  believe  in  the  maxim,  "  Early  to  bed  and  early  to  rise," 
and  always  begged  for  a  little  more  indulgence,  even  after 
the  brown  eyes  unclosed  and  flashed  forth  a  responsive 
greeting  to  the  motherly  face  bending  above  them. 

This  morning,  however,  it  was  not  needful  that  Aunt  Bar- 
bara should  waken  her,  for  long  before  the  robin  sang,  oi 
the  white-fringed  curtain  had  been  pushed  aside  from  Aunt 
Barbara's  window,  Ethelyn  was  awake,  and  the  brown  eyes, 
which  had  in  them  a  strange  expression  for  a  bride's  eyes  to 
wear,  had  scanned  the  eastern  horizon  wistfully,  ay,  drearily 
t  may  be,  to  see  if  it  were  morning  ;  and  when  the  clock  h 
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the  kitchen  struck  four,  the  quivering  lip  had  whispered,— 
oh,  so  sadly, — "  Sixteen  hours  more,  only  sixteen  !  "  and  witt 
a  little  shiver  the  bed-clothes  had  been  drawn  more  closely 
around  the  plump  shoulders,  and  the  troubled  face  had 
nestled  down  among  the  pillows  to  smother  the  sigh  which 
never  ought  to  have  come  from  a  maiden's  lips  upon  hel 
wedding-day.  The  chamber  of  the  bride-elect  was  a  pleasant 
one,  large  and  airy  and  high,  with  windows  looking  out 
upon  the  Chicopee  hills,  and  from  which  Ethelyn  had  many 
a  time  watched  the  fading  of  the  purplish  twilight  as,  girl< 
iike,  she  speculated  upon  the  future  and  wondered  what  it 
might  have  in  store  for  her.  One  leaf  of  the  great  book 
had  been  turned  and  lay  open  to  her  view,  but  she  shrank 
away  from  what  was  written  there,  and  wished  so  much 
that  the  record  were  otherwise.  Upon  the  walls  of  Ethe- 
iyn's  chamber  many  pictures  were  hung,  some  in  water- 
colors,  which  she  had  done  herself  in  the  happy  school  days 
which  now  seemed  so  far  away,  and  some  in  oil,  mementos 
also  of  those  days.  Pictures,  too,  there  were  of  people,  one 
of  dear  Aunt  Barbara,  whose  kindly  face  was  the  first  to 
smile  on  Ethelyn  when  she  woke,  and  whose  patient,  watch- 
ful eyes  seemed  to  keep  guard  over  her  while  she  slept. 
Besides  Aunt  Barbara's  picture  there  was  another  one,  a 
fair,  boyish  face,  with  a  look  not  wholly  unlike  Ethelyn 
herself,  save  that  it  lacked  the  firmness  and  decision  which 
were  so  apparent  in  the  proud  curve  of  her  lip  and  the  flash 
of  her  brown  eyes.  Fair-haired  and  blue-eyed,  with  some- 
thing feminine  in  every  feature,  it  seemed  preposterous  that 
the  oniginal  could  ever  have  made  a  young  girl's  heart  ache 
as  Ethelyn  Grant's  was  aching  that  June  morning,  when, 
taking  the  small  oval-framed  picture  from  the  wall,  she 
kissed  it  passionately,  and  then  thrust  it  away  int*  th* 


ETHELYN.  13 

bureau  drawer,  which  held  other  relies  than  the  oval  frame 
It  was,  in  fact,  the  grave  of  Ethelyn's  buried  hopes, — the 
tomb  she  had  sworn  never  to  unlock  again  ;  but  now,  as  het 
fingers  lingered  a  moment  amid  the  mementos  of  the  years 
when,  in  her  girlish  ignorance,  she  had  been  so  happy,  she 
felt  her  resolution  giving  way,  and  sitting  down  upon  the 
floor,  with  her  long  hair  unfastened  and  falling  loosely 
about  her,  she  bowed  her  head  over  these  buried  treasures, 
and  dropped  into  their  grave  the  bitterest  tears  she  nad 
ever  shed.  Then,  as  there  swept  over  her  some  better  im- 
pulse, whispering  of  the  wrong  she  was  doing  to  her  pro- 
m'sed  husband,  she  said  : 

"  I  will  not  leave  them  here  to  madden  me  again  some 
other  day.     I  will  burn  them,  every  one." 

There  were  matches  within  her  reach,  while  the  little 
fire-place  was  not  far  away,  and,  sitting  just  where  she  was, 
Ethelyn  Grant  burned,  one  after  another,  letters  and  notes, 
some  directed  in  school-boy  style,  and  others  showing  a 
manlier  hand,  as  the  dates  grew  more  recent,  and  the  en- 
velopes bore  a  more  modern  and  fashionable  look.  Over 
one  Ethelyn  lingered  a  moment,  her  eyes  growing  dark 
with  passion,  and  her  lips  twitching  nervously  as  she  read : 

"  Boston,  April  — . 
"  Dear  Ethie — I  reckon  mother  is  right,  after  all.  She 
generally  is,  you  know,  so  we  may  as  well  be  resigned, 
and  believe  it  wicked  for  cousins  to  marry  each  other. 
Of  course  I  can  never  like  Nettie  as  I  have  liked  you,  and 
I  feel  a  twinge  every  time  I  remember  the  dear  old  time? 
But  what  must  be  must,  and  there's  no  use  fretting.  Do 
vou  remember  old  Colonel  Markham's  nephew,  from  out 
Wes^ — the  one  who  wore  the  short  pants  and  the  rustj 
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crape  oil  bis  hat  when  lie  visited  his  uncle  i.i  Chicopee, 
some  years  ag>  ?  I  mean  the  chap  who  helped  you  mei 
the  fence  the  time  you  stole  the  colonel's  apples.  Tie  ha? 
become  a  member  of  Congress,  and  quite  a  big  gun  for  the 
West;  so,  at  least,  mother  thinks.  He  called  on  her  to- 
day with  a  message  from  Mrs.  Woodhull,  but  I  did  not  see 
him.  lie  goes  up  to  Chicopee  to-morrow,  I  believe.  He 
is  looking  for  a  wife,  they  say,  and  mother  thinks  it  would 
be  a  good  match  for  you,  as  you  could  go  to  Washington 
next  winter  and  queen  it  over  them  all.  But  don't,  Ethie, 
don't,  for  thunder's  sake  !  It  fairly  makes  me  faint  to 
think  of  you  belonging  to  another,  even  though  you  may 
never  belong  to  me. — Yours  always,  Frank." 

There  was  a  dark,  defiant  look  in  Ethelyn's  face  as  she 
applied  the  match  to  this  letter,  and  then  watched  it 
blacken  and  crisp  upon  the  hearth.  How  well  she  re- 
membered the  day  when  she  received  it, — the  dark,  dismal 
April  day,  when  the  rain,  which  dropped  so  fast  from  the 
leaden  clouds,  seemed  weeping  for  her,  who  could  not  weep 
then,  so  complete  was  her  humiliation,  so  utter  her  desola- 
tion. That  was  not  quite  three  months  ago,  and  so  much 
had  happened  since  then  as  the  result  of  that  M.  C.'s  visit 
to  Chicopee.  He  was  there  again  this  morning,  an  inmate 
of  the  great  yellow  house,  with  the  old-fashioned  brass 
knocker  ;  and,  by  putting  aside  her  curtain,  Ethelyn  could 
see  the  very  window  of  the  chamber  where  he  slept.  But 
Ethelyn  had  other  matters  in  hand,  and  if  she  thought  at 
all  of  that  window,  whose  shutters  were  rarely  opened  ex- 
cept when  Colonel  Markham  had,  as  now,  an  honored 
guest,  it  was  with  a  faint  shudder  of  terror  ;  and  she  wenl 
on  destroying  mementos  which   were  only   a  mockery  of 
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the  past.  One  fittle  note,  the  first  evsr  received  from 
Frank,  after  a  memorable  morning  in  the  huckleberry  hills 
she  could  not  burn.  It  was  only  a  line,  and,  if  read  by  a 
stranger,  would  convey  no  particular  meaning;  so  she  laid 
it  aside  with  the  lock  of  light,  soft  hair  which  clung  to  her 
fingers  with  a  kind  of  caressing  touch,  and  brought  to  he* 
hot  eyelids  a  mist  which  cooled  their  feverish  heat.  And 
now  nothing  remained  of  the  treasures  but  a  tiny  tortoise- 
shell  box,  where,  in  its  bed  of  pink  cotton,  lay  a  little  ring 
with  "  Ethie  "  marked  upon  it.  It  was  too  small  for  the 
fin  o'er  it  once  encircle*,  for  Ethie  was  but  a  child  when 
first  she  wore  it.  Her  hands  were  larger  now,  and  it  would 
not  pass  the  second  joint  of  her  fingei*,  though,  she  exerted 
all  her  strength  to  push  it  on,  taking  a  kind  of  savage  de- 
light in  the  pain  it  caused  her,  and  feeling  that  she  was 
revenging  herself  on  some  one,  she  hardly  knew  or  cared 
whom.  At  last,  with  a  quick  jerking  motion  she  drew  it 
off,  and  covering  her  face  with  her  hands,  moaned  bitterly. 

"  It  hurts  !  it  hurts  !  just  as  the  bonds  hurt  which  art 
closing  around  my  heart.  Oh !  Frank,  it  was  cruel  to 
serve  me  so." 

There  was  a  step  in  the  hall  below.  Aunt  Barbara  was 
coming  to  waken  Ethelyn,  and,  with  a  spring,  the  young 
girl  bounded  to  her  feet,  swept  her  hand  across  her  face, 
and,  shedding  back  from  her  forehead  her  wealth  of  bright, 
brown  hair,  laughingly  confronted  the  good  woman,  who, 
in  the  same  breath,  expressed  her  surprise  that  her  niece 
was  up  once  without  being  called,  and  her  wonder  at  the 
peculiar  odor  pervading  the  apartment. 

"  Smells  as  if  all  the  old  newspapers  in  the  barrel  up 
garret  had  been  burnt  at  once,"  she  said ;  but  the  fire-place, 
which  lay  in  shadow,  told  no  tales,  and  Aunt  Barbara 
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never  suspected  the  pain  tugging  at  the  heart  of  the  gir\ 
whose  cheeks  glowed  with  an  unnatural  red  as  she  dashed 
the  water  over  neck  and  arms  and  face,  playfully  plashing 
a  few  large  drops  upon  her  aunt's  white  apron,  and  asking 
if  there  was  not  an  old  adage,  "  Blessed  is  the  bride  the 
sun  shines  on.'-  "  If  so,  I  must  be  greatly  blessed,"  she 
said,  pushing  open  the  eastern  shutter,  and  letting  in  a 
flood  cf  yellow  sunlight. 

"  The  day  bids  fair  to  be  hot  and  sultry.  I  hope  it  will 
grow  cool  by  evening.  A  crowded  party  is  so  terrible 
when  one  feels  heated  and  uncomfortable,  and  the  millers 
and  horn-bugs  come  in  so  thickly,  and  I  always  get  so  red 
<*  the  face.  Please,  auntie,  you  twisty  up  my  hair  in  a  flat 
*mot, — no  matter  how.  I  don't  seem  to  have  any  strength 
in  my  arms  this  morning,  and  my  head  is  all  in  a  whirl. 
It  must  be  the  weather,"  and,  with  a  long,  panting  breath, 
Ethelyn  sank,  half  fainting,  into  a  chair,  while  her  frightened 
aunt  ran  for  water,  and  camphor,  and  cologne,  hoping 
Ethelyn  was  not  coming  down  with  fever,  or  any  other  dire 
complaint,  on  her  wedding-day. 

"  It  is  the  weather,  most  likely,  and  the  amount  of  sew- 
ing you've  done  these  last  few  weeks,"  said  Aunt  Barbara ; 
and  Ethelyn  suffered  her  to  think  so,  though  she  herself 
had  a  far  different  theory  with  regard  to  that  almost  faint- 
ing-fit, which  served  as  an  excuse  for  her  unusual  pallor, 
and  her  want  of  appetite,  even  for  the  flaky  rolls,  and  the 
delicious  strawberries,  and  thick,  yellow  cream  which  Aum* 
Barbara  put  before  her. 

She  was  not  hungry,  she  said,  as  she  turned  over  the 
berries  with  her  spoon,  and  pecked  at  the  snowy  rolls. 
By  an  1  by  she  might  want  something,  perhaps,  and  then 
Belty  would  naake  her  a  slice  of  toast  to  stay  her  stomach 
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till  the  late  dinner  they  were  to  have  on  Aunt  Van  Buren'i 
account, — that  lady  always  professing  to  be  greatly  shocked 
at  the  early  dinners  in  Chicopee,  and  generally  managing, 
during  her  visits  there,  to  change  entirely  the  wajs  and 
customs  of  Aunt  Barbara  Bigelow's  well-ordered  house- 
hold. 

"  I  wish  she  was  not  coming,  or  anybody  else.  Getting 
married  is  a  bore ! "  Ethelyn  exclaimed,  while  Aunt  Barbara 
looked  curiously  at  her,  wondering,  for  the  first  time,  if  the 
girl's  heart  were  really  in  this  marriage,  which  for  weeks 
had  been  agitating  the  feminine  portion  of  Chicopee,  and 
for  which  so  great  preparations  had  been  made. 

Wholly  honest,  and  truthful,  and  sincere  herself,  Aunt 
Barbara  seldom  suspected  wrong  in  others ;  and  so  when 
Ethelyn,  one  April  night,  after  a  drive  around  the  road 
which  encircles  Pordunk  Pond,  came  to  her  and  said, 
"  Congratulate  me,  auntie,  I  am  to  be  Mrs.  Judge  Mark- 
ham,"  she  had  believed  all  was  well,  and  that  as  sister 
Sophie  Van  Buren,  of  Boston,  had  so  often  averred,  there 
was  not,  nor  ever  had  been,  anything  serious  between 
dandyish  Frank,  Mrs.  Van  Buren's  only  son,  who  part- 
ed his  curly  hair  in  the  middle,  and  the  high-spirited, 
impulsive  Ethelyn,  whose  eyes  shone  like  stars  as  she  told 
of  her  engagement,  and  whose  hand  was  icy  cold  as  she  held 
it  up  in  the  lamp-light  to  show  the  large  diamond  which 
flashed  from  the  fourth  finger  as  proof  of  what  she  said. 
The  stone  itself  was  a  very  fine  one,  but  the  setting  was 
old,  so  old  that  a  connoisseur  in  such  matters  might  won- 
der why  Judge  Markham  had  chosen  such  a  ring  as  the 
seal  of  his  betrothal.  Ethelyn  knew  why,  and  the  softest, 
kindliest  feeling  she  had  experienced  for  her  promised  hus- 
band was  awakened  when  he  told  her  of  the  fair  young 
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fkter  whose  pet-name  was  Daisy,  and  who  for  manj  yean 
had  slept  on  the  western  prairie  beneath  the  blossoms  whoso 
name  she  bore.  This  young  girl,  loving  God  with  all  her 
heart  and  soul,  loved,  too,  all  the  beautiful  things  He  had 
made,  and  rejoiced  in  them  as  so  much  given  her  to  enjoy. 
Brought  up  in  the  far  West,  where  the  tastes  of  the  people 
were  then  simpler  than  those  of  our  eastern  neighbors,  it 
was  strange,  he  said,  how  strong  a  passion  she  possessed  for 
gems  and  precious  stones,  especially  the  diamond.  To 
have  for  her  own  a  ring  like  one  she  once  saw  upon  a  grand 
Chicago  lady  was  her  great  ambition,  and  knowing  this  the 
brother  carefully  hoarded  his  earnings,  until  enough  was 
saved  to  buy  the  coveted  ring,  which  he  brought  to  his  young 
sister  on  her  fourteenth  birthday.  But  death  even  then 
had  cast  its  shadow  around  her,  and  the  slender  fingers 
soon  grew  too  small  for  the  ring,  which  she  nevertheless  kept 
constantly  by  her,  admiring  its  brilliancy,  and  flashing  it  in 
the  sunlight  for  the  sake  of  the  rainbow  hues  it  gave.  And 
when,  at  last,  she  lay  dying  in  her  brother's  arms,  with  her 
golden  head  upon  his  breast,  she  had  given  back  the  ring, 
and  said,  "  I  am  going,  Richard,  where  there  are  far  more 
beautiful  things  than  this,  'for  eye  hath  not  seen,  neither 
hath  it  entered  into  the  heart  of  man,  the  things  prepared 
for  those  who  love  Him,'  and  I  do  love  Him,  brother,  and 
feel  His  arms  around  me  now  as  sensibly  as  I  feel  yours.  His 
will  stay  after  yours  are  removed,  and  I  am  done  with 
earth  ;  but  keep  the  ring,  brother  Dick,  and  when  in  after 
years  you  love  some  pure  young  girl  as  well  as  you  love 
me,  only  differently, — some  girl  who  will  prize  such  things, 
and  is  worthy  of  it, — give  it  to  her,  and  tell  her  it  was  Daisy's ; 
tell  her  of  me,  and  that  I  bade  her  love  you  as  you  desem 
to  be  loved." 
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All  this  Richard  Markham  had  told  to  Ethe.yn  as  the} 
itood  for  a  few  minutes  upon  the  beacn  of  the  { ond,  v/ith 
its  waters  breaking  softly  upon  the  sands  at  their  feet,  and 
the  young  spring  moon  shining  down  upon  them  like 
Daisy's  eyes,  as  the  brother  described  them  when  they  laM 
looked  on  him.  There  was  a  picture  of  Daisy  in  their  best 
room  at  home,  an  oil-painting  made  by  a  travelling  artist, 
Richard  said,  and  some  day  Ethelyn  would  see  it,  for  she 
had  promised  to  be  his  wife,  and  the  engagement-ring, — 
Daisy's  ring, — was  on  her  finger,  sparkling  in  the  moon- 
beams, just  as  it  used  to  sparkle  when  the  dead  girl  held  il 
in  the  light.  It  was  a  superb  diamond.  Even  Frank,  with 
all  his  fastidiousness,  would  admit  that,  Ethelyn  thought, 
her  mind  more,  alas!  on  Frank  and  his  opinion  than  on 
what  her  lover  was  saying  to  her  of  his  believing  that  she 
was  pure  and  good  as  Daisy  could  have  desired,  that  Daisy 
would  approve  his  choice,  if  she  only  knew,  as  perhaps  she 
did.  He  could  not  help  feeling  that  she  was  there  with 
them,  looking  into  their  hearts, — that  the  silvery  light  rest- 
ing so  calmly  on  the  water  was  the  halo  of  her  invisibles 
presence  blessing  their  betrothal.  This  was  a  good  deal  fcn 
Richard  Markham  to  say,  for  he  was  not  given  to  poetry, 
or  sentiment,  or  imagery  ;  but  Ethelyn's  face  and  Ethelyn's 
eyes  had  played  strange  antics  with  the  staid,  matter-of- 
fact  man  of  Western  Iowa,  and  stirred  his  blood  as  it  had 
never  been  stirred  before.  He  did  fancy  that  his  angel- 
Bister  was  there ;  but  when  he  said  so  to  Ethelyn,  she 
started  with  a  shiver,  and  asked  to  be  driven  home,  for  she 
did  not  care  to  have  even  dead  eyes  looking  into  her  heart, 
where  the  fires  of  passion  were  surging  and  swelling  like 
some  hidden  volcano  struggling  to  be  free.  She  knew 
she  was  doing  wrong, — knew  she  was  not  the  pure  maiden 
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whom  Daisy  would  have  chosen, — was  not  worthy  to  be 
the  bride  of  Daisy's  brother ;  but  she  must  do  something 
or  die,  and  as  she  did  not  dare  to  die,  she  pledged  her  hand 
with  no  heart  in  it,  and  hushing  the  voice  of  conscience 
clamoring  so  loudly  against  what  she  was  doing,  walked 
back  across  the  yellow  sand,  beneath  the  spring  moonlight, 
to  where  the  carriage  waited,  and,  in  comparative  silence, 
was  driven  to  Aunt  Barbara's  gate. 

This  was  the  history  of  the  ring,  and  here,  as  well  as 
elsewhere,  we  may  tell  Ethelyn's  history  up  to  the  time 
"■hen,  on  her  bridal-day,  she  sat  with  Aunt  Barbara  at  the 
foireakfast-table,  idly  playing  with  her  spoon  and  occasion' 
ally  sipping  the  fragrant  coffee.  The  child  of  Aunt  Bar 
bara's  half-sister,  she  inherited  none  of  the  Bigelow  estate 
which  had  come  to  the  two  daughters,  Aunt  Barbara  and 
Aunt  Sophia,  from  their  mother's  family.  But  the  Bigelow 
blood  of  which  Aunt  Sophie  Van  Buren  was  so  proud  was 
\n  her  veins,  and  so  to  this  aunt  she  was  an  object  of  inter- 
est, and  even  value,  though  not  enough  to  warrant  that 
lady  in  taking  her  for  her  own  when,  sixteen  years  before 
our  story  opens,  her  mother,  Mrs.  Julia  Bigelow  Grant,  had 
died.  This  task  devolved  on  Aunt  Barbara,  whose  great 
motherly  heart  opened  at  once  to  the  little  orphan  who  had 
never  felt  a  mother's  loss,  so  faithful  and  true  had  Aunt 
Barbara  been  to  her  trust.  Partly  because  she  did  not 
wish  to  seem  more  selfish  than  her  sister,  and  partly  because 
she  really  liked  the  bright,  handsome  child  who  made 
Aunt  Barbara's  home  so  cheery,  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  of 
Boston  insisted  upon  superintending  Ethelyn's  education 
and  so,  when  only  twelve  years  of  age,  Ethelyn  was  takes 
from  the  old  brick  house  under  the  elms,  which  Mrs.  Dr. 
Van   Buren  of  Boston   despised  as  the  "  district  schocv 
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where  Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry  congregated,"  and  trans- 
planted to  the  highly  select  and  very  expensive  school 
taught  by  Madame  Hernandez,  in  plain  sight  of  Beacon 
street  and  Boston  Common.  And  so,  as  Ethelyn  increased 
in  stature,  she  grew  also  in  wisdom  and  knowledge,  both  of 
books  and  manners,  and  the  style  of  the  great  world  around 
her.  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren's  house  was  the  resort  both  of 
the  fashionable  and  literary  people,  with  a  sprinkling  of  the 
religious,  for  the  great  lady  affected  everything  which  could 
affect  her  interest.  Naturally  generous,  her  name  was  con- 
spicuous on  all  subscription-lists  and  charitable  associations, 
while  the  lady  herself  owned  a  pew  in  Trinity  Church, 
where  she  was  a  regular  attendant  together  with  her  only 
son  Frank,  who  was  taught  to  kneel  and  respond  in  the 
right  places  and  bow  in  the  creed,  and  then  after  church 
required  to  give  a  synopsis  of  the  sermon,  by  way  of  prov- 
ing that  his  mind  had  not  been  running  off  after  the  danc- 
ing-school he  attended  during  the  week,  under  his  mother's 
watchful  supervision.  Mrs.  Van  Buren  meant  to  be  a 
model  mother,  and  bring  up  her  boy  a  model  man,  and  so 
she  gave  him  every  possible  advantage  of  books  and  teach- 
ers, while  far  in  the  future  floated  the  possibility  that  she 
might  some  day  reign  at  the  White  House,  not  as  the 
President's  wife, — this  could  not  be,  she  knew,  for  the  man 
who  had  made  her  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  of  Boston  slept  in 
the  shadow  of  a  very  tall  monument  out  at  Mount  Auburn, 
and  the  turf  was  growing  fresh  and  green  over  his  head. 
So  if  she  went  to  Washington,  as  she  fondly  hoped  she 
might,  it  would  be  as  the  President's  mother ;  but  when 
examination  after  examination  found  Frank  at  the  foot  of 
his  class,  and  teacher  after  teacher  said  he  could  not  learn, 
she  gave  up  the  Presidential  chair,  and  contenting  herself 
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with  a  seat  in  Congress,  asked  that  great  pains  should  b« 
taken  to  bring  out  the  talent  for  debate  and  speech-making 
which  she  was  sure  Frank  possessed ;  but  when  even  this 
failed,  and  nineteen  times  out  of  twenty  Frank  could  get  no 
ferther  than  "  My  name  is  Norval,  on  the  Grampian  Hills," 
she  yielded  the  M.  C.  too,  and  set  herself  to  make  him  a 
gentleman,  polished,  refined,  aud  cultivated, — one,  in  short, 
who  was  au  fait  with  all  that  fashionable  society  required ; 
and  here  she  succeeded  better.  Frank  was  perfectly  at 
home  on  the  dancing-floor  or.in  the  saloons  of  fjayety,  or  the 
establishment  of  a  fashionable  tailor;  so  that  when  Ethelyn, 
at  twelve,  went  down  to  Boston,  she  found  her  tall,  slender, 
light-haired  cousin  of  eighteen  a  perfect  dandy,  with  a  capa- 
bility and  a  disposition  to  criticise  and  laugh  at  whatever 
there  was  of  gaucherie  in  her  country  manners  and  country 
dress.  In  some  things  the  two  were  of  mutual  benefit  to  each 
other.  Ethelyn,  who  could  conquer  any  lesson,  however 
difficult,  helped  the  thick-headed,  indolent  Frank  in  his 
studies,  translating  his  hard  passages  in  Virgil,  working  out 
his  problems  in  mathematics,  and  even  writing,  or  at  least 
revising  and  correcting  his  compositions,  while  he  in  return 
3-ave  her  lessons  in  etiquette  as  practised  by  the  Boston 
girls,  teaching  her  how  to  dance  gracefully,  so  he  would 
not  be  ashamed  to  introduce  her  as  his  cousin  at  the  chil- 
dren's parties  which  they  attended  together.  It  was  not 
strange  that  Frank  Van  Buren  should  admire  a  girl  as  bright 
and  piquant  and  pretty  as  his  cousin  Ethelyn,  but  it  was 
strange  that  she  should  idolize  him,  bearing  patiently  with 
all  his  criticisms,  trying  hard  to  please  him,  and  feeling 
more  than  repaid  for  her  exertions  by  a  word  of  praise  or 
commendation  from  her  exacting  teacher,  who,  viewing  her 
at  first  as  a  poor  relation,  was  inclined  to  be  exacting,  i/ 
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&ot  overbearing,  in  his  demands.  Bat  as  time  passed  on 
ftll  this  was  changed,  and  the  well-developed  girl  of  fifteen, 
whom  so  many  noticed  and  admired,  would  no  longer  be 
patronized  by  the  young  man  Frank,  who,  finding  himself 
in  danger  of  being  snubbed,  as  he  termed  EtheLyn's  grand 
way  of  putting  him  down,  suddenly  awoke  to  the  fact  that 
he  loved  his  high-spirited  cousin,  and  he  told  her  so  one 
hazy  August  day,  when  they  were  in  Chicopee,  and  had 
wandered  up  to  a  ledge  of  rocks  in  the  huckleberry  hills 
which  overlooked  the  town. 

"  They  might  as  well  make  a  sure  thing  of  it,"  he  said, 
in  his  off-hand  way.  "  If  she  liked  him  and  he  liked  her, 
they  would  clinch  the  bargain  at  once,  even  if  they  were  so 
young."  And  so,  when  they  went  down  the  hill  back  to  the 
shadow  of  the  elm  trees,  where  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  sat 
cooling  herself  and  reading  "  Vanity  Fair,"  there  was  a  tiny 
ring  on  Ethelyn's  finger,  and  she  had  pledged  herself  to  be 
Frank's  wife  some  day  in  the  future. 

Frank  had  promised  to  tell  his  mother,  for  Ethelyn 
would  have  no  concealment ;  and  so,  holding  up  her  hand 
and  pointing  to  the  ring,  he  said,  more  in  jest  than  earnest, 

"  Look,  mother,  Ethie  and  I  are  engaged.  If  you  have 
any  objections,  state  them  now,  or  ever  after  hold  your 
peace." 

He  did  not  think  proper  to  explain  either  to  his  mother 
or  Ethie  that  this  was  his  second  serious  entanglement,  and 
that  the  ring  had  been  bought  for  a  pretty  milliner  girl,  at 
least  six  years  his  senior,  whose  acquaintance  he  had  made 
at  Nahant  the  summer  previous,  and  whom  he  had  forgot- 
ten when  he  learned  that  to  her  taste  his  mother  was  in- 
debted for  the  stylish  bonnet  she  sported  every  season. 
Frank  generally  had  some  love  affair  in  hand, — it  was  a  part 
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of  his  nature;  and  as  he  was  not  always  careful  in  lin 
choice,  his  mother  had  occasionally  felt  a  twinge  of  feai 
lest,  after  all  her  care,  some  terrible  mesalliance  should  be 
thrust  upon  her  by  her  susceptible  son.  So  she  listened 
graciously  to  the  news  of  his  betrothal, — nay,  she  was 
pleased  with  it,  as,  for  the  time  being,  it  would  divert  his 
mind  and  keep  him  out  of  mischief.  That  he  would  even- 
tually marry  Ethelyn  was  impossible,  for  his  bride  must  be 
rich;  but  Ethelyn  answered  the  purpose  now,  and  could 
easily  be  disposed  of  when  necessary.  So  the  scheming 
woman  smiled,  and  said  "it  was  not  well  for  cousins  to 
marry;  that  even  if  it  were,  they  were  both  too  young  to 
know  their  minds,  and  would  do  well  to  keep  their  engage- 
ment a  secret  for  a  time,"  and  then  returned  to  Becky 
Sharpe,  while  Frank  went  to  sleep  upon  the  lounge,  and 
Ethelyn  stole  off  up  stairs  to  dream  over  her  happiness, 
which  was  as  real  to  her  as  such  a  thing  could  well  be  to 
an  impulsive,  womanly  girl  of  fifteen  summers.  She,  at 
least,  was  in  earnest,  and  as  time  passed  on  Frank  seemed  to 
be  in  earnest  too,  and  devoted  himself  wholly  to  his  cousin, 
whose  influence  over  him  was  so  great  that  he  was  fast  be- 
coming what  Aunt  Barbara  called  a  man,  while  his  mother 
began  again  to  have  visions  of  a  seat  in  Congress,  and 
brilliant  speeches,  which  would  find  their  way  to  Boston  and 
be  read  and  admired  in  the  circles  in  which  she  moved. 

And  so  the  days  and  years  wore  on,  until  Frank  was  a 
man  of  twenty -four, — a  third-rate  practitioner,  whose 
aign,  "  Frank  Van  Buren,  Attorney-at-law,"  &c,  looked 
very  fresh  and  respectable  in  front  of  the  office  on  Wash- 
ington street,  and  Frank  himself  began  to  have  thoughts 
of  claiming  Ethelyn's  promise  and  having  a  home  of  his 
own.     He  would  not  live  with  his  mother,  he  said ;  it  wai 
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better  for  young  people  to  be  alone.  From  some  things 
he  had  discovered  in  his  bride-elect,  he  had  an  uneasy  feel- 
ing that  possibly  the  brown  of  Ethelyn's  eyes  might  not 
wholly  harmonize  with  the  gray  of  his  mother's,  "  for 
Ethie  was  spunky  as  the  old  Nick,"  he  argued  with  him- 
self, while  "  for  perversity  and  self-conceit  his  mother  could 
not  be  beaten."  It  was  better  they  should  keep  up  two 
households,  his  mother  seeing  to  both,  and,  if  need  be, 
supplying  the  wants  of  both.  To  do  Frank  justice,  he  had 
some  very  correct  notions  with  regard  to  domestic  happi- 
ness, and  had  he  been  poor  and  dependent  upon  his  own 
exertions  he  might  have  made  an  average  husband;  at  least 
be  would  have  gotten  on  well  with  Ethelyn,  whose  stronger 
nature  would  have  upheld  his,  and  been  like  a  supporting 
prop  to  a  feeble  timber.  As  it  was,  he  drew  many  pleas- 
ing pictures  of  the  home  which  was  to  be  his  and  Ethie's. 
Now  it  was  in  the  city,  near  to  his  mother's,  and  Mrs.  Gen. 
Tophevie,  his  mother's  intimate  friend,  whose  house  was 
the  open  sesame  to  the  creme  de  la  crime  of  Boston  so- 
ciety ;  but  oftener  it  was  a  rose-embowered  cottage,  of  easy 
access  to  the  city,  where  he  could  have  Ethie  all  to  himseii 
when  his  day's  labor  was  over,  and  where  the  skies  wouia 
not  be  brighter  than  Ethie's  eyes  as  she  welcomed  him 
home  at  night,  leaning  over  the  gate  in  the  pale  buff  mus- 
lin he  liked  so  much,  with  the  rosebuds  in  her  hair.  He 
had  seen  her  thus  so  often  in  fancy,  that  the  picture  had 
become  a  reality,  and  refused  to  be  erased  at  once  from  the 
mental  canvas,  when,  in  January,  Miss  Nettie  Hudson,  niece 
to  Mrs.  General  Tophevie,  came  from  Philadelphia,  and  at 
once  took  prestige  of  everything  on  the  strength  of  the 
one  hundred  thousand  dollars  of  which  she  was  sole 
beiresa.  The  Hudson  blood  was  a  mixture  of  blacksmith's 
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and  shoemaker's,  and  peddlers  loo,  it  was  said  ;  but  that 
was  far  back  in  the  past.  The  Hudsons  of  the  present  day 
scarcely  knew  whether  peddler  was  spelled  with  two  dfa 
or  one.  They  bought  their  shoes  at  the  most  fashionable 
shops,  and  could,  if  they  chose,  have  their  horses  shod 
with  gold,  and  so  the  handsome  Nettie  reigned  supreme  as 
belle.  The  moment  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  saw  her,  she  re- 
cognized her  daughter-in-law,  the  future  Mrs.  Frank,  and 
Ethie's  fate  was  sealed.  There  had  been  times  when  Mrs. 
Dr.  Van  Buren  thought  it  possible  that  Ethelyn  might, 
after  all,  be  that  most  favored  of  women,  the  wife  of  her 
son.  These  times  were  at  Saratoga,  and  Newport,  and 
Nahant,  where  Ethelyn  Grant  was  greatly  sought  after,  and 
where  the  proud  woman  took  pride  in  talking  of  "  ray 
niece,"  hinting  once,  when  Ethelyn's  star  was  at  its  height, 
of  a  childish  affaire  du  coeur  between  the  young  lady  and 
her  son,  and  insinuating  that  it  might  yet  amount  to  some 
thing.  She  changed  her  mind  when  Nettie  came  with  her 
100,000  dollars,  and  showed  a  willingness  to  be  admire-d 
by  Frank.  That  childish  affaire  du  coeur  was  a  very 
childish  affair  indeed  :  she  never  gave  it  a  moment's 
thought  herself, — she  greatly  doubted  if  Frank  had  ever 
been  in  earnest,  and  if  Ethelyn  had  led  him  into  an  en 
tinglement,  she  would  not,  of  course,  hold  him  to  his 
promise  if  he  wished  to  be  released.  He  must  have  a 
rich  wife  to  support  him  in  his  refined  tastes  and  luxurious 
habits,  for  her  own  fortune  was  not  so  great  as  many  sup 
posed.  She  might  need  it  all  herself,  as  she  was  far  from 
taing  old ;  and  then  again  it  was  wicked  for  cousins  to 
ir.arry  each  other.  It  did  not  matter  if  the  mothers  were, 
only  half  sisters ;  there  was  the  same  blood  in  the  veins 
of  each,  and  it  would  not  do  at  all,  even  f  Ethelyn's  affec 
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tioiis    were    enlisted,    which    Mrs.    Van    Buren    greatly 
doubted. 

This  was  what  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  said  to  Ethelyr.,  aftei 
a  stormy  interview  with  Frank,  who  had  at  first  sworn 
roundly  that  he  would  not  give  Ethie  up,  then  had  thanked 
his  mother  not  to  meddle  with  his  business,  the.i  bidden 
her  "  go  to  thunder,"  and  finally,  between  a  cry  and  a  blub 
ber,  said  he  should  always  like  Ethie  best  if  he  married  a 
hundred  Netties.  This  interview  with  Frank  was  in  the 
morning,  and  the  afternoon  train  had  carried  Mrs.  Dr.  Van 
Buren  to  Chicopee,  where  Ethelyn's  glowing  face  flashed  a 
bright  welcome  when  she  came,  but  was  white  and  pallid 
as  the  face  of  a  corpse  when  the  voluminous  skirts  of  Mrs. 
Van  Buren's  poplin  dress  passed  through  the  gate  next 
day,  and  disappeared  in  the  direction  of  the  depot.  Aunt 
Barbara  was  not  at  home, — she  had  gone  to  visit  a  friend  in 
Albany  ;  and  so  Ethelyn  met  and  fought  with  her  pain 
alone,  stifling  it  as  best  she  could,  and  succeeding  so  well 
that  Aunt  Barbara,  on  her  return,  never  suspected  the 
fierce  storm  which  Ethelyn  had  passed  through  during  her 
absence,  or  dreamed  how  anxiously  the  young  girl  watched 
and  waited  for  some  word  from  Frank  which  should  say 
that  he  wTas  ready  to  defy  his  mother  and  abide  by  his  first 
promise.  But  no  such  letter  came,  and  at  last,  when  she 
could  bear  the  suspense  no  longer,  Ethelyn  wrote  herself  to 
her  recreant  lover,  asking  if  it  were  true  that  hereafter  their 
lives  lay  apart  from  each  other.  If  such  was  his  wish,  she 
was  content,  she  said,  and  Frank  Van  Buren,  who  could 
not  detect  the  air  of  superb  scorn  which  breathed  in  every 
line  of  that  letter,  felt  aggrieved  that  "  Ethie  was  taking  it 
bo  easy,"  and  relieved,  too,  that  with  her  he  should  have 
do  trouble,  as  he  had  anticipated.    Be  was  getting  used  to 
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Nettie,  and  getting  to  like  her  too,  for  her  manner  toward 
him  was  far  more  agreeable  than  Ethie's  brusque  way  of 
manifesting  her  impatience  at  his  lack  of  manliness.  It 
was  inexplicable  how  Etbie  could  care  for  one  so  greatly 
her  inferior,  both  mentally  and  physically,  but  it  would 
Beem  that  she  loved  him  all  the  more  for  the  very  weakness 
which  made  her  nature  a  necessity  of  his,  and  the  bitterest 
pang  she  had  ever  felt  came  with  the  answer  which  Frank 
sent  back  to  her  letter,  and  which  the  reader  has  seen. 

It  was  all  over  now,  settled,  finished,  and  "wo  days  after 
%he  hunted  up  Aunt  Barbara's  spectacles  for  her,  and  then 
•  at  very  quietly  while  the  good  lady  read  Aunt  Sophie's 
tetter,  announcing  Frank's  engagement  with  Mirss  Nettie 
Hudson,  of  Philadelphia.  Aunt  Barbara  knew  of  Ethelyn's 
engagement  with  Frank,  but  like  her  sister,  at  the  time  of 
its  occurrence,  she  had  esteemed  it  mere  child's  play. 
Later,  however,  as  she  saw  how  they  clung  to  each  other, 
she  had  thought  it  possible  that  something  might  come  of 
it,  but  as  Ethelyn  was  wholly  reticent  on  that  subject,  it 
had  never  been  mentioned  between  them.  When,  how- 
ever, the  news  of  Frank's  second  engagement  came,  Aunt 
Barbara  looked  over  her  spectacles  straight  at  the  girl,  who, 
for  any  sign  she  gave,  might  have  been  a  block  of  marble, 
so  rigid  was  every  muscle  of  her  face,  and  so  even  the  tone 
of  her  voice,  as  she  said, 

"  I  am  glad  Aunt  Sophie  is  suited.  Frank  will  be  pleased 
with  anything." 

"  She  does  not  care  for  him,  and  I  am  glad,  for  he  is  not 
half  smart  enough  for  her,"  was  Aunt  Barbara's  mental 
comment,  as  she  laid  the  letter  by  for  a  second  reading 
and  theu  told  her  niece,  hs  the  last  tern  of  news,  that  old 
Colonel  Markham's   nephew  tad   come,  and    they    wew 
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making  a  great  ado  over  him,  now  that  he  was  Member  of 
Congress,  and  a  Judge  too.  They  had  asked  the  Howells 
and  Grangers  and  Carters  there  to  tea  for  the  next  day,  sha 
said,  adding  that  she  and  Ethelyn  were  also  invited.  '  They 
want  to  be  polite  to  him,"  Aunt  Barbara  continued ;  "  but 
foi  my  part,  if  I  was  he,  I  should  not  care  much  for  polite- 
ness that  comes  so  late.  They  never  noticed  his  fathet 
when  he  was  living,  and  didn't  wear  mourning  when  he 
died ;  and  when  this  nephew  was  here,  eight  years  ago,  or 
such  a  matter,  they  acted  as  if  they  were  ashamed  of  him. 
But  titles  make  a  difference.  He's  an  Honorable  now,  and 
the  old  Colonel  is  mighty  proud  of  him." 

What  Aunt  Barbara  had  said  was  strictly  true,  for  there 
had  been  a  time  when  proud  old  Colonel  Markh am  ignored 
the  brother's  family  living  on  the  far  prairies  of  the  West ; 
but  when  the  eldest  son,  Richard,  called  for  him,  had  be 
come  a  growing  man,  as  boys  out  West  are  apt  to  do, — ris- 
ing from  Justice  of  the  Peace  to  a  member  of  the  Stato 
Legislature,  then  to  a  Judgeship,  and  finally  to  a  seat  in 
Congress,  and  all  before  he  was  thirty-two, — the  Colonel's 
tactics  changed,  and  a  most  cordial  letter  addressed  to 
"My  very  dear  nephew,"  and  signed  "Your  affectionate 
uncle,"  was  sent  to  Washington,  urging  a  visit  from  the 
young  man  ere  he  returned  to  Iowa. 

And  that  was  how  Richard  Markham,  M.C.,  came  to  be 
in  Chicopee  at  the  precise  time  when  Ethelyn's  heart  was 
bleeding  at  every  pore,  and  she  was  ready  to  seize  upon 
any  new  excitement  which  could  divert  it  from  its  pain. 
She  remembered  well  the  time  when  he  had  once  beforo 
visited  Chicopee.  She  was  a  little  girl  of  ten,  fleeing  across 
the  meadow-land  from  a  maddened  cow,  when  a  tall,  ath- 
letic young  man  had  come  to  her  rescue,  standing  between 
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her  and  danger,  helping  her  over  the  fence,  picking  up  the 
aoron  full  of  apples  which  she  had  been  purloining  fiom 
the  Colonel's  orchard,  and  even  piming  together  a  huge  rent 
made  in  her  dress  by  catching  it  upon  a  protruding  splint 
as  she  sprang  to  the  ground.  She  was  too  much  frightened 
to  know  whether  he  had  been  wholly  graceful  in  his  en- 
deavors to  serve  her,  and  too  thankful  for  her  escape  to 
think  that  possibly  her  torn  dress  was  the  result  of  his 
rather  awkward  handling.  She  remembered  only  the  dark, 
handsome  face  which  bent  so  near  to  hers,  the  brown,  curly 
bead  actually  bumping  against  her  own,  as  he  stooped  to 
gather  the  stolen  apples.  She  remembered,  too,  the  kindly 
voice  which  asked  if  "  her  aunt  would  scold,"  while  the 
arge  red  hands  pinned  together  the  unsightly  seam,  and 
she  liked  the  Westerner,  as  the  people  of  Chicopee  called  tlit; 
stranger  who  had  recently  come  among  them.  Frank  was 
*n  Chicopee  then,  fishing  on  the  river,  when  her  mishap 
occurred  ;  and  once  after  that,  when  walking  with  him,  she 
bad  met  Richard  Markham,  who  bowed  modestly  and 
passed  on,  never  taking  his  hands  from  the  pockets  where 
they  were  planted  so  firmly,  and  never  touching  his  hat,  as 
Frank  said  a  gentleman  would  have  done. 

"  Isn't  he  handsome  ? "  Ethelyn  had  asked,  and  Frank 
had  answered,  "  Looks  well  enough,  though  anybody  with 
half  an  eye  would  know  he  was  from  out  West.  His  pants 
are  a  great  deal  too  short;  and  look  at  his  coat, — at  least 
three  years  behind  the  fashion ;  ai  d  such  a  hat,  with  that 
rusty  old  band  of  crape  around  it.  Wonder  if  he  is  in 
mourning  for  his  grandmother.  Oh  my  !  we  boys  would 
hoot  him  in  Boston.     He's  what  I  call  a  gawky." 

That  settled  it  with  Ethelyn.  If  Frank  Van  Bure^ 
whoie  pants,  and  coats,  and  neck-ties,  and  hats,  were  a! 
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*ray&  the  latest  make,  said  that  Richard  Markham  was  a 
gawky,  he  was  one,  and  henceforth,  during  his  stay  in 
Chicopee,  the  Western  young  man  was  regarded  by 
Ethelyn  with  a  feeling  akin  to  pity  for  his  benighted  con* 
dition.  Aunt  Barbara's  pew  was  very  near  to  Colonel 
Markham's ;  and  Richard,  who  was  not  much  of  a  church- 
man, and  as  often  as  any  way  lounged  upon  the  faded 
damask  curtains  instead  of  standing  up,  often  met  Ethelyn's 
eyes  fixed  curiously  upon  him,  but  never  dreamed  that  she 
regarded  him  as  a  species  of  heathen,  whom  it  would  be  a 
pious  act  to  Christianize.  Richard  rarely  thought  of  him- 
self at  all,  or,  if  he  did,  it  was  with  a  feeling  that  he  "  was 
well  enough;"  that  if  his  mother  and  "the  neighbors" 
were  satisfied  with  him,  as  he  knew  they  were,  he  ought  to 
be  satisfied  with  himself.  So  he  had  no  suspicion  of  the 
severe  criticism  passed  upon  him  by  the  little  girl  who 
read  the  service  so  womanly,  he  thought,  eating  caraway 
and  lozenges  between  times,  and  whose  face  he  carried  in 
memory  back  to  his  prairie  home. 

But  he  forgot  her  in  the  excitement  which  followed, 
when  he  began  to  grow  rapidly,  and  we  doubt  if  she  had 
been  in  his  mind  for  years,  until  her  name  was  mentioned 
by  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren,  who  saw  in  him  a  most  eligible 
match  for  her  niece.  He  was  well  connected, — own  nephew 
to  Colonel  Markham,  and  first  cousin  to  Mrs.  Senator 
Woodhull,  of  New  York,  who  kept  a  suite  of  servants  for 
herself  and  husband,  and  had  the  finest  turn-out  in  the 
Park.  Yes,  he  would  do  nicely  for  Ethelyn ;  and  by  way 
of  quieting  her  conscience,  which  kept  whispering  that  she 
had  not  been  altogether  just  to  her  niece,  Mrs.  Di.  Van 
Buren  packed  her  trunk  and  took  the  train  for  Chicopee 
the  very  day  of  Mrs.  Colonel  Markham's  tea-party. 
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Ethel  vn  was  going,  and  she  looked  very  pretty  in  hei 
J  ark  oreen  silk,  with  the  bit  of  soft,  rich  lace  at  the  throat 
and  the  scarlet  ribbon  in  her  hair.  She  was  not  dressed 
for  effect.  She  cared  very  little,  in  fact,  what  impression 
she  made  upon  the  Western  Judge,  though  she  did  wondei 
if,  as  a  Judge,  he  was  much  improved  from  the  young  maa 
whom  Frank  had  called  a  "gawky."  He  was  standing 
with  his  elbow  upon  the  mantel,  talking  to  Susie  Granger, 
when  Ethelyn  entered  Mrs.  Markham's  parlor;  one  foot 
was  carelessly  crossed  over  the  other,  so  that  only  the  toe 
of  the  boot  touched  the  carpet,  while  his  hand  grasped  his 
handkerchief  rather  awkwardly.  He  was  not  at  ease  with 
the  ladies ;  he  had  never  been  very  much  accustomed  to 
their  society.  He  did  not  know  what  to  say  to  them,  and 
Susie's  saucy  black  eyes  and  sprightly  manner  evidently 
embarrassed  and  abashed  him.  That  vocabulary  of  small 
talk  so  prevaleut  in  society,  and  a  limited  knowledge  of 
which  is  rather  necessary  to  one's  getting  on  well  with  every- 
body, was  unknown  to  him,  and  he  was  casting  about  for 
some  way  of  escape  from  his  companion,  when  Ethelyn 
was  introduced,  and  his  mind  went  back  to  the  stolen  ap- 
ples, and  the  torn  dress  which  he  bad  pinned  together. 

Judge  Markham  was  a  tall,  finely  formed  man,  with  deep 
hazel  eyes,  which  could  be  very  stern  or  very  soft  just  aa 
his  mood  happened  to  be.  But  the  chief  attraction  of  his 
face  was  his  smile,  which  changed  his  entire  expression, 
making  him  very  handsome,  as  Ethelyn  thought,  when  he 
stood  for  a  moment  holding  her  hand  between  both  his 
broad  palms,  and  chatting  familiarly  with  her  as  with  aa 
old  acquaintance.  He  could  talk  to  her  better  than  to 
Susie  Granger,  for  Ethie,  though  neither  very  deep  noi 
learned,  was  fond  of  books' and  tolerably  well  versed  in  thi 


EIHBLYN.  38 

eunent  literature  of  the  day.  Besides  that,  she  had  a 
faculty  of  seeming  to  know  more  than  she  really  did ;  said 
bo  the  impression  left  upon  the  Judge's  mind,  when  the  lit- 
tle party  was  over  and  he  was  returning  from  escorting 
Ethelyn  to  her  door,  was  that  Miss  Grant  was  far  superior 
to  any  giil  he  had  ever  met  since  Daisy  died,  and  like  the 
Judge  in  Whittier's  "  Maud  Muller,"  he  whistled  snatches 
of  an  old  love  tune  he  had  not  whistled  in  years,  as  he  went 
slowly  back  to  his  uncle's,  and  thought  strange  thoughts 
for  him,  the  grave  old  bachelor  who  had  said  he  should 
never  marry.  He  was  not  looking  for  a  wife,  as  rumor  in- 
timated, but  he  dreamed  of  Ethelyn  Grant  that  night,  and 
called  upon  her  the  next  day,  and  the  next,  until  the  villa- 
gers began  to  gossip,  and  Mrs.  Dr.  Yan  Buren  was  in  an 
ecstacy  of  delight,  talking  openly  of  the  delightful  time  her 
niece  would  have  in  Washington  the  next  winter,  and  pre- 
dicting for  her  a  brilliant  career  as  reigning  belle,  and  even 
hinting  the  possibility  of  her  taking  a  house  so  as  to  enter 
tain  her  Boston  Mends. 

And  Ethelyn  herself  had  many  and  varied  feelings  on  the 
subject,  the  strongest  of  which  was  a  perverse  desire  to  let 
Frank  know  that  she  did  not  care,  that  her  heart  was  not 
broken  by  his  desertion,  and  that  there  were  those  who 
prized  her  even  if  he  did  not.  She  had  criticised  Judge 
Markham  very  severely.  She  had  weighed  him  in  the 
balance  with  Frank,  and  found  him  sadly  wanting  in  all 
those  little  points  which  she  considered  as  marks  of  culture 
and  good  breeding.  He  was  not  a  ladies'  man ;  he  was 
even  worse  than  that,  for  he  was  sometimes  positively  rude 
and  ungentlemanly,  as  she  thought,  when  he  would  open  a 
gate  or  a  door  and  pass  through  it  first  himself  instead  of 
holding  it  deferentially  for  her,  as  Frank  would  have  don$ 
2* 
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Uc  did  not  know  how  to  swing  his  cane,  or  touch  hi3  hat, 
»r  even  bow  as  Frank  Van  Buren  did  ;  while  the  cut  of  hia 
.joat  was  at  least  two  years  behind  the  times,  and  he  did  not 
seem  to  know  it  either.  All  these  things  Ethelyn  wrote 
against  him  ;  but  the  account  was  more  than  balanced  by 
the  seat  in  Congress,  the  anticipated  winter  in  Washing- 
ton the  great  wealth  he  was  said  to  possess,  the  high  esti- 
mation in  which  she  knew  he  was  held,  and  the  keen  pang 
of  disappointment  from  which  she  was  suffering.  This  last 
r sally  did  the  most  to  turn  the  scale  in  Richard's  favor,  for, 
like  many  a  poor  deluded  girl,  she  fancied  that  marrying 
yas  the  surest  way  to  forget  a  past  which  it  was  not  pleasant 
uo  remember.  She  respected  Judge  Markham  highly,  and 
knew  that  in  everything  pertaining  to  a  noble  manhood  he 
yas  worth  a  dozen  Franks,  even  if  he  never  had  been  to  danc- 
aig-school,  and  did  not  obsequiously  pick  up  the  handker- 
chief which  she  purposely  dropped  to  see  what  he  would  do. 
knd  so,  when  Aunt  Sophie  had  gone  back  to  the  city,  and 
fudge  Markham  was  about  to  return  to  his  Western  home, 
she  rode  with  him  around  the  Pond,  and  when  she  came 
back  the  dead  Daisy's  ring  was  upon  her  finger,  and  she 
Fas  a  promised  wife.  A  dozen  times  since  then  she  had 
been  tempted  to  write  to  Richard  Markham,  asking  to  be 
released  from  her  engagement ;  for,  bad  as  she  has  thus  far 
appeared  to  the  reader,  there  were  many  noble  traits  in  her 
character,  and  she  shrank  from  wronging  the  man  of  whom 
she  knew  she  was  not  worthy.  But  the  deference  paid  her 
as  Mrs.  Judge  Markham  elect,  the  delight  of  Aunt  Sophie, 
the  approbation  of  Aunt  Barbara,  the  letter  of  congratula- 
tion sent  her  by  Mrs.  Senator  Woodhull,  Richard's  cousin, 
and  more  than  all,  Frank's  discomfiture  as  evinced  by  the 
complaining  note  he   sent  her  after  her  engagement  waj 
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announced,  prevailed  to  keep  her  to  her  promise;  and 
the  bridegroom,  when  he  came  in  June  to  claim  her 
hand,  little  guessed  how  heavy  was  the  heart  of  the 
young  girl  who  so  passively  suffered  his  caresses,  bat 
whose  lips  never  moved  in  response  to  the  kiss  he  pressed 
upon  them. 

She  was  very  shy,  he  thought,  more  so  than  when  he 
saw  her  last ;  but  he  loved  her  just  as  well,  and  never  sus- 
pected that,  when  on  the  first  evening  of  his  arrival  he  sat 
with  his  arm  around  her,  wondering  a  little  what  made  her 
so  silent,  she  was  burning  with  mortification  because  the 
coat  he  wore  was  the  very  same  which  she  had  criticised 
last  spring,  hoping  in  her  heart  of  hearts  that  long  before 
he  came  to  her  again  it  might  find  its  proper  place,  either 
in  the  sewing  society  or  with  some  Jewish  vendor  of  old 
clothes.  Yet  here  it  was  again,  and  her  head  was  resting 
against  it,  while  her  heart  beat  almost  audibly,  and  her 
voice  was  even  petulant  in  its  tone  as  she  answered  her 
lover's  questions.  Ethelyn  was  making  a  terrible  mistake, 
and  she  knew  it,  and  hated  herself  for  her  duplicity,  and 
vaguely  hoped  that  something  would  happen  to  save  her 
from  the  fate  she  so  much  dreaded.  But  nothing  did  hap- 
pen, and  it  was  now  too  late  to  retract.  The  bridal  trous- 
ssau  had  been  prepared  under  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren's  super- 
vision, the  bridal  guests  had  been  bidden,  the  bridal  tour 
had  been  planned,  the  bridegroom  had  arrived,  and  she 
would  keep  her  word  if  she  died  in  the  attempt. 

And  so  we  find  her  on  her  bridal  morning  wishing  no- 
body was  coming,  and  denouncing  getting  married  "  a 
bore,"  while  good  Aunt  Barbara  looked  at  her  in  surprise, 
wondering  if  everything  were  right.  In  spite  of  her  ill 
humor,  she  was  very  handsome  that  morning  in  her  white 
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cambric  wrapper,  with  just  a  little  color  in  her  cheeks  and 
hei  heavy  hair  pushed  back  behind  her  ears  and  twisted 
under  the  silken  net.  Ethelyn  cared  little  for  her  looks, — 
at  least  not  then ;  by  and  by  she  might,  when  it  was  time 
for  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  to  arrive  with  Frank  and  Nettie 
Hudson,  whom  she  had  never  seen.  She  should  want  to 
look  her  very  best  then,  but  now  it  did  not  matter,  even  if 
her  bridegroom  was  distant  not  an  eighth  of  a  mile,  and 
would  in  all  probability  be  coming  in  ere  long.  She  wished 
he  would  stay  away, — she  would  rather  not  see  him  till  night ; 
and  she  experienced  a  feeling  of  relief  when,  about  nine 
o'clock,  Mrs.  Markham's  maid  brought  her  a  little  note, 
which  read  as  follows : 

"  Darling  Ethie  : — You  must  not  think  strange  if  I  do 
not  come  to  you  this  morning,  for  I  am  suffering  from  one 
of  my  blinding  headaches,  and  can  scarcely  see  to  write 
you  this.     I  shall  be  better  by  night.     Yours,  lovingly, 

Richard  Markham. 

Ethelyn  was  sitting  upon  the  piazza  steps,  arranging  a 
bouquet,  when  the  note  was  brought  to  her ;  and  as  it  was 
some  trouble  to  put  all  the  roses  from  her  lap,  she  sent  the 
girl  for  a  pencil,  and  on  the  back  of  the  note  wrote 
hastily : 

"  It  does  not  matter,  as  you  would  only  be  in  the  way, 
and  I  have  something  of  a  headache  too.        E.  Grant/' 

"  Take  this  to  Judge  Markham,"  she  said  to  the  girl,  aD(i 
then  resumed  her  bouquet  making,  wondering  if  ever  bride- 
elect  were  as  wretched  as  herself,  or  if  to  any  other  maider 
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of  eighteen  the  world  had  ever  looked  so  desolate   and 
dreary  as  it  lid  to  her  this  morning. 


-♦— 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE    VAN     BUREN     SET. 

OLONEL  MARKHAM'S  carryall,  which  Jake,  the 
hired  man,  had  brushed  up  for  the  occasion,  had 
gone  over  to  West  Chicopee  after  the  party  from 
Boston, — Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren,  with  Frank  and  his  betrothed, 
Miss  Nettie  Hudson,  from  Philadelphia.  Others  had  been 
invited  from  the  city,  but  one  after  another  their  regrets 
had  come  to  Ethelyn,  who  would  gladly  have  excused  the 
entire  set,  Aunt  Van  Buren,  Frank  and  all,  though  she  con- 
fessed to  herself  a  great  deal  of  curiosity  with  regard  to 
Miss  Nettie,  whom  she  had  never  seen  ;  neither  had  she  met 
Frank  since  the  dissolution  of  their  engagement,  for  though 
she  had  been  in  Boston,  where  most  of  her  dresses  were 
made,  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  had  wisely  arranged  that  Frank 
should  be  absent  from  home.  She  was  not  willing  to  risk 
a  meeting  between  him  and  Ethelyn  until  matters  were  too 
well  adjusted  to  admit  of  a  change,  for  Frank  had  more 
than  once  shown  sio-ns  of  rebellion.  He  was  in  a  more 
quiescent  state  now,  having  made  up  his  mind  that  what 
could  not  be  cured  mu«t  be  endured  ;  and  as  he  had  not 
sensibility  enough  to  feel  very  keenly  the  awkwardness  of 
meeting  Ethelyn  under  present  circumstances,  and  as  Miss 
Nettie  was  really  very  fond  of  him,  and  he,  after  a  fashion^ 
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was  fond  of  lier,  he  was  in  the  best  of  spirits  when  he  step 
ped  from  the  train  at  West  Chicopee  and  handed  hi* 
mother  and  Nettie  into  the  spacious  carryall,  of  which  he 
made  fun  as  a  country  ark,  while  they  rode  slowly  toward 
Aunt  Barbara  Bigelow's. 

Everything  was  in  readiness  for  them.     The  large  north 
chamber  was  aired,  and  swept,  and  dusted,  and  only  little 
bars  of  light  came  through  the  closed  shutters,  and  the  room 
looked  very  cool  and  nice  with  its  fresh  muslin  curtains 
looped  back  with  blue,  its  carpet  of  the  same  cool  shade, 
its  pretty  chestnut  furniture,  its  snow-bank  of  a  bed,  and  the 
tasteful  bouquets  which  Ethelyn  had  arranged,— Ethelyn, 
who  lingered  longer  in  this  room  than  the  other  one  across 
the  hall,  the  bridal  chamber,  where  the  ribbons  which  held 
the  curtains  were  white,   and  the  polished  marble  of  the 
bureau  and  washstand   sent   a   shiver   through   her  veins 
whenever  she  looked  in  there.     She  was  in  her  own  cozy 
chamber  now,   and   the   silken  hair,   which  in  the   early 
morning  had  been  twisted  under  her  net,   was  bound  in 
heavy  braids  about  her  head,  while  a  pearl  comb  held  it  in 
its  place,  and  a  half-opened  rose  was  fastened  just  behind 
her  ear.     She  had  hesitated  in  her  choice  of  a  dress,  vacilla- 
ting between  a  pale  buff,  which  Frank  had  always  admired, 
and  a  delicate  blue  muslin,  in  which  Judge  Markham  had 
once  said  she  looked  so  pretty.     The  blue  had  won  the  day, 
for  Ethelyn  felt  that  she  owed  some  concession  to  the  man 
whose  kind  note  she  had  treated  so  cavalierly  that  morning, 
and  so  she  wore  the  blue  for  him,  feeling  glad  of  the  faint, 
sick  feeling  which  kept  the  blood  from  rushing  too  hotly  to 
her  face,  and  made  her  paler  and  fairer  than  her  wont.     She 
knew  she  was  very  handsome  when  her  toilet  was  made, 
and  that  was  one  secret  of  the  assurance  with  which  sha 
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frent  forward  to  meet  Nettie  Hudson  when  at  last  the 
carryall  stopped  before  the  gate. 

Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  was  tired,  and  hot,  and  dusty,  and 
as  she  was  always  a  little  cross  when  in  this  condition,  she 
merely  kissed  Ethelyn  once,  and,  shaking  hands  with 
Aunt  Barbara,  went  directly  to  the  north  chamber,  asking 
that  a  cup  of  tea  might  be  made  for  her  dinner  instead  of 
the  coffee,  whose  fragrant  odor  met  her  olfactories  as  sht 
stepped  into  the  house.  First,  however,  she  introduced 
Miss  Nettie,  who,  after  glancing  at  Ethelyn,  turned  her 
eyes  wonderingly  upon  Frank,  thinking  his  greeting  of 
his  cousin  rather  more  demonstrative  than  was  exactlv  be- 
r.oming,  even  if  they  were  cousins,  and  had  been,  as  Mrs. 
Dr.  Van  Buren  affirmed,  just  like  brother  and  sister. 
That  was  no  reason  why  Frank  should  have  wound  his 
arm  around  her  waist,  and  kept  it  there,  while  he  kissed 
her  twice,  and  brought  such  a  bright  color  to  her  cheeks. 
Miss  Nettie  cared  just  enough  for  Frank  Van  Buren  to  be 
jealous  of  him.  She  wanted  all  his  attentions  herself,  and 
to  the  little  blonde  was  in  something  of  a  pet  as  she  fol- 
lowed on  into  the  house,  and  twisted  her  hat -strings  into  a 
hard  knot,  which  Frank  had  to  disentangle  for  her,  just  as  he 
tead  to  kiss  away  the  wrinkle  which  had  gathered  on  her 
torehead.  She  was  a  beautiful  little  creature,  with  a  plead- 
ing, helpless  look  in  her  large  blue  eyes  which  seemed  to 
be  saying,  "  Look  at  me  ;  speak  to  me,  won't  you  ? — notice 
me  a  little." 

She  was  just  the  one  to  be  made  a  tool  of;  and  Ethelyn 
readily  saw  that  she  had  been  as  clay  in  Mrs.  Van  Buren'a 
skilful  hands. 

"  Pretty,  but  decidedly  a  nonentity  and  a  baby,"  was 
Ethelyn's  mental   comment,  and  she   felt  something   lik« 


40  THE    VAN    BUREN    SET. 

sontempt  for  Frank,  who,  after  loving  and  leaning  on  her 
could  so  easily  turn  to  weak  little  Nettie  Hudson. 

At  the  sight  of  Frank,  and  the  sound  of  his  voice,  she 
had  felt  all  the  olden  feeling  rushing  back  to  her  heart  ;  but 
when,  after  Nettie  had  followed  Mrs.  Van  Buren  to  her 
chamber,  and  she  stood  for  a  moment  alone  with  him,  he 
felt  constrained  to  say  something,  and  stammered  out, 
"  It's  deuced  mean,  Ethie,  to  serve  you  so,  and  mother 
ought  to  be  indicted.  I  hope  you  don't  care  much,"  all 
her  pride  and  womanliness  was  roused,  and  she  answered 
promptly,  "  Of  course  I  don't  care  ;  do  you  think  I  would 
marry  Judge  Markham  if  I  were  not  all  over  that  childish 
affair?  You  have  not  seen  him  yet.  He  is  a  splendid 
man." 

Ethelyn  felt  better  after  paying  this  tribute  to  Richard 
Markham,  and  she  liked  him  better,  too,  now  that  she  had 
spoken  for  him,  but  Frank's  reply,  "  Yes,  mother  told  me 
so, but  said  there  was  a  good  deal  of  your  Westernism  about 
him  yet,"  jarred  on  her  feelings  as  she  plucked  the  roses 
growing  at  the  end  of  the  piazza  and  crushed  them,  thorns 
and  all,  in  her  hands,  feeling  the  smart  less  than  the  dull, 
heavy  throbbing  at  her  heart.  Frank  did  not  seem  to  her 
just  as  he  used  to  ;  he  was  the  same  polished  dandy  as  of 
old,  and  just  as  careful  to  perform  every  little  act  of  gal- 
lantry, but  the  something  lacking  which  she  had  always 
felt  to  a  certain  extent  was  more  perceptible  now.  and  to 
herself  she  accused  him  of  having  degenerated  since  he 
had  passed  from  her  influence.  She  never  dreamed 
of  charging  it  to  her  interviews  with  Judge  Markham, 
whose  topics  of  conversation  were  so  widely  different  from 
Frank's.  She  was  not  generous  enough  then  to  concede 
anything  in  his  favor,  though  she  felt  glad  that  Frank  wai 
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not  quite  the  same  he  had  been, — it  would  make  the  even 
ing  trial  before  her  easier  to  bear;  and  Ethelyn's  eyes:  were 
brighter  and  her  smiles  more  frequent  as  she  sat  down  to 
dinner  and  answered  Mrs.  Van  Buren's  question,  "  Where 
is  the  Judge  that  he  does  not  dine  with  us  ? " 

"  Sick,  is  he  ? "  Mrs.  Van  Buren  said  when  told  of  his 
headache,  while  Frank  remarked,  "  Sick  of  his  bargain, 
maybe,"  laughing  loudly  at  his  own  joke,  while  the  others 
laughed  in  unison ;  and  so  the  dinner  passed  off  without 
that  stiffness  which  Ethelyn  had  so  much  dreaded. 

After  it  was  over,  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  felt  better,  and 
began  to  talk  of  the  "  Judge,"  and  to  ask  if  Ethelyn  knew 
whether  they  would  board  or  keep  house  in  Washington 
the  coming  winter?  Ethelyn  did  not  know.  She  had 
never  mentioned  Washington  to  Richard  Markham,  and  he 
had  never  guessed  how  much  that  prospective  season  at  the 
Capital  had  to  do  with  her  decision.  That  it  would  be 
hers  to  enjoy  she  had  no  shadow  of  doubt,  but  as  she  felt 
then  she  did  not  particularly  care  to  keep  up  a  household 
for  the  sake  of  entertaining  her  aunt,  and  possibly  Frank 
and  wife,  so  she  replied  that  she  presumed  "  they  should 
board,  as  it  would  be  the  short  session, — if  he  was  re-elected 
they  might  consider  the  house." 

"  There  may  be  a  still  higher  honor  in  store  for  him 
than  a  re-election,"  Mrs.  Van  Buren  said,  and  then  she  pro- 
ceeded to  speak  of  a  letter  which  she  had  received  from  a 
lady  in  Camden,  who  had  once  lived  in  Boston,  and  who 
had  written  congratulating  her  old  friend  upon  her  niece*'s 
good  fortune.  "  There  was  no  young  man  more  popular 
in  that  section  of  the  country  than  Judge  Markham,"  she 
eaid,  "  and  there  had  been  talk  of  nominating  him  foi 
Governor.     Some,  however,  though*  him  too  young,  and 
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so  they  were  waiting  for  a  few  years,  when  he  would  un 
doubtedly  be  elected  to  the  highest  office  in  the  State," 

This  piece  of  intelligence  had  greatly  increased  Mrs,  Van 
Baren's  respect  for  the  lady-elect  of  Iowa's  future  Governor, 
and  she  gave  the  item  of  news  with  a  great  deal  of  satisfac* 
tionr  but  did  not  tell  that  her  correspondent  had  added, 
"It  is  a  pity,  though,  that  he  does  not  know  more  of  the 
usages  of  good  society.  Ethelyn  is  so  refined  and  sensitive 
that  she  will  be  often  shocked,  no  doubt,  with  the  manners 
of  her  husband  and  his  family." 

This  clause  had  troubled  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren.  She 
liked  Ethelyn,  and  now  that  she  was  out  of  Frank's  way 
she  liked  her  very  much,  and  would  do  a  good  deal  to  serve 
her.  She  did  not  wish  her  to  be  unhappy,  as  she  feared 
she  might  be,  from  sundry  rumors  which  had  reached  her 
concerning  that  home  out  West,  whither  she  was  going. 
So,  when,  after  dinner,  they  were  alone  for  a  few  moments, 
she  endeavored  to  impress  upon  her  niece  the  importance 
of  having  an  establishment  of  her  own  as  soon  as  possible. 

"It  was  not  well  for  sons'  wives  to  live  with  tne 
mother,"  she  said.  "  She  did  not  mean  that  Nettie 
should  live  with  her;  and  Ethelyn  should  at  once  insist 
upon  a  separate  home ;  then,  if  she  should  see  any  little 
thing  in  her  husband's  manners  which  needed  correcting, 
she  could  do  it  so  much  better  away  from  his  mother.  I 
do  not  say  that  there  is  anything  wrong  in  his  manners," 
she  continued,  as  she  saw  how  painfully  red  Ethelyn  was 
getting,  "  but  it  is  quite  natural  there  should  be,  living 
where  he  does.  You  cannot  expect  prairie  people  to  be 
as  refined  as  Bostonians  are;  but  you  must  poush  him, 
dear.  You  know  how ;  you  have  had  Frank  for  a  model 
so  long;  and  even  if  he  does  not  improve,  people  overlook 
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a  great  deal  in  a  member  of  Congress,  and  will  overlook 
more  in  a  Governor,  so  don't  feel  badly,  darling,"  and 
Mrs.  Van  Buren  kissed  the  poor  girl  before  whom  all 
the  dreary  loneliness  of  the  future  had  arisen  like  a 
mountain,  and  whose  heart  even  at  that  late  hour  would 
have  drawn  back  if  possible. 

But  when,  by  way  of  soothing  her,  Mrs.  Van  Buren 
talked  of  the  winter  in  Washington,  and  the  honors  which 
would  always  be  accorded  to  her  as  the  wife  of  an  M.C., 
and  then  dwelt  upon  the  possibility  of  her  one  day  writ 
ing  herself  the  Governor's  lady,  Ethelyn's  girlish  ambition 
was  roused,  and  her  vanity  flattered,  so  that  the  chances 
were  that  even  Frank  would  have  been  put  aside  for  the 
future  greatness,  had  he  been  offered  to  her  then. 

It  was  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  nearly  time  for  the 
bridal  toilet  to  commence,  and  Mrs.  Van  Buren  began  to 
wonder  "  why  the  Judge  had  not  appeared."  He  was  bet- 
ter of  his  headache  and  up  and  around,  the  maid  had 
reported  when  at  four  she  brought  over  the  remainder 
of  Mrs.  Colonel  Markham's  silver,  wdiich  had  not  been  sent 
in  the  morning,  and  then  went  back  for  extra  napkins. 
There  was  no  need  to  tell  Ethelyn  that  "  he  was  up  and 
around,"  for  she  had  known  it  ever  since  a  certain  shutter 
had  been  opened,  and  a  man  in  his  shirt-sleeves  had  ap- 
peared before  the  window  and  thrown  water  from  the 
wash-bowl  upon  the  lilac  bushes  below.  Ethelyn  knew 
very  well  that  old  Mrs.  Markham's  servants  were  spoiled, 
that  her  domestic  arrangements  were  not  of  the  best  kind^ 
and  that  probably  there  was  no  receptacle  for  the  dirty 
water  except  the  ground ;  but  she  did  not  consider  this, 
or  reflect  that  aside  from  all  other  considerations  the  act 
was  wholly  like  a  man ;   she   only  thought  it  like  him^ 
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Judge  Markham,  and  feelings  of  shame  and  mortification, 
such  as  no  woman  likes  to  entertain  with  regard  to  her  hus- 
band, began  to  rise  and  swell  in  her  heart.  In  the  excitement 
of  her  toilet,  however,  she  forgot  everything,  even  the  cere- 
mony for  which  she  was  dressing,  and  which  came  to  he* 
with  a  shiver  when  a  bridesmaid  announced  that  Colonel 
Markham's  carriage  had  just  left  his  yard  with  a  gentleman 
in  it. 

Judge  Markham  was  on  his  way  to  his  bridal. 


-♦- 


CHAPTER  III. 

RICHARD     MARKHAM. 

E  preferred  to  be  called  Richard  by  his  friends  and 
Mr.  Markham  by  strangers ; — not  that  he  was 
insensible  to  the  prestige  which  the  title  of  Judge 
or  Hon.  gave  him,  but  he  was  a  plain,  matter-of-fact  man, 
who  had  not  been  lifted  off  from  his  balance,  or  grown 
dizzy  by  the  rapidity  with  which  he  had  risen  in  public 
favor.  At  home  he  was  simply  Dick  to  his  three  burly 
brothers,  who  were  so  proud  and  fond  of  him,  while  his 
practical,  unpretending  mother  called  him  Richard,  feeling, 
however,  that  it  was  very  proper  for  the  neighbors  to  give 
him  the  title  of  Judge.  Of  Mrs.  Markham  we  shall  have 
occasion  to  speak  hereafter,  so  now  we  will  only  say 
that  she  saw  no  fault  in  her  gifted  son,  and  she  was  ready 
to  do  battle  with  any  one  who  should  suggest  the  existence 
of  a  fault.  Richard's  wishes  had  never  been  thwarted, 
but   rather   deferred    to   by   the   entire   family,   and,    a* 
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a  natural  consequence,  he  had  come  to  believe  that  his 
habits  and  opinions  were  as  nearly  correct  as  they  well 
could  be.  He  had  never  mingled  much  in  society, — he  was 
not  fond  of  it ;  and  the  "  quilting  bees,"  and  "  sugar  pulls," 
and  "  apple  parings,"  which  had  prevailed  in  his  neighbor- 
hood, were  not  at  all  to  his  taste.  He  greatly  preferred  his 
books  to  the  gayest  of  frolics,  and  thus  he  early  earned  for 
himself  the  sobriquet  of  "  the  old  bachelor  who  hated 
girls ; "  all  but  Abigail  Jones,  whose  black  eyes  and  bright 
red  cheeks  had  proved  too  much  for  the  grave,  sober  Rich- 
ard. His  first  act  of  gallantry  was  performed  for  her,  and 
even  after  he  grew  to  be  Judge  his  former  companions 
never  wearied  of  telling  how,  on  the  occasion  of  his  first 
going  home  with  the  fair  Abigail  Jones  from  spelling  school, 
he  had  kept  at  a  respectful  distance  from  her,  and  when  the 
light  from  her  father's  window  became  visible  he  remarked 
that  "  he  guessed  she  would  not  be  afraid  to  go  the  rest  of 
the  way  alone,"  and  abruptly  bidding  her  good  night,  ran 
back  as  fast  as  he  could  run.  Whether  this  story  were  true 
or  not,  he  was  very  shy  of  the  girls,  though  the  dark-eyed 
Abigail  exerted  over  him  so  strong  an  influence  that,  at 
the  early  age  of  twenty,  he  had  asked  her  to  be  his  wife, 
and  she  had  answered  yes,  while  his  mother  sanctioned 
the  match,  for  she  had  known  the  Joneses  in  Vermont, 
and  knew  them  for  honest,  thrifty  people,  whose  daughter 
would  make  a  faithful,  economical  wife  for  any  man.  But 
death  came  to  separate  the  lovers,  and  Abigail's  cheeks 
grew  redder  still,  and  her  eyes  were  strangely  bright  as  the 
fever  burned  in  her  veins,  until  at  last,  when  the  Indian  sum- 
mer sun  was  shining  down  upon  the  prairies,  they  buried 
her  one  day  beneath  the  late  autumn  flowers,  and  the  almost 
boy  widower  wore  upon  his  hat  the  band  of  crape  which 
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Ethelyn  remembered  as  looking  so  rusty  when  the  yea* 
following  he  came  to  Chicopee.  Richard  Markham  be« 
lieved  that  he  had  loved  Abigail  truly  when  she  died,  but 
he  knew  now  that  she  was  not  the  one  he  would  have 
chosen  in  his  mature  manhood.  She  was  suitable  for  him, 
perhaps,  as  he  was  when  he  lost  her,  but  not  as  he  waf 
now,  and  it  was  long  since  he  had  ceased  to  visit  her  grave, 
or  think  of  her  with  the  feelings  of  sad  regret  which  used 
to  come  over  him  when,  at  night,  he  lay  awake  listening  tf 
the  moaning  of  the  wind  as  it  swept  over  the  prairies,  or 
watching  the  glittering  stars,  and  wondering  if  she  had 
found  a  home  beyond  them  with  Daisy,  his  only  sister. 
There  was  nothing  false  about  Richard  Markham,  and 
when  he  stood  with  Ethelyn  upon  the  shore  of  Pordunk 
Pond,  and  asked  her  to  be  his  wife,  he  told  her  of  Abigail 
Jones,  who  had  been  two  years  older  than  himself,  and  to 
whom  he  was  once  engaged. 

"  But  I  did  not  give  her  Daisy's  ring,"  he  said ;  and  he 
spoke  very  reverently  as  he  continued :  "  Abigail  was  a  good, 
sensible  girl,  and  even  if  she  hears  what  I  am  saying  she 
will  pardon  me  when  I  tell  you  that  it  did  not  seem  te  me 
that  diamonds  were  befitting  such  as  she  ;  Daisy,  I  am 
sure,  had  a  different  kind  of  person  in  view  when  she  mad»j 
me  keep  the  ring  for  the  maiden  who  would  prize  such 
things,  and  who  was  worthy  of  it.  Abigail  was  worthy, 
but  there  was  not  a  fitness  in  giving  it  to  her,  neither  would 
ehe  have  prized  it ;  so  I  kept  it  in  its  little  box  with  a  curl 
of  Daisy's  hair.  .  Had  she  become  my  wife,  I  might  even' 
tually  have  given  it  to  her,  but  she  died,  and  it  was  weL 
Hhe  would  not  have  satisfied  me  now,  and  I  should " 

He  was  going  to  add,  "  should  not  have  beei  what  I 
am/'  but  that  would  have  savored  too  much  of  pride  and 
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possibly  of  disrespect  for  the  dead  ;  so  lie  checked  himself, 
and  while  his  rare,  pleasant  smile  broke  all  over  his  beam 
mg  face,  and  his  hazel  eyes  grew  soft  and  tender  in  their 
expression,  he  said  :  "  Yon,  Ethelyn,  seem  to  me  the  one 
Daisy  would  have  chosen  for  a  sister.  You  are  quiet,  and 
gentle,  and  pure  like  her,  and  I  am  glad  of  the  Providence 
which  led  me  to  Chicopee.  They  said  I  was  looking  for 
a  wife,  but  I  had  no  such  idea.  I  never  thought  to  marry 
until  I  met  you  that  afternoon  when  you  wore  the  pretty 
delaine,  with  the  red  ribbon  in  your  hair.  Do  you  remem- 
ber it,  Ethelyn?" 

Ethelyn  did  not  answer  him  at  once.  She  was  looking 
far  off  upon  the  w^ter,  where  the  moonlight  lay  sleeping, 
and  revolving  in  her  mind  the  expediency  of  being  equally 
truthful  with  her  future  husband,  and  saying  to  him,  "  I, 
too,  have  loved,  and  been  promised  to  another."  She  knew 
she  ought  to  tell  him  this,  and  she  would,  perhaps,  have 
done  so,  for  Ethie  meant  to  be  honest,  and  her  heart  was 
touched  and  softened  by  Richard's  tender  love  for  his 
sister  ;  but  when  he  was  so  unfortunate  as  to  call  the  green 
silk  which  Madame  Beaumont,  in  Boston,  had  made,  a 
pretty  delaine,  and  her  scarlet  velvet  band  a  "  red  ribbon," 
her  heart  hardened,  and  her  secret  remained  untold,  while 
her  proud  lip  half  curled  in  scorn  at  the  thought  of  Abigail 
Jones,  who  once  stood  perhaps  as  she  was  standing,  with 
her  hand  on  Richard  Markhanrs  and  the  kiss  of  betrothal 
/ret  upon  her  forehead.  Ah !  Ethie,  there  was  this  differ 
ence  :  Abigail  had  kissed  her  lover  back,  and  her  great, 
black  eyes  had  looked  straight  into  his  with  an  eager, 
blissful  joy,  as  she  promised  to  be  his  wife,  and  when  he 
wound  his  arm  around  her,  she  had  leaned  up  to  the  bash- 
fiil  youth,  encouraging  his  caresses,  while  you  gave  back  no 
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answering  caress,  and  shook  lightly  off  the  arm  laid  actosa 
your  neck.  Possibty  Richard  thought  of  the  difference, 
but  if  he  did  he  imputed  Ethelyn's  cold  passiveness  to  her 
modest  retiring  nature,  so  different  from  Abigail's.  It 
was  hardly  fair  to  compare  the  two  girls,  they  were  so 
who  Jy  unlike  ;  for  Abigail  had  been  a  plain,  simple-hearted, 
buxom,  country  girl,  whose  world  was  all  contained  within 
the  limits  of  the  neighborhood  where  she  lived,  while 
Ethie  was  a  high-spirited,  petted,  impulsive  creature,  know- 
ing but  little  of  such  people  as  Abigail  Jones,  and  wholly 
unfitted  to  cope  with  any  world  outside  that  to  which  she 
had  been  accustomed.  But  love  is  blind,  and  so  was 
Richard  ;  for  with  his  whole  heart  he  did  love  Ethelyn 
Grant,  and,  notwithstanding  his  habits  of  thirty  years,  she 
could  then  have  moulded  him  to  her  will,  had  she  tried,  by 
the  simple  process  of  love.  But  alas  !  there  was  no  answer- 
ing throb  in  her  heart  when  she  felt  the  touch  of  his  hand 
or  his  breath  upon  her  cheek.  She  was  only  conscious  of 
t»  desire  to  avoid  his  caress,  if  possible,  while,  as  the  days 
went  by,  she  felt  a  growing  disgust  for  "  Abigail  Jones," 
whose  family,  she  gathered  from  her  lover,  lived  near  to  and 
were  quite  familiar  with  his  mother. 

In  happy  ignorance  of  her  real  feelings,  so  well  did  she 
dissemble  them,  and  so  proper  and  ladylike  was  her  deport- 
ment, Richard  bade  her  good-by  early  in  May  and  went  back 
to  his  Western  home,  writing  to  her  often,  but  not  such 
letters,  it  must  be  confessed,  as  were  calculated  to  win  a 
maiden'3  heart,  or  keep  it  after  it  was  won.  If  he  was 
awkward  at  love-making  and  only  allowed  himself  to  be 
occasionally  surprised  into  flashes  of  tenderness,  he  was 
Btill  more  awkward  in  letter-writing;  and  Ethelyn  always 
indulged  in  a  headache  or  in  a  fit  of  the  blues  after  reeeiy* 
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ir>g  one  of  his  short,  practical  letters,  which  gave  but  little 
sign  of  the  strong,  deep  affection  he  cherished  for  her. 
Those  were  hard  days  for  Ethelyn, — the  days  which  inter- 
vened between  her  lover's  bidding  her  adieu  and  his  return 
to  claim  her  hand, — and  only  her  deeply  wounded  pride, 
and  her  great  desire  for  a  change  of  scene  and  a  winter  in 
Washington  kept  her  from  asking  a  release  from  the  en- 
gagement she  knew  never  ought  to  have  been.  There  was 
some  gratification  in  knowing  that  she  was  an  object  of 
envy  to  Susie  Graham  and  Anna  Thome  and  Carrie  Bell, 
either  of  whom  would  gladly  have  taken  her  place  as  bride- 
elect  of  an  M.C.,  while  proud  old  Colonel  Markham's  fre- 
quent mention  of  "  my  nephew  in  Congress,  ahem  !  "  and 
Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren's  constant  exultation  over  the  "  splendid 
match,"  helped  to  keep  up  the  glamour  of  excitement,  so 
that  her  promise  had  never  been  revoked,  and  now  he  was 
there  to  claim  it.  He  had  not  gone  at  once  to  Miss 
Bigelow's  on  his  arrival  in  Chicopee,  for  the  day  was  hot 
and  sultry,  and  he  was  very  tired  with  his  forty-eight  hours' 
constant  travel ;  and  so  he  had  rested  a  while  in  his  cham- 
ber, which  looked  toward  Ethelyn's,  and  then  sat  upon  the 
piazza  with  his  uncle  till  the  heat  of  the  day  was  past, 
and  the  round  red  moon  was  showing  itself  above  the 
eastern  hills  as  the  sun  disappeared  in  the  west.  Then,  in 
his  new  linen  coat,  cut  and  made  by  Mrs.  Jones,  mother 
to  Abigail  deceased,  he  had  started  for  the  dwelling  of  his 
betrothed.  Ethelyn  had  seen  him  as  he  came  from  the 
depot  in  Colonel  Markham's  carriage,  and  her  cheek  had 
crimsoned  and  then  grown  pale  at  sight  of  the  ancient- 
.ooking  hair  trunk  swinging  behind  the  carriage,  all  uncon- 
*c\ous  of  the  indignation  it  was  exciting,  or  of  the  vast  dif- 
ference between  itself  and  the  two  huge  Saratoga  trunki 
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standing  in  Aunt  Barbara  Bigelow's  upper  hall,  and  looking 
so  clean  and  nice  in  their  fresh  coverings.  Poor  Ethelyn! 
That  hair  trunk,  which  had  done  its  owner  such  good  ser- 
vice in  his  journeys  to  and  from  Washington,  and  which 
the  mother  had  packed  with  so  much  care,  never  dreaming 
Low  very,  very  far  it  was  behind  the  times,  brought  the  hot 
blood  in  torrents  to  her  face,  and  made  the  white  hands 
clasp  each  other  spasmodically,  as  she  thought,  "Had  I 
known  of  that  hair  trunk,  I  would  certainly  have  told  him 
no." 

Even  Abigail  Jones  faded  into  insignificance  before  this 
indignity,  and  it  was  long  before  Ethelyn  could  recover  her 
composure  or  her  pulse  resume  its  regular  beat.  She  was  in 
no  haste  to  see  him  ;  but  such  is  the  inconsistency  of  per- 
verse girlhood  that,  because  he  delayed  his  coming,  she  felt 
annoyed  and  piqued,  and  was  half  tempted  to  have  a  head- 
ache and  go  to  bed,  and  not  see  him  at  all.  But  he  was  com- 
ing at  last,  linen  coat  and  all ;  and  Susie  Graham,  who  had 
stopped  for  a  moment  by  the  gate  to  speak  with  Ethelyn, 
pronounced  him  "  a  magnificent  looking  fellow,"  and  said 
to  Ethelyn,  "  I  should  think  you  would  feel  so  proud." 

Susie  did  not  observe  the  linen  coat,  and,  if  she  had,  she 
would  have  thought  it  a  very  sensible  arrangement  for  a  day 
when  the  thermometer  stood  ninety-five  degrees  in  the 
shade ;  but  Susie  was  not  Boston-finished.  She  had  been 
educated  at  Mount  Holyoke,  which  made  a  difference, 
Ethelyn  thought.  Still,  Susie's  comment  did  much  to- 
wards reconciling  her  to  the  linen  coat ;  and  as  Richard 
Markham  came  up  the  street,  she  did  feel  a  thrill  of  pride 
and  even  pleasure,  for  he  had  a  splendid  figure  and  carried 
nimself  like  a  prince,  while  his  fine  face  beamed  all  ovei 
with  that  joyous,  happy  expression  which  comes  only  from 
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a  kind,  true  heart,  as  he  drew  near  the  house  ai.  I  caught 
the  flutter  of  a  white  robe  through  the  open  door.  Ethelyn 
was  very  pretty,  in  her  cool,  cambric  dress,  with  a  bunch 
of  sweet  English  violets  in  her  hair ;  and  at  sight  of  her, 
the  man  usually  so  grave,  and  quiet,  and  undemonstrative 
with  those  of  the  opposite  sex,  felt  all  his  reserve  give  way, 
and  there  was  a  world  of  tenderness  in  his  voice  and  a  misty 
look  in  his  eye  as  he  bent  over  her,  giving  her  the  second 
kiss  he  had  ever  given  to  her,  and  asking,  "  How  is  my 
darling:  to-nio;ht  ? " 

She  did  not  take  his  arm  from  her  neck  this  time '.  he 
had  a  right  to  keep  it  there,  and  she  suffered  the  caress, 
feeling  no  greater  inconvenience  than  that  his  big  hand 
was  very  warm  and  pressed  a  little  too  hard  upon  her 
shoulder.  He  spoke  to  her  of  the  errand  on  which 
he  had  come,  and  the  great,  warm  hand  pressed  more 
heavily  as  he  said,  "  It  seems  to  me  a  dream  that  in  a  few 
days  you  will  be  my  own  Ethie,  my  wife,  from  whom  I 
need  not  be  parted;"  and  then  he  spoke  of  his  mother 
and  his  three  brothers,  James  and  John  and  Anderson,  or 
Andy,  as  he  was  called.  Each  of  these  had  sent  kindly  mes- 
sages to  Richard's  bride,  the  mother  saying  she  should  be 
glad  to  have  a  daughter  in  her  home,  and  the  three  brothers 
promising  to  love  their  new  sister  so  much  as  to  rm%ke  old 
Dick  jealous,  if  possible.  These  messages  "  old  Dick " 
delivered ;  but  he  wisely  refrained  from  telling  how  his 
mother  feared  he  had  not  chosen  wisely, — that  a  young  lady 
with  Boston  notions  was  not  the  wife  to  make  a  Western 
man  very  happy.  Neither  did  he  tell  her  of  an  interview 
had  with  Mrs.  Jones,  who  had  always  evinced  a  motherly 
care  over  him  since  her  daughter's  death,  and  to  whom  he 
had    dutifully   communicated   the    news   of   his  intended 


52  RICHARD    MARKHAM. 

marriage.  It  was  not  what  Mrs.  Jones  had  expected.  Sha 
had  watched  Richard's  upward  progress  with  all  the  pride 
of  a  mother-in-law,  lamenting  often  to  Mrs.  Markham  that 
poor  Abigail  could  not  have  lived  to  share  his  greatness ; 
and  during  the  term  of  his  judgeship,  when  he  stayed 
mostly  in  Camden,  the  county  seat,  she  had,  on  the  occa- 
sion of  her  going  to  town  with  butter  and  eggs  and  chick 
ens,  taken  a  mournful  pleasure  in  perambulating  the  streets 
and  selecting  the  house  where  Abigail  might  perhaps  have 
resided,  and  where  she  could  have  had  her  cup  of  young 
hyson  after  the  fatigue  of  the  day,  instead  of  eating  her  dry 
iunch  of  cheese  and  fried  cakes  in  the  rather  comfortless  de 
pot  while  waiting  for  the  train.  Richard's  long-continued 
bachelorhood  had  given  her  peculiar  pleasure,  inasmuch  as  it 
betokened  a  continual  remembrance  of  her  daughter ;  and  as 
her  youngest  child,  the  blooming  Melinda,  who  was  as  like  the 
departed  Abigail  as  sisters  ever  are  to  each  other,  ripened 
into  womanhood,  and  the  grave  Richard  spoke  oftener  to 
her  than  to  the  other  maidens  of  the  village,  she  began  to 
speculate  upon  what  might  possibly  be,  and  refused  the 
loan  of  her  brass  kettle  to  the  neighbor  whose  husband  did 
not  vote  for  Richard  when  he  ran  for  member  of  Congress. 
Melinda,  too,  had  her  little  ambitions,  her  silent  hopes  and 
aspirations,  and  even  her  vague  longings  for  a  winter  in 
Washington.  As  the  Markham  house  and  the  Jones  house 
were  distant  from  each  other  only  half  a  mile,  she  was  a 
frequent  visitor  of  Richard's  mother,  always  assisting  when 
there  was  more  work  than  usual  on  hand,  and  on  the  occa- 
sion of  Richard's  first  going  to  Washington  she  had  ironed 
his  shirts  and  packed  them  in  the  hair  trunk  which  had 
called  forth  Ethelyn's  ire.  Though  she  did  not  remembei 
much  about  "  Abby,"  she  knew  that,  had  she  lived,  Richard 
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would  have  been  her  brother ;  and  for  some  reason  he  seemea 
to  her  just  like  one  now,  she  said  to  Mrs.  Markham,  as  she 
hemmed  his  pocket  handkerchiefs  and  worked  his  initials 
in  the  corner  with  pink  floss.  Many  times  during  Richard's 
absence  she  visited  Mrs.  Markham,  inquiring  always  after 
"  the  Judge,"  and  making  herself  so  agreeable  and  useful, 
too,  in  clear-starching  and  doing  up  Mrs.  Markham's  caps,  and 
in  giving  receipts  for  sundry  new  and  economical  dishes,  thsi 
the  good  woman  herself  sometimes  wondered  if  Richard 
could  do  better  than  take  the  black- eyed  Melinda ;  and 
when  he  told  her  of  Ethelyn  Grant,  she  experienced  a  feel- 
ing of  disappointment  and  regret,  doubting  much  if  a  Bos- 
ton girl,  with  Boston  notions,  would  make  her  as  happy  as 
the  plainer  Melinda,  who  knew  all  her  ways.  Something 
of  this  she  said  to  her  son,  omitting,  of  course,  that  por- 
tion of  her  thoughts  which  referred  to  Melinda.  With 
Mrs.  Jones,  however,  it  was  different.  In  her  surprise  and 
disappointment  she  let  fall  some  remarks  which  opened 
Richard's  eyes  a  little,  and  made  him  look  at  her  half 
amused  and  half  sorry,  as  she  "  hoped  the  new  bride  would 
not  have  many  airs,  and  would  put  up  with  his  mother's 
wavs." 

"  You'll  excuse  me,  Richard,  for  speaking  so  plain,  but 
you  seem  like  my  own  boy,  and  I  can't  help  it.  Your 
mother  is  the  best  and  cleverest  woman  in  the  world,  but 
she  has  some  peculiarities  which  a  Boston  girl  may  not 

put  up  with,  not  being  used  to  them  as  Melin 1  mean, 

as  poor  Abigail  was." 

It  was  the  first  time  it  had  occurred  to  Richard  that 
his  mother  had  peculiarities,  and  even  now  he  did  not 
know  what  they  were.  Taking  her  all  in  al1,  she  was  aa 
acarly  perfect,  he  thought,  as  a  woman  well  could  be,  and 
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on  his  way  home  from  his  interview  with  Mrs.  Jones  1  e  pc  a 
dered  in  his  mind  what  she  could  mean,  and  then  wonder- 
ed if  for  the  asking  he  could  have  taken  Melinda  Jones  to 
the  fireside  where  he  was  going  to  install  Ethelyn  Grant. 
There  was  a  comical  smile  about  his  mouth  as  he  thought 
how  litttle  either  Melinda  or  Abigail  would  suit  him  now ; 
and  then,  by  way  of  making  amends  for  what  seemed  dis- 
respect to  the  dead,  he  went  round  to  the  sunken  grave 
where  Abigail  had  slept  for  so  many  years,  and  stood 
again  just  where  he  had  stood  that  day  when  he  fancied  the 
light  from  his  heart  had  gone  out  forever.  But  he  could 
not  bring  back  the  olden  feeling,  or  wish  that  Abigail  had 
lived. 

"  She  is  happy  now, — happier  than  I  could  have  made 
her.  It  is  better  as  it  is,"  he  said,  as  he  walked  away 
to  Daisy's  grave,  where  his  tears  dropped  just  as  they 
always  did  when  he  stood  by  the  sod  which  covered  the 
fairest,  brightest,  purest  being  he  had  ever  known,  except 
his  Ethie. 

She  was  just  as  pure  and  gentle  and  good  as  blue-eyed 
Daisy  had  been,  and  on  the  manly  face  turned  so  wistfully 
to  the  eastward  there  was  a  world  of  love  and  tender- 
ness for  the  Ethie  who,  alas !  did  not  deserve  it  then, 
and  to  whom  a  few  weeks  later  he  gave  his  mother's  kind- 
ly message.  Then,  remembering  what  Mrs.  Jones  had  said, 
he  felt  in  duty  bound  to  add : 

"  Mother  has  some  peculiarities,  I  believe, — most  old 
people  have;  but  I  trust  to  your  good  sense  to  humor 
them  as  much  as  possible.  She  has  had  her  own  way  a 
long  time ;  and  though  you  will  virtually  be  mistress  of  the 
house,  inasmuch  as  it  belongs  to  me,  it  will  be  better  fo! 
mother  to  take  the  lead,  as  heretofore." 
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There  was  a  curl  on  Ethelyn's  Jp  as  she  received  hei 
first  lesson  with  regard  to  her  behavior  as  daughter-in-law ' 
but  she  made  no  reply,  not  even  to  ask  what  the  pecu- 
liarities were  which  she  was  to  humor.  She  really  did 
not  care  what  they  were,  as  she  fully  intended  having 
an  establishment  of  her  own  in  the  thriving  village,  just 
half  a  mile  from  her  husband's  home.  She  should  proba 
bly  spend  a  few  weeks  with  Mrs.  Markham  senior,  who 
she  fancied  was  a  tall,  stately  woman,  wearing  heavy  black 
silk  dresses  and  thread-lace  caps  on  great  occasions,  and 
having  always  on  hand  some  fine  lamb's-wool  knitting 
work  when  she  sat  in  the  parlor  where  Daisy's  picture 
hung.  Ethelyn  could  not  tell  why  it  was  that  she  always 
saw  Richard's  mother  thus,  unless  it  were  what  Mrs.  Col. 
Markham  once  said  with  regard  to  her  Western  sister-in- 
law,  who  had  sent  to  Boston  for  a  black  shk  which  cost 
three  dollars  per  yard, — a  great  price  for  those  days, — and 
for  two  yards  of  handsome  thread-lace,  which  she,  the 
Mrs.  Colonel,  had  run  all  over  the  city  to  get,  "  John's 
wife  was  so  particular  to  have  it  just  the  pattern  and 
width  she  described  in  her  letter." 

This  was  Richard's  mother  as  Ethelyn  saw  her,  while  the 
house  on  the  prairie  presented  a  very  respectable  appearance 
to  her  mind's  eye,  being  large  and  fashioned  something  after 
the  new  house  across  the  Common,  which  had  a  bay  win- 
dow at  the  side,  and  a  kind  of  cupola  on  the  roof.  It 
would  be  quite  possible  to  spend  a  few  weeks  comfortably 
there,  especially  as  she  would  have  the  Washington  gaye- 
ties  in  prospect  ;  but  in  the  spring,  when,  after  a  winter 
of  dissipation  she  returned  to  the  prairies,  she  shoulc  go 
to  her  own  home,  either  in  Olney  or  Camden ;  the  latter, 
perhaps,  as  Richard   jould  as  well  live  there  as  elsewhere, 
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This  was  Ethelyn's  plan,  but  she  kept  it  to  herself,  and 
changing  the  conversation  from  Richard's  mother  and  he* 
peculiarities,  she  talked  instead  of  the  places  they  were  to 
visit, — Quebec,  and  Montreal,  the  seaside  and  the  moun- 
tains, and  lastly  that  great  Babel  of  fashion,  Saratoga,  foi 
which  place  several  of  her  dresses  had  been  expressly  made, 

Ethetyn  had  planned  this  trip  herself;  and  Richard, 
though  knowing  how  awfully  he  should  be  bored  before  the 
summer  was  over,  had  assented  to  all  that  she  proposed, 
secretly  hoping  the  while  that  the  last  days  of  August 
would  find  him  safe  at  home  in  Olney  among  his  books, 
his  horses,  and  his  farming  pursuits.  He  was  very  tired 
that  night,  and  he  did  not  tarry  longer  than  ten,  though  a 
word  from  Ethelyn  would  have  kept  him  for  hours  at  her 
side,  so  intoxicated  was  he  with  her  beauty,  and  so  quiet 
and  happy  he  felt  with  her ;  but  the  word  was  not  spoken, 
and  he  left  her  standing  on  the  piazza,  where  he  could  see 
the  gleaming  of  her  white  robes  when  he  looked  back,  as 
he  more  than  once  did  ere  reaching  his  uncle's  door. 

The  next  three  days  passed  rapidly,  bringing  at  last  the 
eventful  one  for  which  all  others  were  made,  it  seemed  to 
him,  as  he  looked  out  upon  the  early,  dewy  morning, 
thinking  how  pleasant  it  was  there  in  that  quiet  New 
England  town,  and  trying  to  fight  back  the  I  unwelcome 
headache  which  finally  drove  him  to  his  bed,  from  which 
he  wrote  the  little  note  to  Ethelyn,  who  might  think 
strange  at  his  non-appearance,  when  he  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  go  to  her  immediately  after  breakfast.  He  nevei 
dreamed  of  the  relief  it  was  to  her  not  to  have  him  come, 
as  he  lay  flushed  and  heated  upon  his  pillow,  the  vema 
upon  his  forehead  swelling  with  their  pressure  of  hot 
blood,  and  his  ear  strained  to  iatch  the  first  sound  of  thf 
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geivant's  returning  steps.  Ethelyn  would  eithei  come  hei^ 
self  to  see  him,  or  send  some  cheering  message,  he  was 
sure.  How,  then,  was  he  disappointed  to  find  his  own  note 
returned,  with  the  assurance  that  "  it  did  not  matter,  as  ho 
would  only  be  in  the  way." 

Several  times  he  read  it  over,  trying  to  extract  some 
comfort  from  it,  and  finding  it  at  last  in  the  fact  that 
Ethelyn  had  a  headache  too.  This  was  the  reason  for  her 
seeming  indifference ;  and  in  wishing  himself  able  to  go 
to  her,  Richard  forgot  in  part  his  own  pain,  and  fell  into  a 
quiet  sleep,  which  did  him  untold  good.  It  was  three 
o'clock  when  at  last  he  rose,  knowing  pretty  well  all  that 
had  been  doing  during  the  hours  of  his  seclusion  in  the 
darkened  room.  The  "  Van  Buren  set "  he  knew  had  come, 
and  he  overheard  Mrs.  Markham's  Esther  saying  to  Aunt 
Barbara's  Betty,  when  she  came  for  the  silver  cake-basket, 
that  "Mr.  Frank  seemed  in  mighty  fine  spirits,  considering 
all  the  flirtations  he  used  to  have  with  Miss  Ethelyn." 

This  was  the  first  intimation  Richard  had  received  of  a 
flirtation,  and  even  now  it  did  not  strike  him  unpleasantly. 
Frank  and  Ethelyn  were  cousins,  he  reflected,  and  as 
such  had  undoubtedly  been  very  familiar  with  each  other. 
[t  was  natural,  and  nothing  for  which  he  need  care ;  and 
he  deliberately  began  to  make  his  wedding  toilet,  think- 
ing, when  it  was  completed,  that  he  was  looking  un 
usually  well  in  the  entire  new  suit  which  his  cousin, 
Mrs,  Woodhull,  had  insisted  upon  his  getting  in  New  York, 
when  on  his  way  home  in  April  he  had  gone  that  way,  and 
told  her  of  his  approaching  marriage.  It  was  a  splendid 
suit,  made  after  the  most  approved  style,  and  costing  a  sum 
which  he  had  kept  secret  from  his  mother,  who,  neverthe- 

.ess,  guessed  somewhere  near  the  truth,  and  thought  the 
3* 
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Olney  tailor  would  have  suited  him  quite  as  well  it  a  quartcj 
the  price,  or  even  Mrs.  Jones,  who,  having  been  a  tailoresi 
when  a  young  girl  in  Vermont,  still  kept  up  her  profession 
to  a  limited  extent,  retaining  her  "press-board"  and 
"  goose,"  and  the  mammoth  shears  which  had  cut  Rich« 
ard's  linen  coat  after  a  Chicago  pattern  of  not  the  most 
recent  date.  Richard  thought  very  little  about  his  per- 
sonal appearance,  but  he  felt  a  glow  of  satisfaction  now 
as  he  contemplated  himself  in  the  glass,  and  felt  only  that 
Ethelyn  would  be  pleased  to  see  him  thus. 

And  Ethelyn  was  pleased.  She  had  half  expected  the 
old  coat  of  she  did  not  know  how  many  years'  make,  and 
there  was  a  fierce  pang  of  shame  in  her  heart  as  she  imag- 
ined Frank's  cool  criticisms,  and  saw,  in  fancy,  the  contrast 
between  the  two  men.  So  when  Judge  Markham  alighted 
at  the  gate,  and  from  her  window  she  took  in  at  a  glance 
his  tout  ensemble,  the  revulsion  of  feeling  was  so  great  that 
the  glad  tears  sprang  to  her  eyes,  and  a  brighter,  happier 
look  broke  over  her  face  than  had  been  there  for  many 
weeks.  She  was  not  present  when  Frank  was  introduced 
to  him ;  but  when  next  she  met  her  cousin,  he  said  to  her, 
hi  his  usual  off-hand  way,  "  I  say  Ethie,  he  is  pretty  well 
got  up  for  a  Westerner.  But  for  his  eyes  and  teeth  I  should 
never  have  known  him  for  the  chap  who  wore  the  short 
pants  and  stove-pipe  hat  with  the  butternut-colored  crape. 
Who  was  he  in  mourning  for,  anyway  ? " 

It  was  too  bad  to  be  reminded  of  Abigail  Jones,  just  a? 
she  was  beginning  to  feel  more  comfortable  ;  but  Ethelyn 
bore  it  very  well,  and  laughingly  answered,  "For  his  sweet- 
heart, I  dare  say,"  her  cheeks  flushing  very  red  as  Frank 
whispered  slyly,  "  You  are  even,  then,  on  that  score." 

No  man  of  any  delicacy  of  feeling  or  true   refinemen! 
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would  have  made  this  allusion  to  the  past,  with  his  first 
love  within  a  few  hours  of  her  bridal,  and  his  own  betrothed 
standing  near.  But  Frank  had  neither  delicacy  of  feeling 
noi  genuine  refinement*  and  he  even  felt  a  secret  gratifica- 
tion in  seeing  the  blood  mount  to  Ethelyn's  cheeks  as  he 
thus  referred  to  the  past. 


» ♦ » 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE    BRIDAL. 


HERE  was  a  great  dea  of  sincere  and  tender  in- 
terest in  Richard's  manner  when,  in  reply  to  hia 
inquiries  for  Ethelyn's  headache,  Aunt  Barbara 
told  him  of  the  almost  fainting  fit  in  the  morning  and  her 
belief  that  Ethelyn  was  not  as  strong  this  summer  as  she 
used  to  be. 

"  The  mountain  air  will  do  her  good,  I  trust,"  he  said, 
lasting  wistful  glances  up  the  stairs  and  toward  the  door 
of  the  chamber,  where  girlish  voices  were  heard,  Nettie 
Hudson  and  Susie  Granger  chatting  gayly  and  uttering  ex- 
clamations of  delight  as  they  arranged  and  adjusted  Ethe- 
lyn's bridal  robes. 

Once  daring  the  period  of  his  judgeship  Richard  had  at- 
tended a  Urge  and  fashionable  bridal  party ;  but  when,  on 
his  return  to  Olney,  Melinda  Jones  questioned  him  with 
regard  to  the  dresses  of  the  bride  and  the  guests,  he  found 
himself  utterly  unable  to  remember  either  fabric,  fashion, 
or  even  color,  so  little  attention  had  he  given  to  the  subject. 
He  never  noticed  such  things,  he  said,  but  he  believed  some 


60  THE    BRIDAL. 

of  the  dresses  were  made  of  something  flimsy,  for  he  could 
■see  through  them,  and  he  knew  they  were  very  long,  for 
he  had  stepped  on  some  half  dozen.  And  this  was  all  the 
information  the  inquisitive  Melinda  could  obtain.  Dresa 
was  of  little  consequence,  he  thought,  so  it  was  clean  and 
whole. 

This  was  his  theory  ;  but  when,  as  the  twilight  deepened 
on  the  Chicopee  hills,  and  the  lamps  were  lighted  in  Aunt 
Barbara's  parlors,  and  old  Col.  Markham  began  to  wonder 
"  why  the  plague  the  folks  did  not  come,"  as  he  stalked  up 
and  down  the  piazza  in  all  the  pride  and  pomposity  of  one 
who  felt  himself  to  all  intents  and  purposes  the  village  aris- 
tocrat,— and  when  the  mysterious  door  of  Ethie's  room, 
which  had  been  closed  so  long,  was  opened,  and  the  bride- 
groom told  that  he  might  go  in,  he  started  in  surprise  at 
the  beautiful  tableau  presented  to  his  view  as  he  stepped 
across  the  threshold.  As  was  natural,  he  fancied  that 
nevei  before  had  he  seen  three  young  girls  so  perfectly 
beautiful  as  the  three  before  him, — Ethie,  and  Susie,  and 
Nettie. 

As  a  matter  of  course,  he  gave  the  preference  to  Ethelyn, 
who  was  very,  very  lovely  in  her  bridal  robes,  with  the 
orange  wreath  resting  like  a  coronet  upon  her  marble  brow. 
There  were  pearls  upon  her  neck  and  pearls  upon  her  arms, 
the  gift  of  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Bur  en,  who  had  waited  till  the 
very  last,  hoping  the  Judge  would  have  forethought  enough 
to  buy  them  himself.  But  the  Judge  had  not.  He  knew 
something  of  diamonds,  for  they  had  been  Daisy's  favorites ; 
but  pearls  were  novelties  to  him,  and  Ethelyn's  pale  cheeks 
would  have  Durned  crimson  had  she  known  that  he  wai 
thinking  "  how  becoming  those  white  beads  were  to  hei." 

Poor,  ignorant  Richard !    He  would  know  more  by  and  by 


THE    BRIDAL.  61 

of  what  constitutes  a  fashionable  lady's  toilet ;  b  it  now  he 
was  in  blissful  ignorance  of  minutiae,  and  saw  only  the  tout 
ensemble,  which  he  pronounced  perfect.  He  was  half  afraid 
of  her,  though,  she  seemed  so  cold,  so  passive,  so  silent ; 
and  when  in  the  same  breath  Susie  Granger  asked  if  he 
e\  er  saw  any  one  so  lovely  as  Ethelyn,  and  bade  him  kiss 
her  quick,  he  hesitated,  and  finally  kissed  Susie  instead. 
He  might,  perhaps,  have  done  the  same  with  Ethelyn  if  she 
had  not  stepped  backward  to  avoid  it,  her  long  train  sweep- 
ing across  the  hearth  where  that  morning  she  had  knelt  in 
such  utter  desolation,  and  where  now  was  lying  a  bit  of 
blackened  paper,  which  the  housemaid's  broom  had  not 
found  when,  early  in  the  day,  the  room  was  swept  and 
ousted.  So  Ethelyn's  white  satin  brushed  against  the  gos- 
samer thing,  which  floated  upward  for  a  moment,  and  then 
settled  back  upon  the  heavy,  shining  folds.  It  was  Richard 
who  saw  it  first,  and  Richard's  hand  which  brushed  away 
the  skeleton  of  Frank's  letter  from  the  skirts  of  his  bride, 
leaving  a  soiled,  yellowish  stain,  which  Susie  Granger 
loudly  deplored,  while  Ethelyn  only  drew  her  drapery 
around  her,  saying  coldly,  that  "  it  did  not  matter  in  the 
least.     She  would  as  soon  have  it  there  as  not." 

It  was  meet,  she  thought,  that  the  purity  of  her  bridal 
garments  should  be  tarnished ;  for  was  not  her  heart  all 
stained,  and  black,  and  crisp  with  cruel  deception  ?  That 
little  incident,  however,  affected  her  strangely,  bringing 
back  so  vividly  the  scene  on  the  ledge  of  rocks  beneath  tho 
New  England  laurels,  where  Frank  had  sat  beside  her  and 
poured  words  of  boyish  passion  into  her  ear.  There  was 
for  a  moment  a  pitiful  look  of  anguish  in  her  eyes  as  they 
went  out  into  the  summer  night  toward  the  huckleberry 
hills,  where  lay  that  ledge  of  massy  rock,  and  then  came 
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back  to  the  realities  about  her.  Frank  saw  the  look  cf 
pain,  and  it  awoke  in  his  own  breast  an  answeiing  throb  as 
he  wondered  if,  after  all,  Ethie  wonld  not  have  preferred 
that  he  were  standing  by  her  instead  of  the  grave  Judge, 
fitting  on  his  gloves  with  an  awkwardness  which  said  that 
such  articles  were  comparatively  strangers  to  his  .arge  red 
hands. 

It  was  time  now  to  go  down.  The  guests  had  all  ar- 
rived, the  clergyman  was  waiting,  and  Col.  Markhara  had 
grown  very  red  in  the  face  with  his  impatience,  which  his 
irife  tried  in  vain  to  quiet.  If  at  this  last  moment  there 
irose  in  Ethelyn's  bosom  any  wild  impulse  to  break  away 
from  the  dreadful  scene,  and  rush  out  into  the  darkness 
jvhich  lay  so  softly  upon  the  hills,  she  put  it  aside,  with 
me  thought,  "  too  late  now, — forever  too  late  ;"  and  taking 
the  arm  which  Richard  offered  her,  she  went  mechanically 
down  the  btaircase  into  the  large  parlor  where  the  wed- 
ling  guests  were  assembled.  Surely,  she  did  not  know 
*rhat  she  was  doing,  or  realize  the  solemn  words,  "  I  charge 
4nd  require  you  both,  as  ye  shall  answer  at  the  great  day, 
when  the  secrets  of  all  hearts  shall  be  disclosed,  that  if 
either  of  you  know  any  impediment  why  ye  may  not  be 
lawfully  joined  together  in  matrimony,  ye  do  now  confess 
it,  for  be  ye  well  assured,"  and  so  forth.  She  did  not  even 
hear  them  ;  for  the  numb,  dead  feeling  which  crept  over 
her,  chilling  her  blood,  and  making  the  hand  which  Richard 
took  in  his  while  he  fitted  the  wedding-ring,  so  cold  and 
clammy  to  the  touch,  that  Richard  felt  tempted  to  hold 
and  chafe  it  in  his  own  warm  broad  palms;  but  that  waa 
not  in  accordance  with  the  ceremony,  and  so  he  let  it  fall 
wondering  that  Ethelyn  could  be  so  cold  when  the  sweat 
was  standing  in  great  drops  upon  his  own  face  and  moisten 
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mg  his  wavy  hair,  which  clustered  in  thick  curls  around  hi? 
brow,  making  him  look  so  handsome,  as  more  than  on& 
maiden  thought,  envying  Ethelyn  her  good  fortune,  and 
marvelling  at  the  pallor  of  her  lips  and  the  rigidity  of  hel 
form. 

The  ceremony  was  ended,  and  Ethelyn  Grant  was  Mrs. 
Richard  Markham ;  but  the  new  name  brought  no  blushes  to 
her  cheek,  nor  yet  the  kiss  her  husband  gave  her,  nor  the 
congratulations  of  the  guests,  nor  Aunt  Barbara's  tear,  which 
dropped  upon  the  forehead  of  her  darling  as  the  good 
woman  bent  over  her  and  thought  how  she  had  lost  h§er  ; 
but  when  Frank  Van  Buren  stooped  down  to  touch  her 
lips  the  sluggish  blood  quickened  and  a  thrill  went  through 
md  through  her  veins,  sending  the  bright  color  to  her 
sheeks,  which  burned  as  with  a  hectic  flush.  Frank  saw  the 
power  he  held,  but  to  his  credit  he  did  not  then  exult :  he  only 
relt  that  it  was  finished,  that  Ethie  was  gone  past  his  recall ; 
and  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  experienced  a  genuine 
pang  of  desolation,  such  as  he  had  never  felt  before,  and  he 
fought  hard  to  master  his  emotions  w7hile  he  watched  the 
bride  receiving  the  bridal  guests.  Another  than  Frank 
was  watching  her  too, — Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren, — who  at  one 
time  feared  lest  Ethelyn  should  faint,  and  who,  as  soon  as 
an  opportunity  offered,  whispered  to  her  niece,  "Do,  Ethie, 
put  some  animation  in  your  manner,  or  people  will  think 
you  an  unwilling  bride." 

For  a  moment  a  gleam  of  anger  flashed  from  the  eyes 
which  looked  unflinchingly  into  Mrs.  Van  Buren's,  and  the 
pale  lips  quivered  with  passion.  But  Ethelyn  had  too 
much  pride  to  admit  of  her  letting  the  people  know  what 
she  was  suffering,  and  so  with  a  great  effort  she  rallied,  and 
twioe  ere  the  evening  was  at  a  close  her  merry  laugh  was 
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heard  even  above  Susie  Granger's,  as  a  knot  of  her  gay 
companions  gathered  round  her  with  their  merry  jokes  and 
gay  repartees. 

Susie  Granger  was  in  her  happiest  mood,  and  her  lively 
spirits  seemed  to  pervade  the  whole  party.  Now  that  he 
knew  her  better,  Richard  was  more  at  ease  with  her,  and 
returned  her  playful  sallies  until  even  Ethelyn  wondered  to 
see  him  so  funny.  He  never  forgot  her,  however,  as  was 
evinced  by  the  loving  glances  he  bent  upon  her,  and 
by  his  hovering  constantly  at  her  side,  as  if  afraid  to  lose 
her. 

Once,  when  they  were  standing  together  and  Frank  was 
near  to  them,  Richard  laid  his  hand  upon  Ethelyn's  shoulder, 
which  the  cut  of  the  wedding-dress  left  bare.  It  was  a 
very  beautiful  neck,  white,  and  plump,  and  soft,  and 
Richard's  hand  pressed  somewhat  heavily  ;  but  with  a 
shiver  Ethelyn  drew  herself  away,  and  Frank,  who  was 
watching  her,  fancied  that  her  face  grew  paler  and  her  lips 
more  compressed.  Perhaps  it  was  a  feeling  of  pity,  and 
perhaps  it  was  a  mean  desire  to  test  his  own  influence  over 
her,  which  prompted  him  carelessly  to  take  her  hand  to 
inspect  the  wedding-ring.  It  was  only  her  hand,  but  as 
Frank  held  it  in  his  own,  he  felt  it  growing  warm  and 
flushed,  while  the  color  deepened  on  Ethelyn's  cheeks,  and 
then  died  suddenly  away  at  Frank's  characteristic  remark, 
Bpoken  for  her  ear  alone,  "  You  feel  like  thunder,  Ethie, 
and  so  do  I." 

The  speech  did  Ethie  good.  No  matter  how  she  felt, 
it  was  not  Frank's  place  to  speak  to  her  thus.  She  was 
now  a  wife,  and  she  meant  to  be  true  to  her  marriage  vow, 
both  in  look  and  deed ;  so,  with  an  impatient  gesture,  she 
flung  aside  Frank's  hand,  repelling  him  fiercely  with  the 
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reply,  "  You  are  mistaken,  sir, — at  least  so  far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned." 

After  that  she  stayed  more  with  Richard,  and  once,  of 
her  own  accord,  put  her  arm  in  his,  and  stood  half  leaning 
against  him  with  both  hands  clasped  together,  while  he 
held  the  bouquet  which  Mrs.  Senator  Woodhull  had  sent 
by  express  to  New  York.  It  is  true  that  Richard  smelled 
and  breathed  upon  the  flowers  oftener  than  was  desirable ; 
and  once  Ethelyn  saw  him  extracting  leaves  from  the 
choicest  blossoms ;  but  on  the  whole  he  did  very  well,  con- 
sidering that  it  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  held  a  lady's 
bouquet  in  such  an  expensive  holder. 

As  Ethelyn  had  predicted,  the  evening  was  hot  and 
sultry ;  but  the  bugs,  and  beetles,  and  millers  she  had 
dreaded  did  not  come  in  to  annoy  her ;  and  when,  as  the 
clock  struck  twelve,  the  company  dispersed,  they  were 
sincere  in  their  assertions  of  having  passed  a  delightful 
evening ;  and  many  were  the  good  wishes  expressed  for 
Mrs.  Judge  Markham's  happiness,  as  the  guests  took  their 
way  to  their  respective  homes. 

An  hour  later  and  the  lights  had  disappeared  from  Misa 
Barbara  Bigelow's  windows,  and  the  summer  stars  looked 
calmly  down  up^F  tb«  quiet  ho*i?e  fI*©***  thai  strange  bridal 
had  been. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE     HONEYMOON 

ROM  Mrs.  Senator  Woodhull's  elegant  house, 
where  Mrs.  Judge  Markham  had  been  petted, 
and  flattered,  and  caressed,  and  Mr.  Judge  Mark- 
ham  had  been  adroitly  tutored  and  trained,  the  newly 
wedded  pair  went  on  to  Quebec  and  Montreal,  and  thence 
to  the  White  Mountains,  where  Ethelyn's  handsome  trav- 
elling dress  was  ruined,  and  Richard's  linen  coat,  so  ob- 
noxious to  his  bride,  was  torn  past  repair,  and  laid  away  in 
one  of  Ethelyn's  trunks,  with  the  remark  that  "Mother 
could  mend  it  for  Andy,  who  always  took  his  brother's 
cast-off  clothes."  The  hair  trunk  had  been  left  in  Chico- 
pee,  and  so  Ethelyn  had  not  that  to  vex  her. 

Noticed  everywhere,  and  admired  by  all  whom  she  met, 
the  first  part  of  her  wedding -trip  was  not  so  irksome  as  she 
had  feared  it  might  be.  Wholly  infatuated  with  his  young 
bride,  Richard  was  all  attention,  and  Ethelyn  had  only  to 
express  a  wish  to  have  it  gratified,  so  that  casual  lookers- 
on  would  have  pronounced  her  supremely  happy.  And 
Ethelyn's  heart  did  not  ache  one-half  so  hard  as  on  that 
terrible  day  of  her  bridal.  In  the  railway-car,  on  the 
crowded  steamboat,  or  at  the  large  hotels,  where  all 
were  entire  strangers,  she  forgot  to  watch  and  criticise 
her  husband;  and  if  any  dereliction  from  etiquette  did 
Dccur,  he  yielded  so  readily  to  her  suggestion  that  to 
polish  him  seemed  an  easy  task.  The  habits  of  years, 
however,  are  not  so  easily  broken  ;  and  by  the  time  Sara 
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toga  was  reached  Richard's  patience  began  to  give  way 
beneath  Ethelyn's  multifarious  exactions,  and  the  ennui 
consequent  upon  his  travelling  about  so  long.  Still  he  did 
^letty  well  for  him,  growing  very  red  in  the  face  with  his 
efforts  to  draw  on  gloves  a  size  too  small,  and  feeling  ex- 
cessively hot  and  uncomfortable  in  his  coat,  which  he  wore 
even  in  the  retirement  of  his  own  room,  where  he  desired 
so  much  to  indulge  in  the  cool  luxury  of  shirt  sleeves, — a 
suggestion  which  Ethelyn  heard  with  horror,  openly  ex- 
claiming against  the  glaring  vulgarity,  and  asking,  a  little 
contemptuously,  if  that  were  the  way  he  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  do  at  home. 

"  Why,  yes,"  he  answered.  "  Out  on  the  prairies  we  go 
in  for  comfort,  and  don't  mind  so  small  a  matter  as  shirt 
Fleeves  on  a  sweltering  August  day." 

"  Please  do  not  use  such  expressions  as  sweltering  and  gc 
m, — they  do  not  sound  well,"  Ethelyn  rejoined.  "And 
qow  I  think  of  it,  I  wish  you  would  talk  more  to  the  ladies 
b  the  parlor.  You  hardly  spoke  to  Mrs.  Cameron  last 
evening,  and  she  directed  most  of  her  conversation  to  you, 
too.  I  was  afraid  she  would  either  think  that  you  were 
/ude,  or  else  that  you  did  not  know  what  to  say." 

"  She  hit  it  right,  if  she  came  to  the  latter  conclusion," 
Richard  said,  good-humoredly ;  "  for  the  fact  is,  I  donH 
know  what  to  say  to  such  women  as  she.  I  am  not  a 
ladies'  man,  and  it's  no  use  trying  to  make  me  over.  You 
can't  teach  old  dogs  new  tricks." 

Ethie  fairly  groaned  as  she  clasped  her  bracelets  upon  her 
arms  and  shook  down  the  folds  of  her  blue  silk ;  then  aftei 
a  moment  she  continued,  "You  can  talk  to  ire,  and  why 
oot  to  others  f " 

"You  are  my  wife,  Ethie,  and  I  love  you,  which  makei 
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a  heap  of  difference,1'  Richard  said,  and  winding  his  arm 
around  Ethie's  waist  he  drew  her  face  toward  his  own  and 
kissed  it  affectionately. 

They  had  been  three  days  at  Saratoga  when  this  little 
scene  occurred,  and  their  room  was  one  of  those  miserable 
little  apartments  in  the  Ainsworth  block  which  look  out 
upon  nothing  but  a  patch  of  weeds  and  the  rear  of  a  church. 
Ethelyn  did  not  like  it  at  all,  and  liked  it  the  less  because 
she  felt  that  to  some  extent  her  husband  was  to  blame. 
He  ought  to  have  written  and  engaged  rooms  beforehand, — 
Aunt  Van  Buren  always  did,  and  Mrs.  Col.  Tophevie,  and 
everybody  who  understood  the  ins  and  outs  of  fashionable 
life.  But  Richard  did  not  understand  them.  He  believed 
in  taking  what  was  offered  to  him  without  making  a  fuss, 
he  said.  He  had  never  been  to  Saratoga  before,  and  he 
secretly  hoped  he  should  never  come  again,  for  he  did  not 
enjoy  the  close,  hot  room  any  better  tban  Ethelyn  did,  but 
he  accepted  it  with  a  better  grace,  saying,  when  be  first 
entered  it,  that  "  he  could  put  up  with  most  anything, 
though  to  be  sure  it  was  hotter  than  an  oven  " 

His  mode  of  expressing  himself  had  never  suited  Ethelyn 
Particular,  and  even  elegant  in  her  choice  of  language,  it 
grated  upon  her  sensitive  ear,  and  forgetting  that  she  had 
all  her  life  heard  similar  expressions  in  Chicopee,  she 
charged  it  to  the  West,  and  Iowa  was  blamed  for  the  faults 
of  her  son  more  than  she  deserved.  At  Saratoga,  where 
they  met  many  of  her  acquaintances,  all  of  whom  were 
anxious  to  see  the  fastidious  Ethelyn's  husband,  it  seemed 
to  her  that  he  was  more  remiss  than  ever  in  those  little 
things  which  make  up  the  finished  gentleman,  while  his 
peculiar  expressions  sometimes  made  every  nerve  quiver 
with  pain.     The  consequence  of  this  was  that  Ethelyn  be» 
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came  a  very  little  cross,  as  Richard  thought,  though  she 
bad  never  so  openly  attacked  him  as  on  that  day,  the  third 
after  their  arrival,  when  to  her  horror  he  took  off  his  coat, 
preparatory  to  a  little  comfort,  while  she  was  dressing  for 
dinner.  At  Ethelyn's  request,  however,  he  put  it  on  again, 
saying  as  he  did  so,  that  he  was  "  sweating  like  a  butcher," 
which  remark  called  out  his  wife's  contemptuous  inquiries 
concerning  his  habits  at  home.  Richard  was  still  too  much 
in  love  with  his  young  wife  to  feel  very  greatly  irritated. 
In  word  and  deed  she  had  done  her  duty  toward  him  thus 
far,  and  he  had  nothing  to  complain  of.  It  is  true  she  was 
very  quiet  and  passive,  and  undemonstrative,  never  giving 
him  back  any  caress,  as  he  had  seen  wives  do.  But  then 
he  was  not  very  demonstrative  himself,  and  so  he  excused 
it  the  more  readily  in  her,  and  loved  her  all  the  same.  It 
amused  him  that  a  girl  of  eighteen  should  presume  to  criti 
cise  him,  a  man  of  thirty-two,  a  Judge,  and  a  Member  of 
Congress,  to  whom  the  Olney  people  paid  such  deference, 
and  he  bore  with  her  at  first  just  as  a  mother  would  bear 
with  the  little  child  which  assumed  a  superiority  over 
her. 

This  afternoon,  ho\*  aver,  when  she  said  so  much  to  him, 
he  was  conscious  of  a  little  irritation.  But  he  put  the  feel 
ing  down,  and  gayly  kissed  his  six  weeks'  bride,  who, 
touched  with  his  forbearance,  kissed  him  back  again,  and 
suffered  him  to  hold  her  cool  face  a  moment  between  his 
hot,  moist  hands,  while  he  bent  over  her. 

She  did  respect  him ;  nor  was  she  unconscious  of  the 
position  which,  as  his  wife,  she  held.  It  was  very  pleasant 
to  hear  people  say  of  her  when  she  passed  by, 

"  That  is  Mrs.  Judge  Markham,  of  Iowa, — her  husband  U 
Member  of  Congress." 
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Very  pleasant,  too,  to  meet  with  his  friends,  other  M.C.'s, 
who  paid  her  deference  on  his  account.  Had  they  stayed 
away  from  Saratoga  all  might  have  been  well;  but  they 
were  there,  aud  so  was  all  of  Ethelyn's  world, — the  Tophe- 
vies,  the  Hales,  the  Hungerfords,  and  Van  Burens,  with 
Nettie  Hudson,  opening  her  great  blue  eyes  at  Richard's 
mistake,  and  asking  Frank  in  Ethelyn's  hearing,  "  if  Judge 
Markham's  manners  were  not  a  little  outre" 

They  certainly  were  outre,  there  was  no  denying  it,  and 
Ethelyn's  blood  tingled  to  her  finger-tips  as  she  wondered 
if  it  would  always  be  so.  It  is  a  pitiable  thing  for  a  wife 
to  blush  for  her  husband,  to  watch  constantly  lest  he  depart 
from  the  little  points  of  etiquette  which  women  catch  in- 
tuitively, but  which  some  of  our  most  learned  men  fail  to 
acquire  in  a  lifetime.  And  here  they  greatly  err,  for  no 
man,  however  well  versed  he  may  be  in  science  and  litera- 
ture, is  well  educated,  or  well  balanced,  or  excusable,  if  he 
neglects  the  little  things  which  good  breeding  and  common 
politeness  require  of  him,  and  Richard  was  somewhat  to  be 
blamed.  It  did  not  follow,  because  his  faults  had  never 
been  pointed  out  to  him,  that  they  did  not  exist,  or  that 
others  did  not  observe  them  besides  his  wife.  Ethelyn,  it 
is  true,  was  more  deeply  interested  than  any  one  else,  and 
felt  his  mistakes  more  keenly,  while  at  the  same  time  she 
was  over-fastidious,  and  had  not  the  happiest  faculty  for 
correcting  him.  She  did  not  love  him  well  enough  to  be 
careful  of  wounding  him ;  but  the  patience  and  good-humoi 
with  which  he  received  her  reprimand  that  hot  August 
afternoon,  when  the  thermometer  was  one  hundred  in  the 
shade,  and  any  man  would  have  been  excusable  for  retort- 
ing upon  the  wife  who  lectured  him,  awoke  a  throb  of 
something  nearer  akin  to  love  than  anything  she  had  ftsit 
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lince  the  night  when  she  stood  upon  the  sandy  beach,  and 
heard  the  story  of  Daisy. 

Richard  was  going  to  do  Letter.  He  would  wear  hia 
coat  all  the  time,  both  day  and  night,  if  Ethelyn  said  so. 
lie  would  not  lean  his  elbow  on  the  table  while  waiting 
for  dessert,  as  he  had  more  than  once  been  guilty  of  doing ; 
he  would  not  help  himself  to  a  dish  before  passing  it  to 
the  ladies  near  him  ;  he  would  talk  to  Mrs.  Cameron  in  the 
evening,  and  would  try  and  not  be  so  absorbed  in  his  own 
thoughts  as  to  pay  no  attention  when  Mrs.  Tophevie  waa 
addressing  herself  directly  to  him  ;  he  would  laugh  in  the 
right  place,  and,  when  spoken  to,  would  answer  in  some- 
thing besides  monosyllables.  In  short,  he  promised  a 
complete  reformation,  even  saying  that  if  Ethelyn  would 
select  some  person  who  was  au  fait  in  those  matters  in 
which  he  was  so  remiss,  he  would  watch  and  copy 
that  man  to  the  letter.  Would  she  name  some  one  \ 
<ind  Ethelyn  named  her  cousin  Frank,  while  Richard  felt 
a  flnsh  of  resentment  that  he  should  be  required  to  imitate 
a  person  whom  in  his  secret  heart  he  despised  as  dandyish, 
and  wreak,  and  silly,  and  "  namby-pamby,"  as  he  would 
probably  have  expressed  it  if  he  had  not  forsworn  slang 
phrases  of  every  kind.  But  Richard  had  pledged  his 
word,  and  meant  to  keep  it ;  and  so  it  was  to  all  appear- 
ance a  very  happy  and  loving  couple  which,  when  the 
dinner-gong  sounded,  walked  into  the  dining-room  with  Mrs. 
Dr.  Van  Buren's  set,  Ethelyn's  handsome  blue  silk  sweep- 
ing far  behind  her,  and  her  white  bare  arm  just  touching 
the  coat-sleeve  of  her  husband,  who  was  not  insensible  tc 
the  impression  made  by  the  beautiful  woman  at  his  side. 

There  were  no  lectures  that  night,  for  Richard  had  done 
his  best,  talking  at  least  twenty  minutes  with  both  Mrs, 
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Cameron  and  Mrs.  Col.  Tophevie,  both  ol  whom  he  found 
more  agreeable  than  he  had  supposed.  Then  he  had  held 
Ethelyn's  white  cloak  upon  his  arm,  and  stood  patiently 
against  the  wall,  while  up  at  the  United  States  she  danced 
set  after  set — first,  the  Lancers,  with  young  Lieut.  Grey, 
then  a  polka  with  John  Tophevie,  and  lastly  a  waltz  with 
Frank  Van  Buren,  who  whirled  his  fair  partner  about  the 
room  with  a  velocity  which  made  Richard  dizzy  and  awoke 
sundry  thoughts  not  wholly  complimentary  to  that  doubt- 
ful dance,  the  waltz.  Richard  did  not  dance  himself,  at 
least  not  latterly.  In  his  younger  days,  when  he  and  Abi- 
gail Jones  attended  the  quilting  frolics  together  and  the 
"paring  bees,"  he  had,  with  other  young  men,  tried  his 
skill  at  "  Scotch  Reels,"  "  French  Fours,"  "  The  Cheat,"  and 
the  "  Twin  Sisters,"  with  occasionally  a  Cotillon,  but  he  was 
not  accomplished  in  the  art.  Even  the  Olney  girls  called 
him  awkward,  preferring  almost  any  one  else  for  a  partner, 
and  so  he  abandoned  the  floor,  and  cultivated  his  head 
rather  than  his  heels.  He  liked  to  see  dancing,  and  at 
first  it  was  very  pleasant  watching  Ethelyn's  lithe  figure 
gliding  gracefully  through  the  intricate  movements  of  the 
Lancers  ;  but  when  it  came  to  the  waltz,  he  was  not  so  sure 
about  it,  and  he  wondered  if  it  were  necessary  for  Frank 
Van  Buren  to  clasp  her  so  tightly  about  the  waist  as  he 
did,  or  for  her  to  lean  so  languidly  upon  his  shoulder. 

Richard  was  not  naturally  jealous, — certainly  not  of  Frank 
Van  Buren  ;  but  he  would  rather  his  wife  should  not  waltz 
v,  ith  him  or  any  other  man,  and  so  he  said  to  her,  asking  this 
concession  on  her  part  in  return  for  all  he  had  promised  to 
attempt;  and  to  Ethelyn's  credit  we  record  that  she  yielded 
to  her  husband's  wishes,  and,  greatly  to  Frank's  surprise, 
declined  the  waltz  which  he  proposed  the  following  evea- 
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ing.  But  she  made  amends  in  other  dances,  Lnd  kept  pool 
Richa.  d  waiting  for  her  night  after  night,  until  he  once  fell 
asleep  and  dreamed  of  the  log  cabin  on  the  prairie,  where 
he  had  danced  a  quadrille  with  Abigail  Jones  to  the  tune 
of  Money  mask,  as  played  by  the  Plympton  brothers. 

A  tap  of  Mrs.  Tophevie's  fan  brought  him  back  to  con- 
sciousness, and  he  was  almost  guilty  of  a  sigh  as  the  log 
cabin  faded  from  his  vision,  with  the  Plymptons  and  Abi- 
gail Jones,  leaving  instead  that  heated  ball-room,  with  its 
trained  orchestra,  its  bevy  of  fair  young  girls,  its  score  of 
white-kidded  dandies,  with  wasp-like  waists  and  perfumed 
locks,  and  Ethie  smiling  in  their  midst. 

Saratoga  did  not  agree  with  Richard.  He  grew  sick 
first  of  the  water ;  then  of  the  fare  ;  then  of  the  daily 
routine  of  fashionable  follies ;  then  of  the  people  ;  and  then, 
oh  !  so  sick  of  the  petty  lectures  which  Ethelyn  gradually 
resumed  as  he  failed  in  his  attempts  to  imitate  Frank  Van 
Buren  and  appear  perfectly  at  ease  in  everybody's  presence. 
Saratoga  was  a  "  confounded  bore,"  he  said,  and  though  he 
called  himself  a  brute,  and  a  savage,  and  a  heathen,  he  was 
very  glad  when,  toward,  the  last  of  August,  Ethelyn  became 
so  seriously  indisposed  as  to  make  a  longer  stay  in  Sara- 
toga impossible.  Newport  of  course  was  given  up,  and 
Ethelyn's  desire  was  to  go  back  to  Chicopee  and  lie  down 
again  in  the  dear  old  room  which  had  been  hers  from  child- 
hood. Aunt  Barbara's  toast,  Aunt  Barbara's  tea,  and  Aunt 
Barbara's  nursing,  would  soon  bring  her  all  right  again,  she 
said ;  but  in  this  she  was  mistaken,  for  although  the  toast 
and  the  tea,  and  the  nursing  each  came  in  its  turn,  the  Sep- 
tember flowers  had  faded,  and  the  trees  on  the  Chicopee 
hills  were  beginning  to  flaunt  their  bright  October  robes 
ere  she  recovered  from  the  low,  nervous  fr-ver,  induced  by 
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the  mental  and  bodily  excitement  through  which  she  had 
passed  during  the  last  three  or  four  months. 

Although  he  knew  it  was  necessary  that  he  should  be  at 
home  if  he  would  transact  any  business  before  the  opening 
of  his  next  session  in  Washington,  Richard  put  aside  all 
thoughts  of  self,  and  nursed  his  wife  with  a  devotednesa 
which  awakened  her  liveliest  gratitude. 

Richard  was  not  awkward  in  the  sick-room.  It  seemed 
to  be  his  special  province ;  and  as  he  had  once  nursed  and 
cared  for  Daisy  and  the  baby  brother  who  died,  so  he  now 
cared  for  Ethelyn,  until  she  began  to  miss  him  when  he  left 
her  side,  and  to  listen  for  his  returning  step  when  he  went 
out  for  an  hour  or  so  to  talk  politics  with  his  uncle,  Col. 
Markham.  With  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  and  Frank  and  the 
fashionable  world  all  away,  Richard's  faults  were  not  so 
perceptible,  and  Ethelyn  began  to  look  forward  with  con- 
siderable interest  to  the  time  when  she  should  be  able  to 
start  for  her  Western  home,  about  which  she  had  built 
many  delusive  castles.  Her  piano  had  already  been  sent 
on  in  advance,  she  saying  to  Sude  Granger,  who  came  in 
while  it  was  being  boxed,  that  as  they  were  not  to  keep 
house  until  spring  she  should  not  take  furniture  now.  Pos- 
sibly they  could  find  what  they  needed  in  Chicago ;  ii  not, 
they  could  order  from  Boston. 

Richard,  who  overheard  this  remark,  wondered  what  it 
meant,  for  he  had  not  the  most  remote  idea  of  separating 
himself  from  his  mother.  She  was  very  essential  to  his 
happiness,  and  he  was  hardly  willing  to  confess  to  himself 
how  much  he  had  missed  her.  She  had  a  way  of  petting 
him  and  deferring  to  his  judgment,  and  making  him  feel  that 
Richard  Markham  was  a  very  nice  kind  of  man,  far  differ- 
ent from  Ethelvn's  criticisms,  which  had  somethies  led  him 
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seriously  to  inquire  whether  he  were  a  fool  or  not.  He 
could  not  live  apart  from  his  mother, — he  was  firm  up- 
on that  point;  but  there  was  time  enough  to  say  ac 
■when  the  subject  should  be  broached  to  him.  So  he  went 
on  nailing  down  the  cover  to  the  piano-box,  and  thinking 
as  he  nailed  what  a  nice  kitchen  cupboard  the  box  would 
make  when  once  it  was  safely  landed  at  his  home  in  the 
prairie,  and  wondering,  too,  how  his  mother, — who  was  not 
very  fond  of  music, — would  bear  the  sound  of  a  piano,  and 
if  Ethie  would  be  willing  for  Melinda  Jones  to  practise  up- 
on it.  He  knew  Melinda  had  taken  lessons  at  Camden, 
where  she  had  been  to  school,  and  he  had  heard  her  ex 
press  a  wish  that  she  had  an  instrument,  as  she  should  soon 
forget  all  she  had  learned.  Somehow  Melinda  was  a  good 
deal  in  Richard's  mind,  and  when  a  button  was  missing 
from  his  shirts,  or  his  toes  came  through  his  socks, — as 
was  often  the  case  at  Saratoga, — he  found  himself  thinking 
of  the  way  Melinda  had  of  helping  "  fix  his  things " 
when  he  was  going  from  home,  and  of  hearing  his  mothei 
say  what  a  handy  girl  she  was,  and  what  a  thrifty,  careful 
wife  she  would  make.  He  meant  nothing  derogatory  to 
Ethelyn  in  these  reminiscences;  he  would  not  have  ex- 
changed her  for  a  thousand  Melindas,  even  if  he  had  to  pin 
his  shirt-bosoms  together  and  go  barefoot  all  his  life.  But 
Melinda  kept  recurring  to  his  mind  much  as  if  she  had 
been  his  sister,  and  he  thought  it  would  be  but  a  simple 
act  of  gratitude  for  all  she  had  done  for  him  to  give  her  the 
use  of  the  piano  for  at  least  one  hour  each  day. 

In  blissful  ignorance  of  all  that  was  meditated  against" 
her,  Ethelyn  saw  her  piano  taken  away  from  the  sitting- 
room,  where  it  would  never  stand  again,  and  saw  the  teara 
which  rolled  down  Aunt  Barbara  s  cheeks  as  she  too  watched 
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its  going,  and  tried  to  fill  up  the  vacancy  it  left  by  moving 
a  chair  and  a  table  and  a  footstool  into  the  gap.  Those 
were  hard  days  for  Aunt  Barbara,  harder  than  for  Ethelyn, 
who  liked  the  excitement  of  travelling,  and  was  almost 
glad  when  the  morning  came  on  which  she  was  to  say  good- 
by  to  the  home  which  was  hers  no  longer.  Her  two  huge 
trunks  stood  in  the  hall,  together  with  the  square  hail 
trunk  which  held  Richard's  wardrobe,  and  the  three  tin 
cans  of  peaches  Mrs.  Markham  was  sending  to  her  sister- 
in-law,  with  the  injunction  to  be  sure  and  get  that  partic- 
ular patent  for  cans  if  she  wished  her  fruit  to  keep.  In 
addition  to  these,  an  immense  box  had  been  forwarded  by 
express,  containing  many  little  ornaments  and  pictures  and 
brackets,  which,  during  the  winter,  might  perhaps  adorn 
the  walls  of  the  parlor  where  Daisy's  picture  hung,  and 
where,  Richard  had  said,  was  also  an  oil-painting  of  Ni- 
agara, omitting  to  add  that  it  was  the  handiwork  of  Me- 
linda  Jones,  that  young  lady  having  dabbled  in  paints  as 
well  as  music  during  her  two  terms  schooling  at  Camden. 
Tucked  away  in  various  parts  of  the  box  were  also  sundry 
presents,  which,  at  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren's  suggestion,  Eth- 
elyn  had  bought  for  her  husband's  family.  For  James,  who, 
she  had  heard  Richard  say,  was  an  inveterate  smoker,  there 
was  a  handsome  velvet  smoking-cap,  which,  having  been 
bought  at  Saratoga,  had  cost  an  enormous  sum ;  for  John, 
an  expensive  pair  of  elaborately-wrought  slippers  had  been 
selected;  but  when  it  came  to  Anderson,  as  Ethelyn  persisted 
in  calling  the  brother  whom  Richard  always  spoke  of  as 
Andy,  she  felt  a  little  perplexed  as  to  what  would  be  appro- 
priate, Richard  had  talked  very  little  of  him, — so  little,  ip 
fact,  that  she  knew  nothing  whatever  of  his  tastes,  excep4 
from  the  scrap  of  conversation  she  once  accidentally  ovei 
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hoard  when  the  old  Colonel  was  talking  to  Richard  of  his 
brothers. 

"  Does  Andy  like  busts  as  well  as  ever  ? "  the  captair 
had  asked,  but  Richard's  reply  was  lost  as  Ethelyn  walked 
on. 

Still,  she  had  heard  enough  to  give  her  some  inkling  with 
regard  to  the  mysterious*  Andy.  Probably  he  was  more 
refined  than  either  James  or  John, — at  all  events,  he  wag 
evidently  fond  of  statuary,  and  his  tastes  should  be  grati- 
fied. Accordingly,  Boston  was  ransacked  by  Mrs.  Dr.  Van 
Buren  for  an  exquisite  head  of  Schiller,  done  in  marble,  and 
costing  thirty  dollars.  Richard  did  not  see  it.  The  pres- 
ents  were  a  secret  from  him,  all  except  the  handsome 
point-lace  coiffeur  which  Aunt  Barbara  sent  to  Mrs.  Mark- 
ham,  together  with  a  letter  which  she  sat  up  till  midnight 
to  write,  and  in  which  she  touchingly  commended  her  dar- 
ling to  the  new  mother's  care  and  consideration. 

"You  will  find  my  Ethie  in  some  respects  a  spoiled 
child,"  she  wrote,  "  but  it  is  more  my  fault  than  hers.  I 
have  loved  her  so  much,  and  petted  her  so  much,  that  I 
doubt  if  she  knows  what  a  harsh  word  or  cross  look  means. 
She  has  been  carefully  and  delicately  brought  up,  but  has 
repaid  me  well  for  all  my  pains  by  her  tender  love.  Please, 
dear  Mrs.  Markham,  be  very,  very  kind  to  her,  and  you 
will  greatly  oblige,         Your  most  obedient  servant, 

"Barbara  Bigelow*. 

"  P.S.  I  dare  say  your  ways  out  West  are  not  exactly 
like  our  ways  at  the  East,  and  Ethie  may  not  fall  in  with 
them  at  once,  but  I  am  sure  she  will  do  what  is  right,  as 
she  is  a  sensible  girl.     Again,  yours  with  regret,    B.  B." 

The  writing  this  letter  was  not  the  wisest  thing  Aunt 
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Barbara  could  have  done,  but  she  was  incited  to  it  by  what 
her  sister  Sophie  told  her  of  the  rumors  ccncerning  Mm 
Markham,  and  her  own  fears  lest  Ethelyn  should  not  be  as 
comfortable  with  the  new  mother-in-law  as  was  wholly  de- 
sirable. To  Richard  himself  she  had  said  that  she  presumed 
that  his  mother's  ways  were  not  like  Ethie's — old  people 
were  different  from  young  ones — the  world  had  improved 
since  their  day,  and  instead  of  trying  to  bring  young  folks 
altogether  to  their  modes  of  thinking,  it  was  well  for  both 
to  yield  something.  This  was  the  third  time  Richard  had 
heard  his  mother's  ways  alluded  to ;  first  by  Mrs.  Jones, 
who  called  them  queer;  second,  by  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren, 
who,  for  Ethie's  sake,  had  also  dropped  a  word  of  caution, 
ninting  that  his  mother's  ways  might  possibly  be  a  little 
peculiar ;  and  lastly  by  good  Aunt  Barbara,  who  signalized 
them  as  different  from  Ethelyn's. 

What  did  it  mean,  and  why  had  he  never  discovered 
any  thing  amiss  in  his  mother  ?  He  trusted  that  Mrs.  Jones, 
uid  Mrs.  Dr.  Yan  Buren,  and  Aunt  Barbara  were  mis- 
taken. On  the  whole,  he  knew  they  were ;  and  even  ii 
they  were  not  his  mother  could  not  do  wrong  to  Ethie, 
while  Ethie  would,  of  course,  be  willing  to  conform  to 
iny  request  made  by  a  person  so  much  older  than  herself 
as  his  mother  was.  So  Richard  dismissed  that  subject 
from  his  mind,  and  Ethelyn, — having  never  heard  it  agi- 
tated, except  that  time  when,  with  Mrs.  Jones  on  his  mind, 
Richard  had  thought  it  proper  to  suggest  the  propriety  of 
her  humoriug  his  mother, — felt  no  fears  of  Mrs.  Markhaiu 
Senior,  whom  she  still  associated  in  her  mmd  with  heavy 
black  silk,  gold-bowed  spectacles,  handsome  lace  and 
fleecy  crochet- work. 

The  October  morning  was  clear  and  crisp  and  frosty 
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and  the  sun  had  not  yet  shown  itself  above  the  eastern 
hills,  when  Captain  Markham's  carryall  drove  to  Aunt 
Barbara's  gate,  followed  by  the  long,  democrat-wagou 
which  was  to  take  the  baggage.  Ethelyn's  spoiled  tra- 
velling dress  had  been  replaced  by  a  handsome  poplin, 
which  was  made  in  the  extreme  fashion,  and  fitted  her  ad- 
mirably, as  did  every  portion  of  her  dress,  from  her  jaunty 
hat  and  dotted  lace  veil  to  the  Alexandre  kids  and  fancy 
little  gaiters  which  encased  her  feet  and  hands.  She  was 
prettier  than  on  her  bridal-day,  Richard  thought,  as  he 
kissed  away  the  tears  which  dropped  so  fast  even  after 
the  last  good-by  had  been  said  to  poor  Aunt  Barbara,  who 
watched  the  flutter  of  Ethie's  veil  and  ribbons  as  far  as 
they  could  be  seen,  and  then  in  the  secrecy  of  her  own 
room  knelt  and  prayed  that  God  would  bless  and  keep 
her  darling,  and  make  her  happy  in  the  new  home  to 
which  she  was  going. 

It  was  very  quiet  and  lonely  in  the  Bigelow  house  that 
day,  Aunt  Barbara  walking  softly,  and  speaking  slowly,  as  if 
the  form  of  some  one  dead  had  been  borne  from  her  side ; 
while  on  the  bed  which  the  housemaid  Betty  had  made 
up  so  plump  and  round  there  was  a  cavity  made  by  Aunt 
Barbara's  head,  which  hid  itself  there  many  times  as  the 
good  woman  went  repeatedly  to  God  with  the  pain  gnaw- 
ing so  at  her  heart.  But  in  the  evening,  wheu  a  cheerful 
wood-fire  was  kindled  on  the  hearth  of  her  pleasant  sit- 
ting-room, and  Mrs.  Colonel  Markham  came  in  with  hei 
knitting-work,  to  sit  until  the  Colonel  called  for  her  on  his 
leturn  from  the  meeting  where  he  was  to  oppose  with 
all  his  might  the  building  of  a  new  school-house,  to  pay 
for  which  he  would  be  heavily  taxed,  she  felt  better,  and 
could  talk  composedly  of  the  travellers,  who  by  that  time 
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were    neanng    Rochester,    where    they   would   spend    iht 
night. 

Although  very  anxious  to  reach  home,  Richard  had 
promised  that  Ethelyn  should  only  travel  through  the  day, 
as  she  was  not  as  strong  as  before  her  illness.  And  to  this 
promise  he  adhered,  so  that  it  was  near  the  middle  of  tha 
afternoon  of  the  fifth  day  that  the  last  change  was  made, 
and  they  took  the  train  that  would  in  two  hours'  time  de- 
posit them  at  Olney.  At  Camden,  the  county  seat,  they 
waited  for  a  few  moments.  There  was  always  a  crowd  of 
people  here  going  out  to  different  parts  of  the  country,  and 
as  one  after  another  came  into  the  car  Richard  seemed  to 
know  them  all,  while  the  cordial  and  rather  noisy  greeting 
which  they  gave  "  the  Judge  "  struck  Ethelyn  a  little  oddly, 
— it  was  so  different  from  the  quiet,  undemonstrative  man- 
ners to  which  she  had  been  accustomed.  With  at  least  a 
dozen  men  in  shaggy  overcoats  and  slouched  hats  she  shook 
hands  with  a  tolerably  good  grace,  but  when  there  ap- 
peared a  tall,  lauk,  bearded  young  giant  of  a  fellow,  with  a 
dare-devil  expression  in  his  black  eyes,  and  a  stain  of  to- 
bacco about  his  mouth,  she  drew  back,  and  to  his  hearty 
"  How  are  ye,  Miss  Markham  ?  Considerable  tuckered  out. 
I  reckon  ?  "  she  merely  responded  with  a  cool  bow  and  a 
haughty  stare,  intended  to  put  down  the  young  man,  whom 
Richard  introduced  as  "  Tim  Jones,"  and  who,  taking  the 
scat  directly  in  front  of  her,  poured  forth  a  volley  of  con- 
versation, calling  Richard  sometimes  "Dick,"  sometimes 
"Markham,"  but  oftener  "  Square,"  as  he  had  learned  to  do 
when  Richard  was  Justice  of  the  Peace  in  Olney.  Melinda, 
too,  or  "  Melind,"  was  mentioned  as  having  been  over  to 
the  "  Square's  house  helping  the  old  lady  fix  up  a  little," 
and  then  Ethulyn  knew  that  the  "  savage  "  was  no  othe? 
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than  brother  to  Abigail  Jones  deceased.  The  discover? 
was  not  a  pleasant  one,  and  did  not  tend  to  smooth  hei 
ruffled  spirits  or  lessen  the  feeling  of  contempt  for  Western 
people  in  general,  and  Richard's  friends  in  particular,  which 
had  been  growing  in  her  heart  ever  since  the  Eastern 
world  was  left  behind  and  she  had  been  fairly  launched 
upon  the  great  prairies  of  the  Mississippi  Valley.  Richard 
was  a  prince  compared  with  the  specimens  she  had  seent 
though  she  did  wonder  that  he  should  be  so  familiar  with 
them,  calling  them  by  their  first  names,  and  even  bandying 
jokes  with  the  terrible  Tim  Jones  spitting  his  tobacco-juice 
all  over  the  car  floor  and  laughing  so  loudly  at  all  the 
"  Square  "  said.  It  was  almost  too  dreadful  to  endure,  and 
Ethelyn's  head  was  beginning  to  ache  frightfully  when  the 
long  train  came  to  a  pause,  and  the  conductor,  who  also 
knew  Judge  Markham,  and  called  him  "  Dick,"  screamed 
through  the  open  door  "  O-l-ney  !  " 
Ethelyn  was  at  home  at  last. 


CHAPTER  VI. 
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HEY  were  very  peculiar,  and  no  one  Knew  this 
better  than  Mrs.  Jones  and  her  daugMer  Melinda, 
il  sister  and  mother  to  the  deceased  Abigail  and 
the  redoubtable  Tim.  Naturally  bright  and  quick-witted, 
Melinda  caught  readily  at  any  new  improver*  ent,  and  the 
consequence  was  that  the  Jones  house  bore  »inmistal  ible 
signs  of  having  in  it  a  grown-up  daughter  who**4,  new  i  'eai 
4* 
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of  things  kept  the  old  ideas  from  rusting.  After  Melindi 
came  home  from  boarding-school  the  Joneses  did  not  set 
the  table  in  the  kitchen  close  to  the  hissing  cook-stove,  but 
in  the  pleasant  dining-room,  where  there  gradually  came 
tc  be  crochetted  tidies  on  the  backs  of  the  rocking-chairs, 
hi  d  crayon  sketches  on  the  wall,  and  a  pot  of  geraniums 
m  the  window,  with  a  canary  bird  singing  in  his  cage  near 
by.  At  first,  Mrs.  Markham,  who  felt  a  greater  interest  in 
the  Joneses  than  in  any  other  family,  looked  askance  at 
these  "  new-fangled  notions,"  wondering  how  "  Miss  Jones 
expected  to  keep  the  flies  out  of  her  house  if  she  had  al1 
the  doors  a  flyin'  three  times  a  day,"  and  fearing  lest 
Melinda  was  getting  "  stuck-up  notions  in  her  head,  which 
woaild  make  her  fit  for  nothing." 

JBut  when  she  found  there  were  no  more  flies  in  farmer 
Jones'  kitchen  than  in  her  own,  and  that  Melinda  worked 
as  much  as  ever,  and  was  just  as  willing  to  lend  a  helping 
hand  when  there  was  need  of  haste  at  the  Markham  house, 
her  anxiety  subsided,  and  the  Joneses  were  welcome  to  eat 
wherever  they  chose,  or  even  to  have  to  wait  upon  the 
table,  when  there  was  company,  the  little  black  boy  Pete, 
whom  Tim  had  bought  at  a  slave  auction  in  New  Orleans, 
whithur  he  had  gone  on  a  flat-boat  expedition  two  or  three 
years  before.  But  she  never  thought  of  introducing  any 
of  Melinda's  notions  into  her  own  household.  She  "  could 
not  fuss  "  to  keep  so  many  rooms  clean.  If  in  winter  time 
6he  had  a  fire  in  the  front  room,  where  in  one  corner  her 
own  bed  was  curtained  off,  and  if  in  summer  she  always 
sat  there  when  her  work  was  done,  it  was  all  that  could  be 
required  of  her,  and  was  just  as  they  used  to  do  at  her 
father's,  in  Vermont,  thirty  years  ago.  Her  kitchen  was 
larger  than  Mrs.  Jones',  which  was  rather  uncomfortable  on 
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ft  Lot  day  when  there  was  washing  to  be  doi.e ;  the  odol 
of  the  soap-suds  was  a  little  sickening  then,  she  admitted, 
but  in  her  kitchen  it  was  different ;  she  had  had  an  eye  to 
comfort  when  they  were  building,  and  had  seen  that  the 
kitchen  was  the  largest,  airiest,  lightest  room  in  the  house, 
with  fom  windows,  two  outside  doors,  and  a  fire-place, 
where,  although  they  had  a  stove,  she  dearly  loved  to  cook 
just  as  her  mother  had  done  in  Vermont,  and  where  hung 
an  old-fashioned  crane,  with  iron  hooks  suspended  from  it. 
Here  she  washed,  and  ironed,  and  ate,  and  performed  her 
ablutions  in  the  bright  tin  basin  which  stood  in  the  sink 
near  to  the  pail,  with  the  gourd  swinging  on  the  top,  and 
wiped  her  on  the  rolling  towel  near  by,  and  combed  her 
hair  before  the  clock,  which  served  the  double  purpose  of 
looking-glass  and  time-piece  both.  When  company  came, 
— and  Mrs.  Markham  was  not  inhospitable, — the  east  room, 
where  the  bed  stood,  was  opened  ;  and  if  the  company,  as 
was  sometimes  the  case,  chanced  to  be  Richard's  friends, 
she  used  the  west  room  across  the  hall,  where  the  choco- 
late-colored paper  and  Daisy's  picture  hung,  and  where, 
upon  the  high  mantel,  there  was  a  plaster  image  of  little 
Samuel,  and  two  plaster  vases  filled  with  colored  fruit. 
The  carpet  was  a  very  pretty  Brussels,  but  it  did  not  quite 
cover  the  floor  on  either  side.  It  was  a  small  pattern,  and 
on  this  account  had  been  offered  a  shilling  cheaper  a  yard, 
and  so  the  economical  Mrs.  Markham  had  bought  it,  in- 
tending to  eke  out  the  deficiency  wi  h  drugget  of  a  cor- 
responding shade ;  but  the  merchant  did  not  bring  the 
drugget,  and  the  carpet  was  put  down,  and  time  weut  on, 
and  the  strips  of  painted  board  were  still  uncovered,  save 
by  the  straight  row  of  hair-cloth  chairs,  whbh  stood  upon 
one  side,  and  the  old-fashioned  sofa,  which  had  cost  fiftj 
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dollars,  and  ought  to  last  at  least  as  many  years.  Theis 
was  a  Boston  rocker,  and  a  centre-table,  with  the  family 
bible  on  it,  and  a  volume  of  Scott's  Commentaries,  and 
frosted  candlesticks  on  the  mantel  and  two  sperm  candles 
m  them,  with  colored  paper,  pink  and  green,  all  fancifully 
notched  and  put  around  them,  and  a  bureau  in  the  corner, 
which  held  the  boys'  Sunday  shirts  and  Mrs.  Markham's 
black  silk  dress,  with  Daisy's  clothes  in  the  bottom  drawer, 
and  the  silver  plate  taken  from  her  coffin.  There  was  a 
gilt-framed  looking-glass  on  the  wall,  and  blue  paper  cur- 
tains at  the  windows,  which  were  further  ornamented  with 
muslin  drapery.  This  was  the  great  room, — the  parlor, — 
where  Daisy  had  died,  and  which,  on  that  account,  was  a 
sacred  place  to  those  who  held  the  memory  of  that  sweet 
little  prairie  blossom  as  the  dearest  memory  of  their  lives. 
Had  she  lived,  with  her  naturally  refined  tastes,  and  her 
nicety  of  perceptions,  there  was  no  guessing  what  that 
farm-house  might  have  been,  for  a  young  girl  makes  a  deal 
of  difference  in  any  family.  But  she  died,  and  so  the  house, 
which,  when  she  died,  was  not  quite  finished,  remained 
much  as  it  was, — a  large,  square  building,  minus  blinds, 
with  a  wide  hall  in  the  centre,  opening  in  front  upon  a 
broad  piazza,  and  opening  back  upon  a  stoop,  the  side 
entrance  to  the  kitchen.  There  was  a  picket  fence  in 
front ;  but  the  yard  was  bare  of  ornament,  if  we  except 
the  lilac  bushes  under  the  parlor  windows,  the  red  peony 
in  the  corner,  and  the  clumps  of  violets  and  daisies,  which 
grew  in  what  was  intended  for  borders  to  the  walk,  from 
the  front  gate  to  the  door.  Sometimes  the  summer  showed 
Here  a  growth  of  marigolds,  with  sweet  peas  and  china 
asters,  for  Andy  was  fond  of  flowers,  and  when  he  had 
leisure  he  did  a  little  floral  gardening ;  but  this  year,  owing 
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lo  Richard's  absence,  there  had  been  more  to  dc  m  the 
farm,  consequently  the  ornamental  had  been  neglected,  and 
the  late  autumn  flowers  which,  in  honor  of  Ethelyn's  ar- 
rival, were  standing  in  vases  on  the  centre-table  and  the 
mantei,  were  contributed  by  Melinda  Jones,  who  had  beet? 
vei}  busy  in  other  portions  of  the  house  working  for  the 
bride. 

She  could  do  this  now  without  a  single  pang  of  jealousy 
for  she  was  a  sensible  girl,  and  after  a  night  and  a  day  of 
heaviness,  and  a  vague  sense  of  disappointment,  she  had 
sung  as  merrily  as  ever,  and  no  one  was  more  interested  in 
the  arrival  of  Richard's  bride  than  she,  from  the  time  when 
Richard  started  eastward  for  her.  Between  herself  and  her 
mother  there  had  been  a  long,  confidential  conversation, 
touching  Mrs.  Markhani's  ways  and  the  best  means  of  cir 
cumventing  them,  so  that  the  new  wife  might  not  be  utterly 
crushed  with  home-sickness  and  surprise  when  she  first 
arrived.  No  one  could  manage  Mrs.  Markham  as  well  as 
Melinda,  and  it  was  owing  to  her  influence  that  the  large> 
pleasant  chamber,  which  had  been  Richard's  ever  since  he 
became  a  growing  man,  was  renovated  and  improved  until 
it  presented  a  very  inviting  appearance.  Tne  rag  carpet 
which  for  years  had  done  duty,  and  bore  many  traces  of 
Richard's  muddy  boots,  had  been  exchanged  for  a  new  in- 
grain,— not  very  pretty  in  design,  or  very  stylish  either,  but 
possessing  the  merit  of  being  fresh  and  clean.  To  get  the 
carpet  Melinda  had  labored  assiduously,  and  had  enlisted 
all  three  of  the  brothers,  James,  and  John,  and  Andy,  in 
the  cause  before  the  economical  mother  consented  to  the 
pui chase.  The  rag  carpet,  if  cleaned  and  mended,  was  as 
good  as  ever,  she  insisted  ;  and  even  if  it  were  not,  bhe 
could  put  down  one  that  had  not  seen  so  much  actual  sri 
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vice.  It  was  Andy  who  finally  decided  her  1 3  indulge  in 
the  extravagance  urged  by  Melinda  Jones.  There  were 
reasons  why  Andy  was  very  near  to  his  mother's  heart,  and 
when  he  offered  to  sell  his  brown  pony,  which  he  loved 
as  he  did  his  eyes,  his  mother  yielded  the  point,  and  taking1 
with  her  both  Mrs.  Jones  and  Melinda,  went  to  Camden, 
and  sat  two  hours  upon  rolls  of  carpeting  while  she  decided 
which  to  take. 

Mrs.  Markham  was  not  stingy  with  regard  to  her  table , 
that  was  always  loaded  with  the  choicest  of  everything, 
while  many  a  poor  family  blessed  her  as  an  angel.  But 
the  articles  she  ate  were  mostly  the  products  of  their  large, 
well  cultivated  farm ;  they  did  not  cost  money  directly  out 
of  her  hand,  and  it  was  the  money  she  disliked  parting 
with,  so  she  talked,  and  beat  the  Camden  merchant  down  five 
cents  on  a  yard,  and  made  him  cut  it  a  little  short,  to  save 
a  waste,  and  made  him  throw  in  the  thread  and  binding, 
and  swear  when  she  was  gone,  wondering  who  "  the  stingy 
old  woman  was."  And  yet  the  very  day  after  her  return 
from  Camden  "  the  stingy  old  woman  "  sent  to  her  minis- 
ter a  loaf  of  bread  and  a  pail  of  butter,  and  to  a  poor  sick 
woman,  who  lived  in  a  leaky  cabin  off  the  prairie,  a  nice 
warm  blanket  for  her  bed,  with  a  basket  of  delicacies  to 
tempt  her  capricious  appetite. 

In  due  time  the  carpet  was  made,  Melinda  Jones  sewing 
up  throe  of  the  seams,  wrhile  Andy,  who  knew  how  to  use 
the  needle  almost  as  well  as  a  girl,  claimed  the  privilege  of 
Bewing  at  least  half  a  seam  on  the  new  sister's  carpet. 
Adjoining  Richard's  chamber  was  a  little  room  where  Mrs. 
Markham 's  flour,  and  meal,  and  corn,  were  kept,  but  which, 
with  a  \ittle  fitting  up,  would  answer  nicely  for  a  bed-room 
and  after  an  amount  of  engineering,  which  would  have  done 
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eredit  to  the  general  of  an  army,  Melinda  succeeded  in 
coaxing  Mrs.  Markham  to  move  her  barrels  and  bags,  an*3 
give  up  the  room  for  Ethelyn's  bed,  which  looked  very 
nice  and  inviting,  notwithstanding  that  the  pillows  were 
small,  and  the  bedstead  a  high  poster,  which  had  been  in 
use  for  twenty  years.  Mrs.  Markham  knew  all  about  the 
boxes,  as  she  called  them.  There  was  one  in  Mrs.  Jones' 
front  chamber,  but  she  had  never  bought  one,  for  what 
then  would  she  do  with  her  old  ones, — "  with  the  laced 
cords,"  so  greatly  preferable  to  the  hard  slats,  which  nearh 
broke  her  back  the  night  she  slept  on  some  at  a  friend's 
bouse  in  Olney. 

Richard  was  fond  of  books,  and  had  collected  from  time 
to  time  a  well-selected  library,  which  was  the  only  ornament 
in  his  room  when  Melinda  first  took  it  in  hand  ;  but  when 
she  had  finished  her  work, — when  the  carpet  was  down,  and 
the  neat,  white  shades  were  up  at  the  windows  ;  when  the 
books  which  used  to  be  on  the  floor,  and  table,  and  chairs, 
and  mantel,  and  window  sills,  and  anywhere,  were  neatly 
arranged  in  the  very  respectable  shelves  which  Andy  made 
and  James  painted ;  when  the  little  sewing  chair  designed 
for  Ethelyn  was  put  before  one  window,  and  Richard's  arm- 
chair before  the  other,  and  the  drab  lounge  was  drawn  a 
little  into  the  room,  and  the  bureau  stood  corner-ways,  with 
a  bottle  of  cologne  upon  it,  which  John  had  bought,  and  a 
pot  of  pomade  Andy  had  made,  and  two  little  pink  and 
while  mats  Melinda  had  crocheted,  the  room  was  very  pre- 
sentable. Great,  womanish  Andy  was  sure  Ethelyn  would 
be  pleased,  and  rubbed  his  hands  jubilantly  over  the  result 
of  his  labors,  while  Melinda  was  certainly  pardonable  foi 
feeling  that  in  return  for  what  she  had  done  for  Richard's 
wife   she  might   venture  to  suggest  that  the  huge   boxf 


88  mrs.  markham's  ways. 

marked  piano,  which  for  ten  days  had  been  standing  on  the 
front  piazza,  be  opened,  and  the  piano  set  up,  so  that  she 
could  try  its  tone.  This  box  had  cost  Andy  a  world  of 
trouble,  keeping  him  awake  nights,  and  taking  him  from 
his  bed  more  than  once,  as  he  fancied  he  heard  a  mys- 
terious sound,  and  feared  some  one  might  be  stealing  thf 
ponderous  thing,  which  it  took  four  men  to  lift.  Witt 
the  utmost  alacrity  he  helped  in  the  unpacking,  nearly 
bursting  a  blood-vessel  as  he  tugged  at  the  heaviest  end, 
and  then  running  to  the  village  with  all  his  speed,  to  borrow 
Mrs.  Crandall's  piano-key,  which  fortunately  fitted  Ethe- 
lyn's,  so  that  Melinda  Jones  was  soon  seated  in  state,  and 
running  her  fingers  over  the  superb  five-hundred-dollai 
instrument,  Ethelyn's  gift  from  Aunt  Barbara  on  her  birth- 
day. 

Melinda's  fingers  were  stained  and  cut  with  carpet  thread, 
and  pricked  with  carpet  tacks,  and  red  with  washing  dishes, 
but  they  moved  nimbly  over  the  keys,  striking  out  with  a 
will  the  few  tunes  she  had  learned  during  her  two  quarters' 
instruction.  She  had  acquired  a  great  deal  of  knowledge 
in  a  short  time,  for  she  was  passionately  fond  of  music,  and 
every  spare  moment  had  been  devoted  to  it,  so  that  she  had 
mastered  the  scales  with  innumerable  exercises,  besides 
learning  several  pieces,  of  which  Moneymusk  was  one. 
This  she  now  played  with  a  sprightliness  and  energy  which 
brought  Andy  to  his  feet,  while  his  cowhides  moved  to  the 
stirring  music  in  a  fashion  which  would  have  utterly  confound- 
ed poor  Ethelyn  could  she  have  seen  them.  But  Ethelyn 
was  miles  and  miles  away.  She  was  not  coming  for  a  week 
or  more,  and  in  that  time  Andy  tried  his  hand  at  Yankee 
Doodle,  playing  with  one  finger,  and  succeeding  far  beyond 
his  most  sanguine  expectations.     Andy  was  delighted  with 


MRS.    MAAKHAMS    WAYS.  89 

the  piano,  and  so  was  Eunice,  the  hired  gir  ,  who  left  hei 
ironing  and  her  dishes,  and  stood  with  wiping  towel  or  flat 
iron  in  hand,  humming  an  accompaniment  to  Andy's  play« 
ing,  and  sometimes  helping  mid  the  proper  key  to  touch 
next. 

Eunice  was  not  an  Irish  girl,  nor  a  German,  nor  a  Scotch; 
but  a  full-blooded  American,  and  "just  as  good  as  her  em 
ployers,"  with  whom  she  always  ate  and  sat.  It  was  not 
Mrs.  Markharn's  custom  to  keep  a  girl  the  year  round,  but 
when  she  did  it  was  Eunice  Plympton,  the  daughter  of  the 
drunken  fiddler  who  earned  his  livelihood  by  playing  for 
the  dances  the  young  people  of  Olney  sometimes  got  up. 
He  was  anticipating  quite  a  windfall  from  the  infair  it  was 
confidently  expected  would  be  given  by  Mrs.  Markham  in 
honor  of  her  son's  marriage  ;  and  Eunice  herself  had  washed 
and  starched  and  ironed  the  white  waist  she  intended  to 
wear  on  the  same  occasion.  Of  course  she  knew  she  would 
have  to  wait  and  tend  and  do  the  running,  she  said  to  Me- 
linda,  to  whom  she  confided  her  thoughts,  but  after  the 
supper  was  over  she  surely  might  have  one  little  dance,  if 
with  nobody  "but  Andy. 

This  was  Eunice,  and  she  had  been  with  Mrs.  Markham 
during  the  past  summer ;  but  her  time  was  drawing  to  a 
close.  All  the  heavy  work  was  over,  the  harvests  were 
gathered  in,  the  soap  was  made,  the  cleaning  done,  the 
house  made  ready  for  Richard's  wife,  and  it  was  the  under- 
standing that  when  that  lady  came  and  was  somewhat 
domesticated,  Miss  Eunice  was  to  leave.  There  was  not 
much  to  do  in  the  winter,  Mrs.  Markham  said,  and  with 
Richard's  wife's  help  she  should  get  along.  Alas  !  how 
little  Ethelyn  was  prepared  for  the  home  which  awaited 
her,  and  for  the  really  good  woman,  who,  on  the  afternoon 
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of  her  son  s  arrival,  saw  into  the  oven  the  young  torkej 
which  Andy  had  been  feeding  for  so  long  with  a  view  t€ 
this  very  day,  and  then  helped  Eunice  set  the  table  for  thtf 
expected  guests. 

It  did  occur  to  Mrs.  Markham  that  there  might  be  a 
great  propriety  in  Eunice's  waiting  for  once,  inasmuch  as 
there  were  plates  to  change,  and  custard  pie  and  minced, 
and  pudding,  to  be  brought  upon  the  table ;  but  the  good 
woman  did  not  dare  hint  at  such  a  thing,  so  the  seven 
plates  were  put  upon  the  table,  and  the  china  cups  brought 
from  the  little  cupboard  at  the  side  of  the  chimney,  and 
the  silver  teapot,  which  was  a  family  heir-loom,  and  had 
been  given  Mrs.  Markham  by  her  mother,  was  brought  also 
and  rubbed  up ;  and  the  pickles,  and  preserves,  and  honey, 
and  cheese,  and  jellies,  and  white  raised  biscuit,  and  fresh, 
brown  bread,  and  shredded  cabbage,  and  cranberry  sauce, 
with  golden  butter,  and  pitchers  of  cream,  were  all  arranged 
according  to  Eunice's  ideas.  The  turkey  was  browning 
nicely,  and  the  vegetables  were  cooking  upon  the  stove. 
Eunice  was  grinding  the  coffee,  and  the  clock  said  it  wanted 
but  half  an  hour  of  car-time,  when  Mrs.  Markham  finally 
left  the  kitchen,  and  proceeded  to  make  her  toilet. 

Eunice's  had  been  made  some  time  ago,  and  the  large- 
sized  hoop  she  wore  had  already  upset  a  pail  and  dragged 
a  griddle  from  the  stove-hearth,  greatly  to  the  discomfiture 
of  Mrs.  Markham,  who  did  not  fancy  hoops,  though  she 
wore  a  small  one  this  afternoon  under  her  clean  and  stiffly- 
starched  dress  of  purple  calico.  St.  Paul  would  have  made 
her  an  exception  in  his  restrictions  with  regard  to  women's 
apparel,  for  neither  gold  nor  silver  ornaments  nor  braided 
hair  found  any  tolerance  in  her.  She  followed  St.  Paul 
gtrictly,  except  at  such  times  as  the  good  people  in  the 
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Mefhodist  Clitirch.  at  the  east  end  of  the  village  held  a 
pr  tracted  meeting,  when  she  deviated  so  far  from  his  in 
j  actions  as  to  speak  her  mind  and  tell  her  experience. 

She  was  a  good  and  a  conscientious  woman,  believing 
aore  in  the  inner  than  the  outer  adorning ;  and  she  looked 
rery  neat  this  afternoon  in  her  purple  calico,  with  a  motherly 
white  apron  tied  around  her  waist,  and  her  soft,  silvery  hair 
combed  smoothly  back  from  her  forehead,  and  twisted  in  a 
knot  behind,  about  the  size  of  a  half  dollar.  This  knot, 
however,  was  hidden  by  the  head-dress  which  Melinda  had 
made  from  bits  of  black  lace  and  purple  ribbon,  and  which, 
though  not  at  all  like  aunt  Barbara's  Boston  caps,  was  still 
very  respectable,  and  even  tasteful-looking.  Almost  too 
tasteful,  Mrs.  Markham  thought,  as  she  glanced  at  the  tiny 
artificial  flower  tucked  in  among  the  bows  of  ribbon.  But 
Mrs.  Markham  did  not  remove  the  flower,  for  it  was  a 
daisy,  and  it  made  her  think  of  the  Daisy  who  died  four- 
teen years  ago,  and  who,  had  she  lived  till  now,  would 
have  been  twenty-eight. 

"  A  married  woman,  most  likely,  and  I  might  have  been 
grandmother,"  Mrs.  Markham  sighed ;  and  then,  as  she 
heard  in  fancy  the  patter  of  little  feet  at  her  side,  and  saw 
before  her  little  faces  with  a  look  like  Daisy  in  them,  her 
thoughts  went  softly  out  to  Richard's  bride,  through  whom 
this  coveted  blessing  might  come  to  her  quiet  household, 
and  her  heart  throbbed  with  a  quick,  sudden  yearning  foi 
the  young  daughter-in-law,  now  just  alighting  at  the  Olney 
station,  for  the  Eastern  train  had  come,  and  James  wa* 
Mwb  with  the  democrat  wagon  to  meet  it. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

GETTING    HOME. 

LNEY  was  a  thriving,  busy  little  town,  numbering 
five  hundred  inhabitants  or  thereabouts.  It  had 
its  groceries,  its  dry-goods  stores,  and  its  two 
houses  for  public  worship, — the  Methodist  and  Presby- 
terian,— while  every  other  Sunday  a  little  band  of  Episco- 
palians met  for  their  own  service  in  what  was  called  the 
Village  Hall,  where,  during  week  days,  a  small  select  school 
was  frequently  taught  by  some  Yankee  school-mistress.  It 
had  its  post  office,  too ;  and  there  was  talk  of  a  bank  after 
the  railroad  came  that  way,  and  roused  the  people  to  a  state 
of  still  greater  activity.  On  the  whole,  it  was  a  pretty 
town,  though  very  different  from  Chicopee,  where  the 
houses  slept  so  aristocratically  under  the  shadow  of  the  old 
elms,  which  had  been  growing  there  since  the  day  when  our 
national  independence  was  declared. 

At  home  Ethelyn's  pride  had  all  been  centred  in  Boston, 
and  she  had  sometimes  thought  contemptuously  of  Chico- 
pee and  its  surroundings  ;  but  the  farther  she  travelled  west 
the  higher  Chicopee  rose  in  her  estimation,  until  she  found 
herself  comparing  every  prairie  village  with  that  rural  town 
among  the  hills,  which  seemed  to  give  it  dignity,  and  made 
it  so  greatly  superior  to  the  dead  levels  of  which  she  waa 
getting  so  weary.  She  had  admired  the  rolling  prairies  ftt 
first,  but,  tired  and  jaded  with  her  long  journey,  nc  thing 
looked  well  to  her  now, — nothing  was  like  Cb)copee,-~cer* 
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tainly  not  Olney,  where  the  dwellings  were  so  new  and  the 
streets  were  minus  sidewalks. 

Ethelyn  had  a  good  view  of  it  as  the  train  approached 
it,  and  even  caught  a  passing  glimpse  of  the  white  hous< 
it  the  distance  which  Richard  pointed  out  as  home,  hia 
face  lighting  up  with  all  the  pleasure  of  a  schoolboy  as  he 
saw  the  old  familiar  waymarks  and  felt  that  he  was  home 
at  last. 

Dropping  her  veil  over  her  face,  Ethelyn  arose  to  fol- 
low her  husband,  who,  in  his  eagerness  to  grasp  the  hand 
«>'f  the  tall  young  man  he  had  seen  from  the  window, 
forgot  to  carry  her  shawl  and  her  satchel,  which  last  being 
upon  the  car-rack,  she  tugged  at  with  all  her  stiength, 
and  was  about  crying  with  vexation  at  Richard's  thought- 
lessness, when  Tim  Jones,  who  had  watched  her  furtively, 
wondering  how  she  and  Melind  would  get  along,  gallantly 
came  to  her  aid,  and  taking  the  satchel  down  kept  it  upon 
his  arm. 

"  Take  care  of  that  step.  Better  let  me  help  you  out. 
Dick  is  so  tickled  to  see  Jim  that  he  even  forgets  his  wife, 
I  swan  ! "  Tim  said,  offering  to  assist  her  from  the  train  ; 
but  with  a  feeling  of  disgust,  Ethelyn  declined  the  offer, 
and  turned  away  from  him  to  meet  the  curious  gaze  of  the 
young  man  whom  Richard  presented  as  brother  James. 

He  was  younger  than  his  brother  by  half  a  dozen  years, 
but  he  looked  quite  as  old,  if  not  older.  His  face  and 
hands  were  sunburnt  and  brown,  his  clothes  were  coarse, 
his  pants  were  tucked  into  his  tall,  muddy  boots,  and  he 
held  in  his  hands  the  whip  with  which  he  had  driven  the 
shining  bays,  now  pricking  up  their  ears  behind  the  depot 
and  eyeing  askance  the  train  just  beginning  to  move  away. 
The  Markhams  were  all  good-looking,  and  James  was  not 
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au  exception.  The  Oluey  girls  called  liirn  very  handsome, 
when  on  Sunday  he  came  to  church  in  his  best  clothes  and 
led  the  Methodist  choir ;  but  Ethelyn  only  thought  huu 
rough  and  coarse,  and  when  he  bent  down  to  kiss  her  she 
drew  back  haughtily. 

"Ethelyn!"  Richard  said,  in  the  low,  peculiar  tone, 
which  she  had  almost  unconsciously  learned  to  fear,  just  as 
ehe  did  the  dark  expression  which  his  hazel  eye3  assumed 
as  he  said  the  single  word,  "  Ethelyn  !  " 

She  was  afraid  of  Richard  when  he  looked  and  spoke 
that  way,  and  putting  up  her  lips,  she  permitted  the  kiss 
which  the  warm-hearted  James  gave  to  her.  He  wa? 
naturally  more  demonstrative  than  his  brother,  and  more 
susceptible,  too ;  a  pretty  face  would  always  set  his  hearl 
to  beating  and  call  out  all  the  gallantry  of  his  nature 
Wholly  unsophisticated,  he  never  dreamed  of  the  gulf 
there  was  between  him  and  the  new  sister,  whom  h( 
thought  so  beautiful, — loving  her  at  once,  because  she  was 
so  pretty,  and  because  she  was  the  wife  of  Dick,  then 
household  idol.  He  was  more  of  a  ladies'  man  than  Rich 
ard,  and  when  on  their  way  to  the  democrat  wagor 
they  came  to  a  patch  of  mud,  through  which  Ethelyn'? 
skirts  were  trailing,  he  playfully  lifted  her  in  his  strong 
arms,  and  set  her  down  upon  the  wagon-box,  saying,  as  he 
adjusted  her  skirts,  "  We  can't  have  that  pretty  dress 
spoiled,  the  very  first  day,  with  Iowa  mud." 

All  this  time  Tim  Jones  had  been  dutifully  holding 
the  satchel  which  he  now  deposited  at  Ethelyn's  feet,  and 
then,  at  James'  invitation,  sprang  into  the  hinder  part  of 
the  wagon-box,  and  sitting  down  let  his  long  limbs  dangle 
over  the  back  board,  while  James  sat  partly  in  Richard's 
lap  and    partly  ir    Ethelyn's.     It  had  been  decided  thai 
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the  democrat  must  come  down  again  for  the  l  aggage ; 
and  so,  three  on  a  seat,  with  Tim  Jones  holding  on  be- 
hind, Ethelyn  was  driven  through  the  town,  while  faca 
after  face  looked  out  at  her  from  the  windows  of  the 
different  dwellings,  and  comment  after  comment  was  made 
upon  her  pretty  little  round  hat,  with  its  jaunty  feather, 
which  style  had  not  then  penetrated  so  far  west  as  Olney. 
Humors  there  were  of  the  Eastern  ladies  wearing  hats 
which  made  them  look  at  least  ten  years  younger  thai] 
their  actual  age ;  but  Ethelyn  was  the  first  to  carry  the 
fashion  to  Olney,  and  she  was  pronounced  very  stylish. 
and  very  girlish,  too,  by  those  who  watched  her  curiously 
from  behind  their  curtains  and  blinds. 

It  was  the  close  of  a  chill  October  day,  and  a  bank  of 
angry  clouds  hung  darkly  in  the  western  sky,  while  the 
autumn  wind  blew  cold  across  the  prairie ;  but  colder, 
blacker,  chillier  far  than  prairie  winds,  or  threatening 
clouds,  or  autumnal  day  was  the  shadow  resting  on 
Ethelyn's  heart,  and  making  her  almost  cry  out  with  lone- 
liness and  home-sickness,  as  she  drew  near  the  house  where 
the  blue  paper  curtains  were  hanging  before  the  windows, 
and  Eunice  Plympton's  face  was  pressed  against  the  pane. 
The  daisies  and  violets  and  summer  grass  were  withered 
and  dead,  and  the  naked  branches  of  the  lilac  brushed 
against  the  house  with  a  mournful,  rasping  sound,  which 
ieminded  her  of  the  tall  sign-post  in  Chicopee,  which  used 
to  creak  so  in  the  winter-wind,  and  keep  her  Aunt  Barbara 
awake.  To  the  right  of  the  house,  and  a  little  in  the  rear, 
were  several  large,  square  corn-cribs,  and  behind  these  an 
enclosure  in  which  numerous  cattle,  and  horses,  and  pigs 
vere  industriously  feeding,  while  the  cobs,  stripped  and 
soiled  an  I  muddy,  were  scattered  everywhere.      Ethelyn 
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took  it  all  in  at  a  glance,  exclaiming,  in  a  smothered 
voice,  as  tlie  wagon  turned  into  the  lane  which  led  to 
the  side-door,  "  Not  here,  Richard ;  surely,  not  here  !  " 

But  Richard,  if  he  heard  her,  did  not  heed  her.  lie 
eould  not  comprehend  her  utter  desolation  and  crushing 
disappointment.  Her  imaginings  of  his  home  had  never 
Veen  anything  like  the  reality,  and  for  the  moment  she 
felt  as  if  in  a  kind  of  horrible  nightmare,  from  which  she 
struggled  to  awake. 

"  Oh. !  if  it  were  only  a  dream,"  she  thought ;  but  it 
was  no  dream,  and  as  Richard  himself  lifted  her  carefully 
from  the  wagon,  and  deposited  her  upon  the  side- stoop, 
there  came  a  mist  before  her  eyes,  and  for  an  instant 
sense  and  feeling  forsook  her  ;  but  only  for  an  instant,  for 
the  hall-door  was  thrown  open,  and  Richard's  mother  came 
out  to  greet  her  son  and  welcome  her  new  daughter. 

But  alas  for  Ethelyn's  visions  of  heavy  silk  and  costly 
lace  !  how  they  vanished  before  this  woman  in  purple  cal- 
ico, with  ruffles  of  the  same  standing  up  about  the  throat, 
and  the  cotton-lace  coiffeur  upon  her  head.  She  was  very 
glad  to  see  her  boy,  and  wound  both  her  arms  around  his 
neck,  but  she  was  afraid  of  Ethelyn.  She,  too,  had  had 
her  ideal,  but  it  was  not  like  this  proud-looking  beauty, 
dressed  so  stylishly,  and,  as  it  seemed  to  her,  so  extra- 
vagantly, with  her  long,  full  skirt  of  handsome  poplin 
trailing  so  far  behind  her,  and  her  basque  fitting  her 
graceful  figure  so  admirably.  Neither  did  the  hat,  rolled 
go  jauntily  on  the  sides,  and  giving  her  a  coquettish 
appearance,  escape  her  notice,  nor  the  fact  that  the  dotted 
?eil  was  not  remove  J  from  the  white  face,  even  aftei 
Kichard  had  put  the  little  plump  hand  in  hers,  and 
%nid, 
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'This,  mother,  is  Ethie,  my  wife.  I  iiope  you  will  love 
es»:  h  other  for  my  sake.'' 

Id  her  joy  at  seeing  her  pet  boy  again,  Mrs.  Markham 
ff  Tuld  have  done  a  great  deal  for  his  sake,  but  she  could 
not  "  kiss  a  veil,"  as  she  afterwards  said  to  Melinda  Jones, 
and  so  she  only  held  and  pressed  Ethelyn's  hand,  and 
leading  her  into  the  house,  told  her  she  was  very  welcome, 
and  bade  her  come  to  the  fire  and  take  off  her  things,  and 
asked  if  she  was  not  tired,  and  cold  and  hungry. 

And  Ethelyn  tried  to  answer,  but  the  great  lumps  were 
swelling  in  her  throat,  and  so  keen  a  pain  was  tugging  at 
her  heart  that  when  at  last,  astonished  at  her  silence, 
Richard  said,  "  What  is  the  matter,  Ethie — why  don't  you 
answer  mother  ? "  she  burst  out  in  a  pitiful  cry  : 

"  Oh,  Richard,  I  can't,  I  can't ;  please  take  me  back  to 
Aunt  Barbara." 

This  was  the  crisis,  the  concentration  of  all  she  had 
been  suffering  for  the  last  hour,  and  it  touched  Mrs.  Mark- 
ham's  heart,  for  she  remembered  just  how  wretched  she 
had  been  when  she  first  landed  at  the  rude  log  cabin, 
which  was  so  long  her  Western  home,  and  turning  to 
Richard,  she  said,  in  an  aside, 

"  She  is  homesick,  poor  child,  as  it's  natural  she  should 
be  at  first.  She'll  be  better,  by  and  by,  so  don't  think 
strange  of  it.     She  seems  very  young." 

In  referring  to  her  youth,  Mrs.  Markham  meant  nothing 
derogatory  to  her  daughter-in-law.  She  was  finding  an 
excuse  for  her  crying,  and  did  not  mean  that  Ethelyn 
should  hear.  But  she  did  hear,  and  the  hot  tears  were 
dashed  aside  at  once.  She  was  too  proud  to  be  petted  or 
patronized  by  Mrs.  Markham,  or  apologized  for  by  her.  so 
Bhe  dried  her  eyes,  and  lifting  up  her  head,  said  proudly  ? 
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"  I  am  tired  to-night,  and  my  head  is  aching  so  hai  l 
that  I  lost  my  self-control  I  beg  you  will  excuse  me. 
Richard  knows  me  too  well  to  need  an  excuse." 

A  bora  duchess  could  not  have  assumed  a  loftier  air, 
and  in  some  perplexity  Mrs.  Markham  glanced  from  hor  to 
Richard,  as  if  asking  what  to  do  next.  Fortunately  for  all 
parties,  John  just  then  came  in  and  approached  his  new 
sister  with  some  little  hesitation.  He  had  heard  Tim 
Jones'  verdict,  "  Stuck  up  as  the  Old  Nick,"  while  even 
cautious  James  had  admitted  his  fears  that  Dick  had  made 
a  mistake,  and  taken  a  wife  who  would  never  fit  into  their 
ways.  And  this  was  why  he  was  so  late  with  his  welcome. 
He  had  crept  up  the  back  stairs,  and  donned  his  best  neck- 
tie, and  changed  his  heavy  boots  for  a  pair  of  shoes,  an  J 
put  on  another  coat  and  vest.  He  was  all  right  now,  and 
he  shook  hands  with  his  new  sister,  and  asked  if  she  waa 
pretty  well,  and  told  her  she  was  welcome,  and  then  step- 
ped back  for  Andy,  who  had  been  making  his  toilet  when 
the  bride  arrived,  and  so  was  also  late  with  his  congratu- 
lations. 


«♦« 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

ANDY. 

NDY  was  a  character  in  his  way.  A  fall  from  his 
horse  upon  the  ground  had  injured  his  head  when 
he  was  a  boy,  and  since  that  time  he  had  been 
what  his  mother  called  a  little  queer,  while  the  neighbors 
epoke  of  him  as  simple  Andy,  or  Mrs.  Markham's  half-wit, 
who  did  the  work  of  a  girl  and  knit  all  his  own  socks.     U.9 


ANRT.  09 

was  next  to  Richard  in  point  of  age,  but  he  looked  youngei 
than  either  of  his  brothers,  for  his  face  was  round  and  fair, 
and  smooth  as  a  girl's.  It  is  true  that  every  Sunday  of  his  life 
he  made  a  great  parade  with  lather  and  shaving-cup,  standing 
before  the  glass  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  just  as  the  other  bcya 
lid,  and  nourishing  his  razor  around  his  white  throat  and 
beardless  face,  to  the  great  amusement  of  any  one  who 
chanced  to  see  him  for  the  first  time. 

In  his  younger  days,  when  the  tavern  at  the  Cross  Roads 
was  just  opened,  Andy  had  been  a  sore  trial  to  both  mother 
and  brothers;  and  many  a  night,  when  the  rain  and  sleet 
ware  driving  across  the  prairies,  Richard  had  left  the  warm 
fireside  and  gone  out  in  the  storm  after  the  erring  Andy, 
who  had  more  than  once  been  found  by  the  roadside,  with 
his  hat  jammed  into  every  conceivable  shape,  his  face 
scratched,  and  a  tell-tale  smell  about  his  breath  which  con- 
tradicted his  assertion  "  that  somebody  had  knocked  him 
down." 

Andy  had  been  intemperate,  and  greatly  given  to  what 
the  old  Colonel  in  Chicopee  had  designated  as  "  busts ; " 
but  since  the  time  when  the  church  missionary,  young  Mr. 
Townsend,  had  come  to  Olney,  and  held  his  first  service  in 
the  log  school-house,  Andy  had  ceased  to  frequent  the 
Cross  Roads  tavern,  and  Richard  went  no  more  in  the 
autumnal  storms  to  look  for  his  wayward  brother.  There 
was  something  in  the  beautiful  simplicity  of  the  church 
service  which  went  straight  to  Andy's  heart,  and  more  than 
all,  there  was  something  in  Mr.  Townsend's  voice,  and 
manner,  and  face,  which  touched  a  responsive  chord  in  the 
breast  of  the  boyish  Andy,  and  when  at  last  the  bishop 
came  to  that  section  of  Iowa,  his  hands  were  first  laid  in 
blessing  on  thR  bowed  head  of  Andy,  who  krelt  to  receive 
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the  rite  of  confirmation  in  the  presence  c  f  a  large  concours* 
of  people,  to  most  of  whom  the  service  and  ceremony  wei* 
entirely  new. 

While  rejoicing  and  thanking  God  for  the  change,  whicr- 
she  felt  was  wholly  sincere,  Mrs.  Markham  had  deeply  de 
plored  the  pertinacity  with  which  Andy  had  clung  to  his  re- 
solve to  join  "  Mr.  Townsend's  church  or  none."  She  did 
not  doubt  Mr.  Townsend's  piety  or  Andy's  either,  but  she 
doubted  the  Episcopalians  generally,  because  they  did  not 
require  of  their  members  more  than  God  himself  requires,  and 
i(  hurt  her  sore  that  Andy  should  go  with  them  rather  than 
fc>  her  church  across  the  brook,  where  Father  Aberdeen 
preached.  Andy  believed  in  Mr.  Townsend,  and  Id  time 
h\3  came  to  believe  heart  and  soul  in  the  church  doctrines 
as  taught  by  him,  and  the  beautiful  consistency  of  his  daily 
life  was  to  his  mother  like  a  constant  and  powerful  argu- 
ment in  favor  of  the  church  to  which  he  belonged,  while  to 
has  brothers  it  was  a  powerful  argument  in  favor  of  the  re- 
ligion he  professed. 

That  Andy  Markham  was  a  Christian  no  one  doubted. 
ll  showed  itself  in  every  act  of  his  life  ;  it  shoue  in  his 
beaming,  good-natured  face,  and  made  itself  heaii  in  the 
touching  pathos  of  his  voice,  when  he  repeated  aloud  in  his 
room  the  prayers  of  his  church,  saying  to  his  mother, 
when  she  objected  that  his  prayers  were  made  up  before 
hand,  "  And  for  the  land's  sake,  ain't  the  sams  and  himsi 
which  are  nothing  but  prayers  set  to  music,  made  up  be- 
forehand ?  A  pretty  muss  you'd  have  of  it  if  everybody 
should  strike  out  for  himself,  a  singin'  his  own  words  just 
as  they  popped  into  his  head." 

Mrs.  Markham  was  not  convinced,  but  she  let  Andy  alone 
after  that,  simply  remarking  that  "  the  Prayer-Book  would 
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not  always  answer  the  purpose;  there  would  come  a  time 
when  just  what  he  wanted  was  not  there." 

Andy  was  willing  to  wait  till  that  time  came,  trusting  te 
Mr.  Townsend  to  find  for  him  some  way  of  escape ;  and  so 
the  matter  droppod,  and  he  was  free  to  read  his  prayers  aa 
much  as  he  pleased.  He  had  heard  from  Richard  that  hia 
new  sister  was  of  his  way  of  thinking, — that  though  not  a 
member  of  the  church  except  by  baptism,  she  was  an  Epis- 
copalian, and  would  be  married  by  that  form. 

It  was  strange  how  Andy's  great,  warm  heart  went  out 
toward  Ethelyn  after  that.  He  was  sure  to  like  her ;  and 
on  the  evening  of  the  bridal,  when  the  clock  struck  nine, 
he  had  taken  his  tallow  candle  to  his  room,  and  opening 
his  prayer-book  at  the  marriage  ceremony,  had  read  it  care- 
fully through,  even  to  the  saying,  "  I,  Richard,  take  thee, 
Ethelyn,"  &c,  kneeling  at  the  proper  time,  and  after  he 
was  through,  even  venturing  to  improvise  a  prayer  of  his 
own,  in  which  he  asked,  not  that  Ethelyn  might  be  happj 
with  his  brother, — there  was  no  doubt  on  that  point,  for 
Richard  was  perfect  in  his  estimation, — but  that  old  Dick 
might  be  happy  with  her, — that  he,  Andy,  might  do  hi* 
whole  duty  by  her,  and  that,  if  it  was  right  to  ask  it,  she 
might  bring  him  something  from  that  famous  Boston, 
which  seemed  to  him  like  a  kma  of  paradise,  and  also  that 
she  need  not  at  once  discover  that  he  did  not  know  as  much 
as  old  Dick. 

This  was  Andy's  prayer,  which  he  had  confessed  to  Mr. 
Townsend ;  and  now,  all  shaven  and  shorn,  with  his  best 
Sunday  coat,  and  a  large  bandanna  in  his  hand,  he  came  in 
to  greet  his  sister.  It  needed  but  a  glance  for  Ethelyn  to 
know  the  truth,  for  Andy's  face  told  what  he  was ;  but 
there  was  something  so  Isind  in  his  expression  and  so  win- 
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ning  in  his  voice,  as  he  called  her  "  Sister  Ethie,"  that  sh* 
unbent  to  him  as  she  had  unbent  to  no  one  else ;  and  whec 
he  stooped  to  kiss  her,  she  did  not  draw  back  as  she  had 
from  James  and  John,  but  promptly  put  up  her  lips,  and 
only  winced  a  little  at  the  second  loud,  hearty  smack  which 
Andy  gave  her,  his  great  mouth  leaving  a  wet  spot  on  hei 
cheek,  which  she  wiped  with  her  handkerchief. 

Richard  had  dreaded  the  meeting  between  his  polished 
wife  and  his  simple  brother  more  than  anything  else,  and 
several  times  he  had  tried  to  prepare  Ethelyn  for  it,  but  he 
could  not  bring  himself  to  say,  "Andy  is  foolish;"  for 
when  he  tried  to  do  it  Andy's  pleading  face  came  up  before 
h  im  just  as  it  looked  on  the  morning  of  his  departure  from 
home  in  June,  when  Andy  had  said  to  him,  "Don't  tell 
her  what  a  shaller  critter  I  am.  Let  her  find  it  out  by  hei 
learning." 

So  Richard  had  said  nothing  particular  of  Andy ;  and 
now  he  watched  him  anxiously  to  see  the  impression  he 
was  making,  and,  as  he  saw  Ethelyn's  manner,  he  marvelled 
greatly  at  thk  new  phase  in  her  disposition.  She  did  not 
feel  half  so  desolate  after  seeing  Andy,  and  she  let  him  hold 
her  hand,  which  he  stroked  softly,  admiring  its  whiteness, 
and  evidently  comparing  it  with  his  own.  All  the  Mark- 
hams  had  large  hands  and  feet,  just  as  they  were  all  good- 
looking.  Even  Andy  had  his  points  of  beauty,  for  his 
soft,  brown  hair  wa§  handsomer,  if  possible,  than  Richard's, 
and  more  luxuriant,  while  many  a  city  dandy  might  have 
coveted  his  white,  even  teeth,  and  his  dark  eyes  were  very 
placid  and  gentle  in  their  expression. 

"  Little  sister,"  he  called  Ethelyn,  who,  though  not  very 
short  in  stature,  seemed  to  him  so  much  younger  than  he 
had  expected  Dick's  wife  to  be,  that  he  applied  the  term 
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little"  as  he  would  to  anything*  which  he  wished  te 
p»;t. 

Ethelyn's  hat  was  laid  aside  by  this  time,  and  the  bas« 
quine,  too,  which  Andy  thought  the  prettiest  coat  he  had 
ever  seen,  and  which  Eunice,  who  was  bidden  to  carry 
Ethelyn's  things  away,  tried  on  before  the  glass  in  Ethe- 
lyn's chamber,  as  she  did  also  the  hat,  deciding  that 
Melinda  Jones  could  make  her  something  like  them  out  of 
a  gray  skirt  she  had  at  home  and  one  of  Tim's  palm-leaf 
hats. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

DINNER,  AND    AFTER    IT. 

UNICE  had  not  fully  seen  the  stranger,  and  when 
dinner  was  announced  and  Richard  led  her  out, 
with  Andy  hovering  at  her  side,  she  stood  ready 
to  be  introduced,  with  the  little  speech  she  had  been  re- 
hearsing about  "  I  hope  to  see  you  well,"  &c.,  trembling  on 
the  tip  of  her  tongue.  But  her  plans  were  seriously  dis- 
arranged. Six  months  before  Richard  would  have  pre- 
sented her  himself,  as  a  matter  of  course ;  but  he  had 
learned  some  things  since  then,  and  he  tried  not  to  see  his 
mother's  meaning  look  as  she  glanced  from  him  to  Eunice 
and  then  to  Ethelyn,  whose  proud  bearing  awed  and  abashed 
even  her.  Eunice,  however,  had  been  made  quite  too  much 
of  to  be  wholly  ignored  now,  and  Mrs.  Markham  felt  com- 
pelled to  say,  "Ethelyn,  this — this  is — Eunice — Eunice 
P  ympton." 

That  Eunice  Plympton  was  the  hired  girl  Ethelyn  did 
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not  fnr  a  moment  dream;  but  that  she  was  coarse  and 
vulgar,  like  the  rest  of  Richard's  family,  she  at  once  de- 
cided, and  if  she  bowed  at  all,  it  was  not  perceptible  to 
Eunice,  who  mentally  resolved  "  to  go  home  in  the  mora 
ing  if  such  a  proud  minx  was  to  live  there." 

Mrs.  Markham  saw  the  gathering  storm,  and  Richard 
knew  by  the  drop  of  her  chin  that  Ethelyn  had  not  made  a 
good  impression.  How  could  she,  with  that  proud,  cold 
look,  which  never  for  an  instant  left  her  face,  but  rathei 
deepened  in  its  expression  as  the  dinner  proceeded,  and 
one  after  the  other  Mrs.  Markham  and  Eunice  left  the 
table  in  quest  of  something  that  was  missing,  while  And} 
himself,  being  nearest  the  kitchen,  went  te  bring  a  pitches 
of  hot  water  for  Ethelyn's  coffee,  lifting  the  kettle  wit) 
the  skirt  of  his  coat,  and  snapping  his  fingers,  which  wer< 
slightly  burned  with  the  scalding  steam.  From  the  posi 
tion  she  occupied  at  the  table  Ethelyn  saw  the  whole  per 
formance,  and  had  it  been  in  any  other  house  she  would 
have  smiled  at  Andy's  grotesque  appearance  as  he  con- 
verted his  coat-skirts  into  a  holder ;  but  now  it  only  sent  a 
colder  chill  to  her  heart  as  she  reflected  that  these  were 
Richard's  people  and  this  was  Richard's  home.  Sadly  and 
vividly  there  arose  before  her  visions  of  dear  Aunt  Bar- 
bara's household,  where  Betty  served  so  quietly,  and  where, 
except  that  they  were  upon  a  smaller  scale,  everything  was 
as  well  and  properly  managed  as  in  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren's 
family.  It  was  several  hours  since  she  had  tasted  food,  but 
she  could  scarcely  swallow  a  morsel  for  the  terrible  home- 
sick feeling  swelling  in  her  throat.  She  knew  the  viands 
before  her  were  as  nicely  cooked  as  even  Aunt  Barbara  or 
Betty  could  have  cooked  them, — so  much  she  conceded  ta 
Mrs.  Markham  and  Eunice;  but  had  her  life  depended 
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apon  it  she  could  not  have  eaten  them,  and  the  plate  which 
James  had  filled  so  plentifully  scarcely  diminished  at  all, 
She  did  pick  a  little  with  her  fork  at  the  white,  tendei 
turkey,  and  tried  to  drink  her  coffee,  but  the  pain  in  her 
head  and  the  pain  at  her  heart  were  both  too  great  tc 
allow  of  her  doing  more,  and  Mrs.  Markham  and  Eunice 
both  felt  a  growing  contempt  for  a  dainty  thing  who  could 
not  eat  the  dinner  they  had  been  at  so  much  pains  to  pre< 
pare. 

Ethelyn  knew  their  opinion  of  her  as  well  as  if  it  had 
been  expressed  in  words ;  but  she  fancied  them  so  far  be- 
neath her  that  whatsoever  they  might  think  was  not  of  the 
slightest  consequence.  They  were  an  ignorant  set,  the 
whole  of  them,  she  mentally  decided,  as  she  watched  their 
manners  at  table,  noticing  how  James  and  John  poured  their 
coffee  into  their  saucers,  blowing  it  until  it  was  cool,  while 
Richard,  feeling  more  freedom  now  that  he  was  again  under 
his  mother's  wing,  used  his  knife  altogether,  even  to  eating 
jelly  with  it.  Indeed ,  it  might  be  truly  said  of  him  that 
"  Richard  was  himself  again,"  for  his  whole  manner  was 
that  of  a  petted  child,  which,  having  returned  to  the  mother 
who  spoiled  it,  had  cast  off  the  restraint  under  which  for  a 
time  it  had  been  laboring.  Richard  was  hungry,  and  would 
have  enjoyed  his  dinner  hugely,  but  for  the  cold,  silent 
woman  beside  him,  who,  he  knew,  was  watching  and  criti- 
cising all  he  did  ;  but  at  home  he  did  not  care  so  much  for 
her  criticisms  as  when  alone  with  her  at  fashionable  hotels 
or  with  fashionable  people.  Here  he  was  supreme,  and 
none  had  ever  disputed  his  will.  Perhaps  if  Ethelyn  had 
known  all  that  was  in  his  heart  she  might  have  changed  hex 
tactics  and  tried  to  have  been  more  conciliatory  on  that 
first  evening  of  her  arrival  at  his  home.  But  Ethelyn  did 
5* 
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not  know, — she  only  felt  that  she  was  hcmes.ek  and 
wretched, — and  pleading  a  headache,  from  which  she  waa 
really  suffering,  she  asked  to  go  to  her  room  as  soon  a? 
dinner  was  over. 

It  was  very  pleasant  up  there,  for  a  cheerful  wood-fire  was 
blazing  on  the  hearth,  and  a  rocking-chair  drawn  up  before 
it,  with  a  footstool  which  Andy  had  made  and  Melinda 
covered ;  while  the  bed  in  the  little  room  adjoining  looked 
so  fresh,  and  clean,  and  inviting,  that  with  a  great  sigh  of 
relief,  as  the  door  closed  between  her  and  the  "  dreadful 
people  below,"  Ethelyn  threw  herself  upon  it,  and  burying 
her  face  in  the  soft  pillows,  tried  to  smother  the  sobs  which, 
nevertheless,  smote  heavily  upon  Richard's  ear  when  he 
Dame  in,  and  drove  from  him  all  thoughts  of  the  little  lec- 
ture he  had  been  intending  to  give  Ethelyn  touching  her 
deportment  toward  his  family.  It  would  only  be  a  fair  re- 
turn, he  reflected,  for  all  the  Caudles  he  had  listened  to  so 
patiently  ;  and  duly  strengthened  for  his  task  by  his  mother's 
remark  to  James,  accidentally  overheard,  "  Altogether  too 
fine  a  lady  for  us.  I  wonder  what  Richard  was  thinking 
of,"  he  mounted  the  stairs,  resolved  at  least  to  talk  with 
Ethie  and  ask  her  to  do  better. 

Richard  could  be  very  stern  when  he  tried,  and  the  hazel 
of  his  eye  was  darker  than  usual,  and  the  wrinkle  betweeu 
his  eyebrows  was  deeper  as  he  thus  meditated  harm  against 
his  offending  wife.  But  the  sight  of  the  crushed  form 
ying  so  helplessly  upon  the  bed,  and  crying  in  such  a 
grieved,  heart-sick  way,  drove  all  thoughts  of  discipline 
from  his  mind.  He  could  not  add  one  iota  to  her  misery. 
She  might  be  cold,  and  proud,  and  even  rude  to  his  family, 
%s  she  unquestionably  had  been,  but  she  was  still  Ethie,  his 
young  wife,  wLom  he  loved  so  dearly ;  and  bending  ovef 
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her,  be  smoothed  the  silken  bands  of  her  beautiful  hair  and 
said  to  her  softly,  "  What  is  it,  darling  ?  Anything  worse 
than  home-sickness  ?     Has  any  one  injured  you  ? " 

No  one  had  injured  her.  On  the  contrary,  all  had  met, 
or  tried  to  meet  her  with  kindness,  which  she  had  thrust 
back  upon  them.  Ethelyn  knew  this  as  well  as  any  one  ; 
and  Mrs.  Markham,  washing  her  dishes  and  occasionally 
wiping  her  eyes  with  the  corner  of  the  check-apron  as  she 
thought  how  all  her  trouble  had  been  thrown  away  upon  a 
proud,  ungrateful  girl,  could  not  think  less  of  Ethie  than 
Ethie  thought  of  herself.  The  family  were  ignorant  and 
ill  bred,  as  she  counted  ignorance  and  ill  breeding ;  but  they 
did  mean  to  be  kind  to  her,  and  she  hated  herself  for  her 
ingratitude  in  not  at  least  seeming  pleased  with  their  en- 
deavors to  please  her.  Added  to  this  was  a  vague  remem- 
brance of  a  certain  look  seen  in  Richard's  eye, — a  look 
which  made  her  uneasy  as  she  thought,  "  What  if  he  should 
hate  me  too  ?  " 

Richard  was  all  Ethelyn  had  to  cling  to  now.  She  re- 
spected, if  she  didnotlove  him,  and  when  she  heard  his  step 
upon  the  stairs,  her  heart,  for  an  instant,  throbbed  with  dread 
lest  he  was  coming  to  chide  her  as  she  deserved.  When, 
then,  he  bent  so  kindly  over  her,  and  spoke  to  her  so  ten- 
derly, all  her  better  nature  went  out  toward  him  in  a  sud- 
den gush  of  something  akin  to  love,  and  lifting  her  head, 
she  laid  it  upon  his  bosom,  and  drawing  his  arm  around  her 
neck,  held  it  there  with  a  sense  of  protection,  while  she  said, 
"  No  one  has  injured  me  ;  but,  oh,  I  am  so  homesick,  and 
they  are  all  so  different,  and  my  head  aches  so  hard." 

Be  knew  she  was  homesick,  and  it  was  natural  that  she 
should  be;  and  he  knew,  too,  that,  as  she  said,  they  were 
u  sc  different,"  and  though  on  this  point  he  could  not  fullj 
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appreciate  her  feelings  he  was  sorry  for  her,  and  he  soothed 
her  aching  head,  and  kissed  her  forehead,  and  told  her  she 
was  tired ;  she  would  feel  better  by  and  by,  and  get  ac- 
customed to  their  ways ;  and  when,  as  he  said  this,  he  fell 
the  shiver  with  which  she  repelled  the  assertion,  he  re- 
pressed his  inclination  to  tell  her  that  she  could  at  least 
conceal  her  aversion  to  whatever  was  disagreeable,  and 
kissing  her  again,  bade  her  lie  down  and  try  to  sleep,  as 
that  would  help  her  sooner  than  anything  else,  unless  it 
were  a  cup  of  sage  tea,  such  as  his  mother  used  to  make 
for  him  when  his  head  was  aching.  Should  he  send  Eunice 
up  with  a  cup  ? 

"  No  ;  oh,  no ! "  and  Ethelyn's  voice  expressed  the  disgust 
she  felt  for  the  young  lady  with  red  streamers  in  her  hair, 
who  had  stared  so  at  her  and  called  her  husband  Richard. 

Ethelyn  had  not  yet  defined  Eunice's  position  in  the 
family, — whether  it  was  that  of  cousin,  or  niece,  or  com- 
panion,— and  now  that  Richard  had  suggested  her,  she  said 
to  him, 

"  Who  is  this  Eunice  that  seems  so  familiar  ? " 

Richard  hesitated  a  little  and  then  replied, 

"  She  is  the  girl  who  works  for  mother  when  we  need 
help." 

"  Not  a  hired  girl, — surely  not  a  hired  girl ! "  and  Ethelyn 
opened  her  brown  eyes  wide  with  surprise  and  indignation, 
wondering  aloud  what  Aunt  Sophie  would  say  if  she  knew 
she  had  eaten  with  and  been  introduced  to  a  hired  girl. 

Richard  did  not  say,  "  Aunt  Sophie  be  hanged,  or  be— 
anything,"  but  he  thought  it,  just  as  he  thought  Ethelyn'g 
ideas  peculiar  and  over-nice.  Eunice  Plympton  was  a 
respectable,  trusty  girl,  and  he  believed  in  doing  well  f<>i 
those  who  did  well  for  him  ;  but  that  was  no  time  to  arguf 
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the  point,  and  so  lie  sat  still  and  listened  to  Ethelyn's  com 
plaint  that  Eunice  had  called  him  Richard,  and  would  un« 
doubtedly  on  the  morrow  address  her  as  Ethelyn.  Richard 
thought  not,  but  he  changed  his  mind  when,  fifteen  minute? 
later,  he  descended  to  the  kitchen  and  heard  Eunice  asking 
Andy  if  he  did  not  think  "Ethelyn  looked  like  the  Me- 
thodist minister's  new  wife." 

This  was  an  offence  which  even  Richard  could  not  suffer 
to  pass  unrebuked ;  and  sending  Andy  out  on  some  pretext  or 
other,  he  said  that  to  Eunice  Plympton  which  made  her  more 
careful  as  to  what  she  called  his  wife,  but  he  did  it  so  kindly 
that  she  could  not  be  offended  with  him,  though  she  waa 
strengthened  in  her  opinion  that  "  Miss  Ethelyn  was  a 
stuck-up,  an  upstart,  and  a  hateful.  Supposin'  she  had  been 
waited  on  all  her  life,  and  brought  up  delicately,  as  Richard 
said,  that  was  no  reason  why  she  need  feel  so  big,  and  above 
speaking  to  a  poor  girl  when  she  was  introduced."  She 
guessed  that  "  Eunice  Plympton  was  fully  as  respectable  and 
quite  as  much  thought  on  by  the  neighbors,  if  she  didn't 
wear  a  frock-coat  and  a  man's  hat  with  a  green  feather  stuck 
in  it." 

This  was  the  substance  of  Eunice's  soliloquy,  as  she 
cleaned  the  potatoes  for  the  morrow's  breakfast,  and  laid 
the  kindlings  by  the  stove,  ready  for  the  morning  fire. 
Still  Eunice  was  not  a  bad-hearted  girl,  and  when  Andy,  who 
heard  her  mutterings,  put  in  a  plea  for  Ethelyn,  who  he 
said  "  had  never  been  so  far  away  from  home  before,  and 
whose  head  was  aching  enough  to  split,"  she  began  to 
relent,  and  proposed  of  her  own  accord  to  take  up  to  the 
great  lady  a  foot-bath,  together  with  hot  water  for  hei 
head. 

It  was  so  long  since  Richard  had  been  at  home,  and 
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there  was  so  much  to  hear  of  what  had  happened  luring 
his  absence,  that  instead  of  going  back  to  Ethelyn  he 
yielded  to  his  mother's  wish  that  he  should  stay  with  her ; 
tnd  sitting  down  in  his  arm-chair  by  the  blazing  fire,  he 
found  it  so  pleasant  to  be  flattered  and  caressed,  and 
deferred  to  again,  that  he  was  in  some  danger  of  forgetting 
the  young  wife  who  was  thus  left  to  the  tender  mercies  of 
Andy  and  Eunice  Plympton.  Andy  had  caught  eagerly  at 
Eunice's  suggestion  of  the  foot-bath,  and  offered  to  carry  it 
up  himself,  while  Eunice  followed  with  her  towels  and  basin 
of  hot  water.  It  never  occurred  to  either  of  them  to  knock 
for  admittance,  and  Ethelyn  was  obliged  to  endure  their 
presence,  which  she  did  at  first  with  a  shadow  on  her 
brow ;  but  when  Andy  asked  so  pleadingly  that  she  try 
the  hot  water,  and  Eunice  joined  her  entreaties  with  his, 
Ethelyn  consented,  and  lay  very  quiet  while  Eunice 
Plympton  bathed  the  aching  head  and  smoothed  the  long, 
bright  hair,  which  both  she  and  Andy  admired  so  much  ; 
for  Andy,  when  he  found  that  Ethelyn  declined  the  foot- 
bath, concluded  to  remain  awhile,  and  sitting  down  before 
the  fire,  he  scrutinized  the  form  and  features  of  his  new 
sister,  and  made  remarks  upon  the  luxuriant  tresses  which 
Eunice  combed  so  carefully. 

It  was  something  to  have  the  homage  of  even  such  sub- 
jects as  these,  and  Ethelyn's  heart  grew  softer  as  the  pain 
gradually  subsided  beneath  Eunice's  mesmeric  touch,  and 
she  answered  graciously  the  questions  propounded  as  to 
whether  that  sack,  or  great-coat,  or  whatever  it  was  called, 
which  she  wore  around  her,  was  the  very  last  style,  how 
much  it  took  to  cut  it,  and  if  Miss  Markham  had  the  pattern. 
On  being  told  that  "  Miss  Markham "  had  not  the  pat> 
tern,  Eunice  presumed  Melinda  Jones  could  cut  one ;  and 
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flien,  while  the  cooled  water  was  heating  on  the  coalt 
which  Andy  raked  out  upon  the  hearth,  Eunice  asked  it 
she  might  just  try  on  the  "vasquine"  and  let  Miss  Mark 
ham  see  how  she  looked  in  it. 

For  a  moment  Ethelyn  hesitated,  but  Eunice  had  been 
«o  kind,  and  made  her  request  so  timidly,  that  she  could 
not  well  refuse,  and  gave  a  faint  assent.  But  she  was  spared 
the  trial  of  seeing  her  basquine  strained  over  Eunice's  buxom 
figure  by  the  entrance  of  Richard,  who  came  to  say  that  Eu- 
nice was  wanted  by  his  mother,  and  also  that  Melinda  Jones 
ivas  in  the  parlor  below,  and  had  asked  to  see  his  wife. 
[n  spite  of  all  Tim  had  said  about  madam's  airs,  and  his 
idvice  that  "  Melinda  should  keep  away,"  that  young  lady 
aad  ventured  upon  a  call,  thinking  her  intimacy  with  the 
family  would  excuse  any  unseemly  haste,  and  thinking 
100,  it  may  be,  that  possibly  Mrs.  Richard  Markham 
fvould  be  glad  to  know  there  was  some  one  in  Olney  more 
Hike  the  people  to  whom  she  had  been  accustomed  than 
Mrs.  Markham  senior  and  her  handmaid,  Eunice  Plympton. 
Melinda's  toilet  had  been  made  with  a  direct  reference  to 
what  Mrs.  Ethelyn  would  think  of  it,  and  she  was  looking 
rery  well  indeed  in  her  gray  dress  and  sack,  with  plain 
straw-hat  and  green  ribbons,  which  harmonized  well  with 
her  high-colored  cheeks.  But  Melinda's  pains  had  been  foi 
naught,  just  as  Richard  feared,  when  she  asked  if  "  Mrs. 
Markham  "  was  too  tired  to  see  her. 

Richard  was  glad  to  see  Melinda,  and  Melinda  was  glad 
to  see  Richard, — so  glad  that  she  gave  him  a  hearty  kiss, 
prefacing  the  act  with  the  remark,  "  I  can  kiss  you,  uow 
you  are  a  married  man." 

Richard  liked  the  kiss,  and  liked  Melinda's  frank,  opec 
manner,  which  had  in  it  nothing  Van  Burenish,  as  he  se 
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cretly  termed  the  studied  elegance  of  Mrs.  Richard  Mark 
ham's  style.  Melinda  was  natural,  and  he  promptly  kissed 
her  back,  feeling  that  in  doing  so  he  was  guilty  of  nothing 
wrong,  for  he  would  have  done  the  same  had  Ethelyn  been 
present.  She  had  a  terrible  headache,  he  said,  in  answei 
to  Melinda's  inquiry,  and  perhaps  she  did  not  feel  able  to 
pome  down.     He  would  see. 

The  hot  water  and  Eunice's  bathing  had  done  Ethelyn 
good,  and,  with  the  exception  that  she  was  very  pale,  she 
looked  bright  and  handsome,  as  she  lay  upon  the  pillows 
with  her  loose  hair  forming  a  dark,  glossy  frame  about  her  face. 

"  You  are  better,  Ethie,"  Richard  said,  bending  over  her, 
and  playfully  lifting  her  heavy  hair.  "  Eunice  has  done 
you  good.     She's  not  so  bad,  after  all." 

"  Eunice  is  well  enough  in  her  place,"  was  Ethelyn's 
reply;  and  then  there  was  a  pause,  while  Richard  wondered 
how  he  should  introduce  Melinda  Jones. 

Perhaps  it  was  vain  in  him,  but  he  really  fancied  that 
the  name  of  Jones  was  distasteful  to  Ethelyn,  just  as  the 
Van  Buren  name  would  have  been  more  distasteful  to  him 
than  it  already  was,  had  he  known  of  Frank's  love  affair; 
and  to  a  certain  extent  he  was  right.  Ethelyn  did  dislike 
to  hear  of  the  Joneses,  and  her  brow  grew  cloudy  at  once 
when  Richard  said,  bunglingly,  and  as  if  it  were  not  at  all 
what  he  had  come  up  to  say — "  Oh,  don't  you  remembei 
hearing  me  speak  of  Melinda  Jones,  whom  I  hoped  you 
would  like  ?  She  is  very  kind  to  mother  ;  we  all  think  a 
great  deal  of  her ;  and  though  she  knows  it  is  rather  soon 
to  call,  she  has  come  in  for  a  few  minutes,  and  would  ^ke 
to  see  you.  I  should  be  so  glad  if  you  would  go  down,  foi 
it  will  gratify  her,  I  know ;  and  I  really  think  we  owe  hei 
something,  she  has  always  been  sc  kind." 
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But  Ethelyn  was  too  tired,  and  her  head  ached  Ij>o  hard 
to  see  visitors,  she  said;  and  besides  that,  "Miss  Jones 
ought  to  have  known  that  it  was  not  proper  to  call  so  soon. 
None  but  a  very  intimate  friend  could  presume  upon  such 
a  thing." 

"  And  Melinda  is  an  intimate  friend,"  Richard  answered, 
a  little  warmly,  as  he  left  his  wife  and  went  back  to  Melin- 
da with  the  message  that  "  some  time  Ethelyn  would  be 
happy  to  make  Miss  Jones'  acquaintance,  but  to-night  she 
must  be  excused,  as  she  was  too  tired  to  come  down." 

All  this  time  Andy  had  been  standing  with  his  back  to 
the  fire,  his  coat-skirts  taken  up  in  his  arms,  his  light,  soft 
hat  on  his  head,  and  his  ears  taking  in  all  that  was  tran- 
spiring. Andyr  regarded  his  stylish  sister-in-law  as  a  very 
choice  gem,  which  was  not  to  be  handled  too  roughly,  but 
he  was  not  afraid  of  her ;  he  was  seldom  afraid  of  at  y- 
body ;  and  when  Richard  was  gone  he  walked  boldly  ip 
to  Ethel}  n  and  said — 

"  I  don't  want  to  be  meddlesome,  but  'pears  to  me  if 
you'd  spoke  out  your  feelings  to  Dick,  you'd  said,  '  1  ^11 
Melinda  «*ones  I  don't  want  to  see  her,  neither  to-night  ror 
any  time.'  Mebby  I'm  mist^tn ;  but  honest,  do  you  want 
to  see  Mehnda?" 

There  was  something  so  straightforward  in  his  manner 
that,  without  being  the  least  offended,  Ethelyn  replied — 

"  No,  I  dc  not.  I  am  sure  I  should  not  like  her  if  she 
at  all  resembles  her  brother,  that  terrible  Timothy." 

Andy  did  n-^t  know  that  there  was  anything  so  very  ter- 
rible about  Tim.  Re  liked  him  because  he  gave  him  such 
nice  chews  of  tobacco,  and  was  always  so  ready  to  lend  a 
helping  hand  in  hog-killing  time,  or  when  a  horse  was  sick  f 
neither  had  he  ev-°r  heard  him  called  Timothy  before-  and 
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the  name  sounded  oddly ;  but  he  classed  it  witn  the  fins 
ways  of  his  new  sister,  who  called  him  Anderson,  though 
be  so  much  wished  she  wouldn't.  It  sounded  as  if  she  did 
not  like  him ;  but  he  said  nothing  on  that  subject  now, — 
he  merely  adhered  to  the  Jones  question,  and,  without  de- 
fending Tim,  replied — - 

"  Gals  are  never  much  like  their  brothers,  I  reckon. 
They  are  softer,  and  finer,  and  neater ;  leastways  our  Daisy 
was  as  different  from  us  as  different  could  be,  and  Melinda 
is  different  from  Tim.  She's  been  to  Camden  high-school, 
and  has  got  a  book  that  she  talks  French  out  of;  and  didn't 
you  ever  see  that  piece  that  she  wrote  about  Mr.  Baldwin's 
boy,  who  fell  from  the  top  of  the  church  when  it  was  build- 
ing, and  was  scrushed  to  death?  It  was  printed,  all  in 
rhyme,  in  the  Camden  Sentinel,  and  Jim  has  a  copy  of  it 
in  his  wallet,  'long  with  a  lock  of  Melinda's  hair.  I  tell 
you  she's  a  team." 

Andy  was  warming  up  with  his  subject,  and  finding 
Ethelyn  a  good  listener,  he  continued — 

"  I  want  you  to  like  her,  and  I  b'lieve  you  orter,  for  if 
it  hadn't  been  for  her  this  room  wouldn't  of  been  fixed  up 
as  'tis.  Melinda  coaxed  mother  to  buy  the  carpet,  and 
the  curtings,  and  to  put  your  bed  in  there.  Why,  that 
was  the  meal-room,  where  you  be,  and  we  used  to  keep 
the  beans  there  too ;  but  Melinda  stuck-to  till  mother 
moved  the  chest  and  the  bags,  and  then  we  got  some 
paint,  and  me  and  the  boys,  and  Melinda  painted,  and 
worked,  hopin'  all  the  time  that  you'd  be  pleased,  as  I 
guess  you  be.     We  wanted  to  have  you  like  us." 

And  simple-hearted  Andy  drew  near  to  Ethelyn,  who 
was  softened  more  by  what  he  said  than  she  could  have 
been  by  her  husband's  most  urgent  appeal.     The  though* 
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frf  the  people  to  whom  she  had  been  so  cold,  and  rude, 
working  and  planning  for  her  comfort,  touched  a  very  tendei 
chord,  and  had  Richard  then  requested  her  to  go  down,  it 
is  ver}T  possible  she  might  have  done  so  ;  but  it  was  too 
late  now,  and  after  Andy  left  her  she  lay  pondering  what 
he  had  said,  and  listening  to  the  sound  of  voices  which 
came  up  to  her  from  the  parlor  directly  beneath  her  room, 
where  James,  and  John,  and  Andy,  and  the  mother,  with 
Melinda  and  Eunice,  were  talking  to  Richand,  who  was 
conscious  of  a  greater  feeling  of  content,  sitting  there  in 
their  midst  again,  than  he  had  known  in  many  a  day. 
Melinda  had  been  more  than  disappointed  at  Mrs.  Richard's 
non-appearance,  for  aside  from  a  curiosity  to  see  the  great 
lady,  there  was  a  desire  to  be  able  to  report  that  she  had 
»>een  her  to  other  females  equally  curious,  whom  she  would 
*iext  day  meet  at  church.  It  would  have  added  somewhat 
to  her  self-complacency  as  well  as  importance  in  their  eyes, 
;ould  she  have  quoted  Mrs.  Richard's  sayings,  and  described 
Airs.  Richard's  dress,  the  very  first  day  after  her  arrival.  It 
would  look  as  if  the  intimacy,  which  many  predicted  would 
end  with  Mrs.  Ethelyn's  coming,  was  only  cemented  the 
stronger ;  but  no  such  honor  was  in  store  for  her.  Ethelyn 
declined  coming  down,  and  with  a  good-humored  smile 
Melinda  said  she  was  quite  excusable ;  and  then,  untying  her 
bonnet,  she  laid  it  aside,  just  as  she  did  the  indescribable 
air  of  stiffness  she  had  worn  while  expecting  Mrs.  Richard. 
How  merrily  they  all  laughed  and  chatted  together  !  and 
bow  handsome  James'  eyes  grew  as  they  rested  admiringly 
upon  the  sprightly  girl,  who,  perfectly  conscious  of  his  gaze, 
never  looked  at  him,  but  confined  her  attention  wholly  to 
Richard,  untL  Andy  asked  "if  they' could  not  have  a  bit 
of  a  tune.' 
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Then,  for  the  first  time,  Richard  discovered  that  Ethe 
lyn's  piano  had  been  unpacked,  and  was  now  standing  be- 
tween the  south  windows,  directly  under  Daisy's  picture, 
It  was  open,  too,  and  the  sheet  of  music  upon  the  rack  told 
that  it  had  been  used.  Richard  did  not  care  for  himself, 
but  he  was  afraid  of  what  Ethelyn  might  say,  and  wondered 
why  she  had  not  spoken  of  the  liberty  they  had  taken. 

Ethelyn  had  not  observed  the  piano ;  or  if  she  had  she 
paid  no  attention  to  it.  Accustomed  as  she  had  always 
been  to  seeing  one  in  the  room,  she  would  have  missed  its 
absence  more  than  she  noticed  its  presence.  But  when,  as 
she  lay  half  dozing  and  thinking  of  Aunt  Barbara,  the  old 
familiar  air  of  u  Monymusk,"  played  with  a  most  ener- 
getic hand,  came  to  her  ear,  she  started,  for  she  knew  the 
tone  of  her  own  instrument, — knew,  too,  that  Melinda 
Jones'  hands  were  sweeping  the  keys, — and  all  that  Me- 
linda Jones  had  done  for  her  comfort  was  forgotten  in  the 
deep  resentment  which  heated  her  blood,  and  flushed  her 
cheek  as  she  listened  to  "  Old  Zip  Coon,"  which  followed 
"  Monymusk,"  a  shuffling  sound  of  feet  telling  that  some- 
body's boots  were  keeping  time  after  a  very  unorthodox 
fashion.  Next  came  a  song, — "  Old  Folks  at  Home," — and 
in  spite  of  her  resentment  Ethelyn  found  herself  listening 
intently  as  James'  rich,  deep  bass,  and  John's  clear  tenor, 
and  Andy's  alto  joined  in  the  chorus  with  Melinda's  full 
soprano.  The  Markham  boys  were  noted  for  the;r  fine 
voices ;  and  even  Richard  had  once  assisted  at  a  public 
concert ;  but  to-night  he  did  not  sing, — his  thoughts  were 
too  intent  upon  the  wife  up-stairs  and  what  she  might  bo 
thinking  of  the  performance,  and  he  was  glad  when  the 
piano  was  closed  and  Melinda  Jones  had  gone. 

It  waa  later  than  he  supposed,  and  the  clock  pointed  U 
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almost  eleven  when  he  at  last  said  good-night  to  his  mothet 
and  went,  with  a  half-guilty  feeling,  to  his  room.  Bt  t  there 
were  no  chidings  in  store  for  him ;  for,  wearied  with  hei 
jcurney,  and  soothed  by  the  music,  Ethelyn  had  forgotten 
all  her  cares  and  lay  quietly  sleeping,  with  one  hand  be- 
neath her  cheek  and  the  other  resting  outside  the  white 
counterpane.  Ethie  was  very  pretty  in  her  sleep,  and  the 
proud,  restless  look  about  her  mouth  was  gone,  leaving  an 
expression  more  like  a  child's  than  like  a  girl  of  eighteen. 
And  Richard,  looking  at  her,  felt  supremely  happy  that  she 
was  his,  forgetting  all  of  the  past  which  had  been  unpleas- 
ant, and  thinking  only  that  he  was  blessed  above  his  fel- 
low-mortals that  he  could  call  the  beautiful  girl  before  him 
nis  Ethelyn, — his  wife. 


-►-*— 


CHAPTER  X. 

FIRST    DAYS    IN    OLNEY. 


HERE  were  a  great  many  vacant  seats  m  the 
Methodist  Church  the  morning  following  Ethe. 
lyn's  arrival,  while  Mr.  Town  send  was  surprised 
at  the  size  of  his  congregation.  It  was  generally  known 
that  Mrs.  Judge  Markham  was  an  Episcopalian,  and  as  she 
would  of  course  patronize  the  Village  Hall,  the  young  peo- 
ple of  Olney  were  there  en  masse,  eager  to  see  the  bride. 
But  their  curiosity  was  not  gratified.  Ethelyn  was  too 
tiied  to  go  out,  Andy  said,  when  questioned  on  the  subject, 
while  Eunice  Plympton,  who  was  also  of  Andy's  faith,  and 
an  attendant  at  the  Village  Hall,  added  the  very  valuable 
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piece  of  information  that  "  Miss  Markham's  breakfast  had 
been  taken  to  her,  and  that  when  she  (Eunice)  came  away 
she  was  still  in  bed,  or  at  all  events  had  not  made  her  ap- 
peal ance  below."  This,  together  with  Eunice's  assertion 
that  she  was  handsome,  and  Tim  Jones'  testimony  that  she 
was  "  mighty  stuck  up,  but  awful  neat,"  was  all  the  disap- 
pointed Olneyites  heard  of  Mrs.  Richard  Markham,  who,  a? 
Eunice  reported,  had  breakfasted  in  bed,  and  was  still  lying 
there  when  the  one  bell  in  Olney  rang  out  its  summons  for 
church.  She  did  not  pretend  to  be  sick, — only  tired  and 
languid,  and  indisposed  for  any  exertion ;  and  then  it  was 
so  much  nicer  taking  her  breakfast  from  the  little  tray  cov- 
ered with  the  snowy  towel  which  Richard  brought  her,  than 
it  was  to  go  down  stairs  and  encounter  all  "  those  dreadful 
people,"  as  she  mentally  styled  Richard's  family;  so  she 
begged  for  indulgence  this  once,  and  Richard  could  not  re- 
fuse her  request,  and  excused  her  to  his  mother,  who  said 
nothing,  but  whose  face  wore  an  expression  which  Richard 
did  not  like. 

Always  strong  and  healthy  herself,  Mrs.  Markham  had 
but  little  charity  for  nervous,  delicate  people,  and  she  de- 
voutly hoped  that  Richard's  wife  would  not  prove  to  be 
one  of  that  sort.  When  the  dishes  were  washed,  and  the 
floor  swept,  and  the  broom  hung  up  in  its  place,  and  the 
sleeves  of  the  brown,  dotted  calico  rolled  down,  she  went 
herself  to  see  Ethelyn,  her  quick  eye  noticing  the  elaborate 
night-gown,  with  its  dainty  tucks  and  expensive  embroidery, 
and  her  thoughts  at  once  leaping  forward  to  ironing-day, 
with  the  wonder  who  was  to  do  up  such  finery.  "  Of 
course,  though,  she'll  see  to  such  things  herself,"  was  hei 
mental  conclusion ;  and  then  she  proceeded  to  question 
Ethelyn  as  to  what  was  the  matter,  and  where  she  felt  th? 
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worst.  A  person  who  did  not  come  djwn  to  breakfasl 
roust  either  be  sick  or  very  babyish  and  notioral,  and  as 
Ethelyn  did  not  pretend  to  much  indisposition,  the  good 
woman  naturally  concluded  that  she  was  "  hypoey,"  and 
pitied  her  boy  accordingly. 

Ethelyn  readily  guessed  the  opinion  her  mother-in-.aw 
was  forming  of  her,  and  could  hardly  steady  her  voice  suffi- 
ciently to  answer  her  questions  or  repress  her  tears,  which 
gushed  forth  the  moment  Mrs.  Markham  had  left  the  room, 
and  she  was  alone  with  Richard.  Poor  Richard!  it  was  a 
novel  position  in  which  he  found  himself, — that  of  mediator 
between  his  mother  and  his  wife ;  but  he  succeeded  very  well, 
soothing  and  caressing  the  latter,  until  when,  at  three 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  the  bountiful  dinner  was  ready,  he 
had  the  pleasure  of  taking  her  down  stairs,  looking  very 
beautiful  in  her  handsome  black  silk,  and  the  pink  coral 
ornaments  Aunt  Barbara  had  given  her.  There  was  noth- 
ing gaudy  about  her  dress ;  it  was  in  perfect  taste,  and 
very  plain  too,  as  she  thought,  even  if  it  was  trimmed  with 
lace  and  bugles.  But  she  could  not  help  feeling  that  it  was 
out  of  keeping  when  James,  and  John,  and  Eunice  stared 
so  at  her,  and  Mrs.  Markham  asked  if  she  hadn't  better  tie 
on  an  apron  for  fear  she  might  get  something  on  her. 
With  ready  alacrity  Eunice,  who  fancied  her  young  mis- 
tress looked  like  a  queen,  ran  for  her  own  clean,  white 
apron,  which  she  offered  to  the  lady. 

But  Ethelyn  declined  it,  saying,  "  My  napkin  is  all  that 
1  shall  require." 

Mrs.  Markham,  and  Eunicej  and  Andy  glarced  at  each 
other.  Napkins  were  a  luxury  in  which  Mr&.  Markham 
had  never  indulged.  She  knew  they  were  common  m  al- 
most <*very  family  of  her  acquaintance ;  but   she  did  noi 
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see  of  wb-at  use  they  were,  except  to  make  rLOie  washing, 
and  as  her  standard  of  things  was  the  standard  of  thirty 
rears  back,  she  was  not  easily  convinced  ;  and  even  Me- 
finda  Jones  had  failed  on  the  napkin  question.  Ethelyn 
had  been  too  much  excited  to  observe  their  absence  the 
previous  night,  and  she  now  spoke  in  all  sincerity,  never 
dreaming  that  there  was  not  such  an  article  in  the  house. 
But  there  was  a  small  square  towel  of  the  finest  linen,  and 
sacred  to  the  memory  of  Daisy,  who  had  hemmed  it  herself 
and  worked  her  name  in  the  corner.  It  was  lying  in  the 
drawer  now,  with  her  white  cambric  dress,  and,  at  a  whis- 
pered word  from  her  mistress,  Eunice  brought  it  out  and 
laid  it  in  Ethelyn's  lap,  while  Richard's  face  grew  crimson 
*.&  he  began  to  think  that  possibly  his  mother  might  be  a 
very  little  behind  the  times  in  her  household  arrangements. 
Ethelyn's  appetite  had  improved  since  the  previous  night, 
%  ad  she  did  ample  justice  to  the  well-cooked  dinner;  but 
her  spirits  were  ruffled  again  when,  on  returning  to  her 
room  an  hour  or  so  after  dinner,  she  found  it  in  the  same 
disorderly  condition  in  which  she  had  left  it.  Ethelyn  had 
never  taken  charge  of  her  own  room,  for  at  Aunt  Barbara's 
Betty  had  esteemed  it  a  privilege  to  wait  upon  her  young 
mistress,  while  Aunt  Van  Buren  would  have  been  horror- 
stricken  at  the  idea  of  any  one  of  her  guests  making  their 
own  bed.  Mrs.  Markham,  on  the  contrary,  could  hardly 
conceive  of  a  lady  too  fine  to  do  that  service  for  herself, 
and  Eunice  was  not  the  least  to  blame  for  omitting  to  do 
what  she  had  never  been  told  was  her  duty.  A  few  words 
from  Richard,  however,  and  the  promise  of  an  extra  quar- 
ter per  week,  made  that  matter  all  right ;  and  neither  Betty 
nor  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren's  trained  chambermaid,  Mag,  had 
ever  entered  into  the  clearing-up  process  with  greater  zeal 
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than  did  Eunice  when  once  she  knew  that  Richard  expected 
it  of  her.  She  was  naturally  kind-hearted,  and  though 
Ethelyn's  lofty  ways  annoyed  her  somewhat,  her  admira- 
tion for  the  beautiful  woman  and  her  elegant  wardrobe  was 
unbounded,  and  she  felt  a  pride  in  waiting  upon  her  which 
blie  would  once  have  thought  impossible  to  feel  in  anything 
pertaining  to  her  duties  as  a  servant. 

The  following  morning  brought  with  it  the  opening  of 
the  box  where  the  family  presents  were ;  but  Ethelyn  did 
not  feel  as  much  interest  in  them  now  as  when  they 
were  purchased.  She  knew  how  out  of  place  they  were, 
and  fully  appreciated  the  puzzled  expression  of  James' 
face  when  he  saw  the  blue  velvet  smoking-cap.  It  did  not 
harmonize  with  the  common  clay-pipe  he  always  smoked 
on  Sunday,  and  much  less  with  the  coarse,  cob  thing  she 
saw  him  take  from  the  kitchen -mantel  that  morning  just 
after  he  left  the  breakfast-table,  and  donned  the  blue  frock 
he  wore  upon  the  farm.  He  did  not  know  what  the  fanci- 
ful-tasselled  thing  was  for ;  but  he  reflected  that  Melinda, 
who  had  been  to  boarding-school,  could  enlighten  him,  and 
he  thanked  his  pretty  sister-  with  a  good  deal  of  gentle- 
manly grace.  He  was  more  observing  than  Richard,  and 
with  the  same  advantages  would  have  polished  sooner. 
Though  a  little  afraid  of  Ethelyn,  there  was  something  in 
her  manners  very  pleasing  to  him,  and  his  soft  eyes  looked 
down  upon  her  kindly  as  he  took  the  cap  and  carried  it  to 
hi?  room,  laying  it  carefully  away  in  the  drawer  where  his 
Sunday  shirts,  and  collars,  and  "  dancing  pumps,"  and 
Sshing  tackle,  and  paper  of  chewing  tobacco  were. 

Meanwhile,   John,   who   was  even  more  shy  of  Ethelyn 
than  James,  had  been  made  the  recipient  of  the  elegantly- 
tmbroidered  slippers,  which  presented  so  marked  a  contrast 
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to  his  heavy  cowhides,  and  were  three  sizes  too  siLall 
for  his  mammoth  feet.  Ethelyn  saw  the  discrepancy  at 
once,  and  the  effort  it  was  for  John  to  keep  from  laughing 
outright,  as  he  took  the  dainty  things  into  which  he  could 
but  little  more  than  thrust  his  toes. 

"  You  did  not  know  what  a  Goliath  I  was,  nor  wha.t  stogies 
I  wore  ;  but  I  thank  you  all  the  same,"  John  said,  and  with 
burning  blushes  Ethelyn  turned  next  to  her  beautiful  Schiller, 
— the  exquisite  little  bust, — which  Andy,  in  his  simplicity 
mistook  for  a  big  doll,  feeling  a  little  affronted  that 
Ethelyn  should  suppose  him  childish  enough  to  care  for 
such  toys. 

But  when  Richard,  who  stood  looking  on,  explained  to 
his  weak  brother  what  it  was,  saying  that  people  of  culti- 
vation prized  such  things  as  these,  and  that  some  time  he 
would  read  to  him  of  the  great  German  poet,  Andy  felt 
better-,  and  accepted  his  big  doll  with  a  very  good 
grace. 

The  coiffeur  came  next,  Mrs.  Markham   saying  she  was 
much  obliged,  and  Eunice  asking  if  it  was  a  half-handkei 
chief,  to  be  worn  about  the  neck. 

Taken  individually  and  collectively,  the  presents  were  a 
failure, — all  but  the  pretty  collar  and  ribbon-bow,  which,  as 
an  afterthought,  Ethelyn  gave  to  Eunice,  whose  delight 
knew  no  bounds.  This  was  something  she  could  appre- 
ciate, while  Ethelyn' s  gifts  to  the  others  had  been  far  beyond 
them,  and  but  for  the  good  feeling  they  manifested  might 
as  well  have  been  withheld.  Ethelyn  felt  this  teenly,  and 
it  did  not  tend  to  lessen  the  bitter  disappointment  which 
had  been  gnawing  in  her  heart  ever  since  she  reached  heT 
Western  home.  Everything  was  different  from  what  she 
had  pictured  it  in  her  mind, — everything  but  Daisy's  fa^e, 
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which,  from  its  Hack-walnut  frame  above  her  j.iano,  seemed 
to  look  so  lovingly  down  upon  her.  It  was  a  sweet,  refined 
face,  and  the  soft  eyes  of  blue  were  more  beautiful  than 
anything  Ethelyn  had  ever  seen.  She  did  not  wonder  that 
every  member  of  that  family  looked  upon  their  lost  Daisy 
as  the  household  angel,  lowering  their  voices  when  they 
spoke  of  her,  and  even  retarding  their  footsteps  when  they 
passed  near  her  picture.  She  did  wonder,  however,  that 
they  were  not  more  like  what  Daisy  must  have  been,  judg- 
ing from  the  expression  of  her  face  and  all  Richard  had 
said  of  her. 

Between  Mrs.  Markham  and  Ethelyn  there  was  from  the 
first  a  mutual  feeling  of  antagonism,  and  it  was  in  no  de- 
gree lessened  by  Aunt  Barbara's  letter,  which  Mrs.  Mark- 
ham  read  three  times  on  Sunday,  and  then  on  Monday 
very  foolishly  talked  it  up  with  Eunice,  whom  she  treated 
with  a  degree  of  familiarity  wholly  unaccountable  tt 
Ethelyn. 

"  What  did  that  Miss  Bigalow  take  her  for  that  she  musl 
ask  ner  to  be  kind  to  Ethelyn  ?  Of  course  she  should  da 
her  duty,  and  she  guessed  her  ways  were  not  so  very  dif- 
ferent from  other  people's,  either,"  and  the  good  woman 
gave  an  extra  twist  to  the  table-cloth  she  was  wringing,  and 
shaking  it  out  rather  fiercely,  tossed  it  into  the  huge 
clothes-basket  standing  near. 

The  wash  was  unusually  large  that  day,  and  as  the  un- 
packing of  the  box  had  taken  up  some  time,  the  clock 
was  striking  two  just  as  the  last  clothes-pin  was  fastened  in 
its  place/  and  the  last  brown  towel  hung  upon  the  cm  rant 
bushes.  It  was  Mrs.  Markham 's  weakness  that  her  wash- 
ing should  be  fluttering  in  the  wind  before  that  of  Mrs, 
Jones,  which  cculd  be  plainly  seen  from  her  kitchen  win 
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dow.  But  today  Mrs.  Jones  was  ahead,  and  Melinla't 
pink  snn-boL.net  was  visible  in  the  little  back  yard  as  early 
as  eleven,  at  which  time  the  Markham.  garments  had  just 
commenced  to  boil.  The  bride  had  brought  with  her  a 
great  deal  of  extra  work,  and  what  with  waiting  breakfast 
for  her  until  the  coffee  was  cold  and  the  baked  potatoes 
"  soggy,"  and  then  cleaning  up  the  litter  of  "  that  box," 
Mrs.  Markham  was  behind  with  her  Monday's  work.  And 
it  did  not  tend  to  improve  her  temper  to  know  that  the 
cause  of  all  her  discomposure  was  "  playing  lady  "in  a 
handsome  cashmere  morning  -  gown,  with  heavy  tassels 
knotted  at  her  side,  while  she  was  bending  over  the  wash- 
tub  in  a  faded  calico  pinned  about  her  waist,  and  disclos- 
ing the  quilt  patched  with  many  colors,  and  the  black  yarn 
stockings  footed  with  coarse  white.  Not  that  Mrs.  Mark 
ham  cared  especially  for  the  difference  between  her  dress 
and  Ethelyn's, — neither  did  she  expect  Ethelyn  to  "  help  " 
that  day, — but  she  might  at  least  have  offered  to  wipe  the 
dinner  dishes,  she  thought.  It  would  have  shown  her 
good  will,  at  all  events.  But  instead  of  that  she  had  re- 
turned to  her  room  the  moment  dinner  was  over,  and 
Eunice,  who  went  up  to  hunt  for  a  missing  sock  of  Rich- 
ard's, reported  that  she  was  lying  on  the  lounge  with  a 
story  book  in  her  hand. 

"  Shiffless,"  was  the  word  Mrs.  Markham  wanted  to  use, 
bat  she  repressed  it,  for  she  would  not  talk  openly  against 
Richard's  wife  so  soon  after  her  arrival,  though  she  did 
make  some  invidious  remarks  concerning  the  handsome 
tinder-clothes,  wondering  "  what  folks  were  thinking  of  to 
put  so  much  work  where  it  was  never  seen.  Puffs,  and  em- 
broidery, and  lace,  and,  I  vum,  if  the  rufflers  ain't  tucked, 
too,"  she  continued,  in  a  despairing  voice,  hoping  Ethelyn 
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knew  "  how  to  iron  such  filagree  herself,  for  the  mercy 
knew  she  didn't." 

Now  these  same  puff's,  and  embroideries,  and  ruffles.,  and 
tucks  had  excited  Eunice's  liveliest  admiration,  and  hex  fin- 
gers had  fairly  itched  to  see  how  they  would  look  hanging 
on  the  clothes-bars  after  passing  through  her  hands.  That 
Ethelyn  could  touch  them  she  never  once  dreamed.  Hei 
instincts  were  truer  than  Mrs.  Markham's,  and  it  struck  her 
as  perfectly  proper  that  one  like  Ethelyn  should  sit  still 
while  others  served,  and  to  her  mistress's  remarks  as  to  the 
ironing,  she  hastened  to  reply,  "  I'd  a  heap  sight  rather  do 
them  up  than  to  iron  the  boys'  coarse  shirts  and  pantaloons. 
Don't  you  mind  the  summer  I  was  at  Camden  working  for 
Miss  Avery,  who  lived  next  door  to  Miss  Judge  Miller,  from 
New  York  ?  She  had  just  such  things  as  these,  and  I  used 
to  go  in  sometimes  and  watch  Katy  iron  'em,  so  I  b'lieve  I 
can  do  it  myself.     Anyways,  I  want  to  try." 

Fears  that  Eunice  might  rebel  had  been  uppermost  in 
Mrs.  Markham's  mind  when  she  saw  the  pile  of  elega  it 
clothes,  for  she  had  a  suspicion  that  Mrs.  Ethelyn  woi  id 
keep  as  much  aloof  from  the  ironing-board  as  she  did  fr  in 
the  dish-washing;  but  if  Eunice  was  willing  and  even  £>,d 
of  the  opportunity,  why,  that  made  a  difference ;  and  iho 
good  woman  began  to  feel  so  much  better  that  by  the  t  me 
the  last  article  was  on  the  line,  the  kitchen  floor  clearer  u>>; 
and  the  basin  of  water  heating  on  ine  stove  for  her  )wn 
ablutions,  she  was  quite  amiably  disposed  toward  her  grand 
daughter-in-law,  who  had  not  made  her  appearance  since 
dinner.  Ethelyn  liked  staying  in  her  chamber  better  than 
anywhere  else,  and  it  was  especially  pleasant  there  to-day, 
for  Eunice  had  taken  great  pains  to  make  it  so,— sweeping, 
and  dusting,  and  putting  to  rights^  and  patting  the  pillow? 
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and  cushions  just  as  slie  had  seen  Melin  la  do,  and  thei^ 
after  the  collar  and  ribbon  had  been  given  to  her,  going 
down  on  her  hands  and  knees  before  the  fire  to  wash  the 
hearth  with  milk,  which  gave  to  the  red  bricks  a  polished, 
shining  appearance,  and  added  much  to  the  cheerfulness  of 
the  room.  Ethelyn  had  commended  her  pleasantly,  and, 
in  the  seventh  heaven  of  delight,  Eunice  had  returned  to 
her  washing,  taking  greater  pains  than  ever  with  the  dainty 
puffs  and  frills,  and  putting  in  a  stitch  where  one  was 
needed. 

It  was  very  evident  that  Eunice  admired  Ethelyn^  and 
Ethelyn  in  return  began  to  appreciate  Eunice;  and  when, 
after  dinner,  she  went  to  her  room,  and,  wearied  with  her 
unpacking,  lay  down  upon  the  lounge,  she  felt  happier  than 
she  had  since  her  first  sight  of  Olney.  It  was  pleasant  up 
there,  and  the  room  looked  very  pretty  with  the  brackets 
and  ornaments,  and  pictures  she  had  hung  there  instead  of 
in  the  parlor,  and  she  decided  within  herself  that  she 
could  be  quite  comfortable  for  the  few  weeks  which  must 
intervene  before  she  went  to  Washington.  She  should 
spend  most  of  the  time  in  the  retirement  of  her  room, 
mingling  as  little  as  possible  with  the  family,  and  keep- 
ing at  a  respectful  distance  from  her  mother-in-law,  whom 
she  liked  less  than  any  of  Richard's  relations. 

"  I  trust  the  Olney  people  will  not  think  it  their  duty 
to  call,"  she  thought.  "I  suppose  I  shall  have  to  endure 
the  Joneses  for  Abigail's  sake.  Melinda  certainly  has  some 
taste ;  possibly  I  may  like  hei,"  and  while  cogitating  upon 
Melinda  Jones  and  the  expected  gayeties  in  Washington, 
she  fell  asleep ;  nor  did  Richard's  step  arouse  her,  when, 
*bout  three  o'clock,  he  came  in  from  the  village  in  q^ieai 
*\f  some  law  documents  he  wished  to  see* 
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Vwwii  Van  Buren  would  probably  have  kis3ed  her  as  she 
ay  there  sleeping  so  quietly  ;  but  Richard  was  in  a  great 
harry.  He  had  plunged  at  once  into  business.  There 
wr:re  at  least  forty  men  waiting  to  see  and  consult  "the 
Squire,"  whose  reputation  for  honesty  and  ability  was 
very  great,  and  whose  simple  assertion  carried  more 
weight  than  the  roundest  oath  of  some  lawyers,  sworn 
upon  the  biggest  bible  in  Olney.  Waylaid  at  every  cor- 
ner, and  plied  with  numberless  questions,  "he  had  hardly 
found  an  opportunity  to  come  home  to  dinner,  and  now 
he  had  no  time  to  waste  in  love-making;.  He  saw 
Ethelyn,  however,  and  felt  that  his  room  had  never  been 
as  pleasant  as  it  was  with  her  there  in  it,  albeit  her  com- 
ing was  the  cause  of  his  books  and  papers  being  dis- 
turbed, and  tossed  about  and  moved  where  he  had  much 
trouble  to  find  them.  He  felt  glad,  too,  that  she  was 
out  of  his  mother's  way ;  and  feeling  that  all  was  well,  he 
found  his  papers  and  hurried  off  to  the  village  again, 
while  Ethelyn  slept  on  till  Eunice  Plympton  came  up  to 
say  that  "  Miss  Jones  and  Melinda  were  both  in  the  parloi 
%nd  wanted  her  to  come  down." 


CHAPTER  XI. 

CALLS     AND     VISITING. 

IRS.  JONES  had  risen  earlier  than  usual  that  Mon- 
day morning,  and  felt  not  a  little  elated  when  she 
saw  her  long  line  of  snowy  linen  swinging  in  the 
wind  before  that  of  her  neighbor,  whom  she  excused  or 
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the  score  cf  Richard's  wife.  But  when  twelve  o'clock^ 
and  even  one  o'clock  struck,  and  still  the  back  yard  gave 
no  sign,  she  began  to  wonder  "  if  any  of  'em  could  1 J 
sick;"  and  never  was  flag  of  truce  watched  for  more 
anxiously  than  she  watched  for  something  which  should  till 
that  it  was  all  well  at  Mrs.  Markham's. 

The  sign  appeared  at  last,  and  with  her  fears  quieted. 
Mrs.  Jones  pursued  the  even  tenor  of  her  way  until  every- 
thing was  done,  and  her  little  kitchen  was  as  shining  as 
soap  and  sand  and  scrubbing-brush  could  make  it.  Per- 
haps it  was  washing  the  patchwork  quilt  which  Abigail 
bad  pieced  that  brought  the  deceased  so  strongly  to  Mrs. 
Jones'  mind,  and  made  her  so  curious  to  see  Abigail's 
successor.  Whatever  it  was,  Mrs.  Jones  was  very  anxious 
for  a  sight  of  Ethelyn  ;  and  when  her  work  was  done  she 
donned  her  alpaca  dress,  and  tying  on  her  black  silk  apron, 
announced  her  intention  of  "  running  into  Mrs.  Markham's, 
just  a  minute.     Would  Melinda  go  along  ? " 

Melinda  had  been  once  to  no  purpose,  and  she  had  in- 
wardly resolved  to  wait  awhile  before  calling  again;  but 
she  felt  that  she  would  rather  be  with  her  mother  at  her 
first  interview  with  Ethelyn,  for  she  knew  she  could  cover 
up  some  defects  by  her  glibber  and  more  correct  manner 
of  conversing.  So  she  signified  her  assent,  but  did  not 
wear  her  best  bonnet,  as  she  had  on  Saturday  night.  This 
was  only  a  run  in,  she  said,  never  dreaming  that,  "  for  fear 
of  what  might  happen  if  she  was  urged  to  stay  to  tea," 
her  mother  had  deposited  in  her  capacious  pocket  the 
ehirt-sleeve  of  unbleached  cotton  she  was  making  for  Tim. 

And  so  about  four  o'clock  the  twain  started  for  '.he  house 
of  Mrs.  Markham,  who  welcomed  them  warmly.  She  wat 
always  glad  to  see  Mrs.  Jones,  and  she  was  doub.y  glad  to 
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day,  f  jr  it  seemed  to  her  that  some  trouble  had  come  upor 
her  which  made  neighborly  sympathy  and  neighborly  in 
tercourse  more  desirable  than  ever.  Added  to  this,  there 
was  in  her  heart  an  unconfessed  pride  in  Ethelyn  and  s 
desire  to  show  her  off.  "  Miss  Jones  was  not  going  to  sti 
Lome  a  step  til'*  after  supper,"  she  said,  as  that  lady  de 
murred  at  laying  off  her  bonnet.  "  She  had  got  to  stay 
and  see  Richard ;  besides  that,  they  were  going  to  have 
waffles  and  honey,  with  warm  gingerbread." 

Nobody  who  had  once  tested  them  could  withstand  Mrs 
Markham's  waffles  and  gingerbread, — Mrs.  Jones  certainly 
could  not ;  and  when  Eunice  went  up  for  Ethelyn  that 
worthy  woman  was  rocking  back  and  forth  in  a  low  rock 
ing-chair,  her  brass  thimble  on  her  ringer  and  Tim's  shirt 
sleeve  in  progress  of  making ;  while  Melinda,  in  her  pretty 
brown  merino  and  white  collar,  with  her  black  hair  shining 
like  satin,  sat  in  another  rocking-chair,  working  at  the  bit 
of  tetting  she  chanced  to  have  in  her  pocket.  Ethelyn  did 
not  care  to  go  down ;  it  was  like  stepping  into  another 
sphere, — leaving  her  own  society  for  that  of  the  Joneses ; 
but  there  was  no  alternative,  and  with  a  yawn  she  started 
up  and  began  smoothing  her  hair. 

"  This  wrapper  is  well  enough,"  she  said,  more  to  her- 
self than  Eunice,  who  was  still  standing  by  the  door  looking 
at  her. 

Eunice  did  not  think  the  wrapper  was  well  enough.  It 
was  pretty,  but  not  as  pretty  as  the  dresses  she  had  seen 
hanging  in  Ethelyn's  closet  when  she  arranged  the  room 
that  morning;  so  she  said,  hesitatingly,  "I  wish  yon 
wouldn't  wear  that  down.  You  was  so  handsome  yester- 
day in  the  black  gown,  with  them  red  ear-rings  and  pin, 
tud  your  hair  brushed  up,  so." 
6* 
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Ethelyn  liked  to  look  well,  even  here  in  Olney,  and  sc 
the  wrapper  was  laid  aside,  the  beautiful  brown  hair  wai 
wound  in  heavy  coils  about  the  back  of  the  head,  and 
brushed  back  from  her  white  forehead  after  a  fashioii 
ivhich  made  her  look  still  younger  and  more  girlish  than 
she  was.  A  pretty  plaid  silk,  with  trimmings  of  blue,  waa 
chosen  for  to-day,  Eunice  going  nearly  wild  over  the  short 
jaunty  basque,  laced  at  the  sides  and  the  back.  Eunice 
had  offered  to  stay  and  assist  at  her  young  mistress's 
toilet,  and  as  Ethelyn  was  not  unaccustomed  to  the  office 
>f  waiting-maid,  she  accepted  Eunice's  offer,  finding,  to  he? 
i.urprise,  that  the  coarse  red  fingers,  which  that  day  had 
.vashed  and  starched  her  linen,  were  not  unhandy  even 
ttraong  the  paraphernalia  of  a  Boston  lady's  toilet. 

"You  do  look  beautiful,"  Eunice  said,  standing  back  to 
admire  Ethelyn,  when  at  last  she  was  dressed.  "  I  have 
thought  Melinda  Jones  handsome,  but  she  can't  hold  a 
candle  to  you,  nor  nobody  else  I  ever  seen,  except  Miss 
judge  Miller,  in  Camden.  She  do  act  some  like  you,  with 
her  gown  dragglin'  behind  her  half  a  yard." 

Thus  flattered  and  complimented,  Ethelyn  went  down 
"tairs  to  where  Mrs.  Jones  sat  working  on  Timothy's  shirt, 
und  Melinda  was  crocheting,  while  Mrs.  Markham,  senior, 
dean  and  neat,  and  stiff  in  her  starched,  purple  calico,  sat 
putting  a  patch  on  a  fearfully  large  hole  in  the  knee  of 
Andy's  pants.  As  Ethelyn  swept  into  the  room  there  fell 
a  hush  upon  the  inmates,  and  Mrs.  Jones  was  almost  guilty 
of  an  exclamation  of  surprise.  She  had  expected  some* 
'Jrmg  fine,  she  said, — something  different  from  the  Olney 
quality, — but  she  was  not  prepared  for  anything  as  grand 
and  queenly  as  Ethelyn,  when  she  sailed  into  the  room, 
with  her  embioidered  handkerchief  held  so  gracefully  if 
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Her  hands,  and  in  response  to  Mrs.  Markham's  introduction, 
bowed  so  very  low,  and  slowly,  too,  her  lips  scarcely  raov 
ing  at  all,  and  her  eyes  bent  on  the  ground.  Mrs.  Jones 
actually  ran  the  needle  she  was  sewing  with  under  her 
thumb  in  her  sudden  start,  while  Melinda's  work  dropped 
into  her  lap.  She,  too,  was  surprised,  though  not  as  much 
as  her  mother.  She,  like  Eunice,  had  seen  Mrs.  Judge 
Miller,  from  New  York,  whose  bridal  trousseau  was  imported 
from  Paris,  and  whose  wardrobe  was  the  wonder  of  Camden. 
And  Ethelyn  was  very  much  like  her,  only  younger  and 
prettier. 

"  Very  pretty,"  Melinda  thought,  while  Mrs.  Jones  fell 
to  comparing  her,  mentally,  with  the  deceased  Abigail, — 
wondering  how  Richard,  if  he  had  ever  loved  the  one,  could 
have  fancied  the  other,  they  were  so  unlike. 

Of  course,  the  mother's  heart  gave  to  Abigail  the  prefer- 
ence for  all  that  was  good  and  womanly,  and  worthy  of 
Richard  Markham ;  but  Ethelyn  bore  off  the  palm  for  style, 
and  beauty  too. 

"  Handsome  as  a  doll,  but  awfully  proud,"  Mrs.  Jones 
decided,  during  the  interval  in  which  she  squeezed  her 
wounded  thumb,  and  got  the  needle  again  in  motion  upon 
Timothy's  shirt-sleeve. 

Ethelyn  was  not  greatly  disappointed  in  Mrs.  Jones  and 
her  daughter ;  the  mother  especially  was  much  like  what  she 
had  imagined  her  to  be,  while  Melinda  was  rather  prettier, 
■ — rather  more  like  the  Chicopee  girls  than  she  expected. 
There  was  a  look  on  her  face  like  Susie  Granger,  and  the 
kindly  expression  of  her  black  eyes  made  Ethelyn  excuse 
her  for  wearing  a  Magenta  bow,  while  her  cheeks  were  some- 
thing the  same  hue.  They  were  very  stiff  at  first,  Mrs.  Jones 
laying  nothing  at  all,  and   Melinda  only  venturing  upo» 
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commonplace  in  imiries, — as  to  now  Ethelyn  bore  her  journeVj 
if  she  was  ever  in  that  part  of  the  country  before,  and  ho\? 
she  thought  she  should  like  the  West.  This  last  question 
Ethelyn  could  not  answer  directly. 

"  It  was  very  different  from  New  England,"  she  said, 
"  but  she  was  prepared  for  that,  and  hoped  she  should  no , 
get  very  homesick  during  the  few  weeks  which  would 
elapse  before  she  went  to  Washington." 

At  this  point  Mrs.  Markham  stopped  her  patching  and 
looked  inquiringly  at  Ethelyn.  It  was  the  first  she  had 
heard  about  Ethelyn's  going  to  Washington;  she  had  un- 
derstood that  Richard's  wife  was  to  keep  her  company 
dining  the  winter,  a  prospect  which  since  Ethelyn's  arrival 
had  not  looked  so  pleasing  to  her  as  it  did  before.  How 
in  tne  world  they  should  get  on  together  without  Richard, 
she  did  not  know,  and  if  she  consulted  merely  l±\;r  own 
comfort  she  would  have  bidden  Ethelyn  go.  But  there 
were  other  things  to  be  considered, — there  was  the  great 
expense  it  would  be  for  Richard  to  have  his  wife  with  him. 
Heretofore  he  had  saved  a  good  share  of  his  salary,  but 
with  Ethelyn  it  would  be  money  out  of  his  pocket  all  the 
time  ;  besides  that,  Ethelyn's  best  place  for  the  present 
was  at  home. 

Thus  reasoned  Mrs.  Markham,  and  when  next  her  needle 
resumed  its  work  on  Andy's  patch,  Ethelyn's  fate  with  re- 
gard to  Washington  was  decided,  for  as  thought  the  mother 
du  that  point,  so  eventually  would  think  the  son,  who  de- 
ferred so  much  to  her  judgment.  He  came  in  after  a  little, 
looking  so  well  and  handsome  that  Ethelyn  felt  proud  of 
him ;  and  had  he  then  laid  his  hand  upon  her  shouldei,  01 
put  his  arm  around  her  waist,  as  he  sometimes  did  when 
they  were  a1  one,  she  would  not  have  shaken  it  off,  as  wai 
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bei  usual  custom.  Indeed,  such  is  the  perversity  of  humai 
nat'ire,  and  so  many  contradictions  are  there  in  it,  that 
Ethelyn  rather  wished  he  would  pay  her  some  little  atten> 
don.  She  could  not  forget  Abigail,  with  Abigail's  mother 
and  sister  sitting  there  before  her,  and  she  wanted  them  to 
see  how  fond  her  husband  was  of  her,  hoping  thus  to  provu 
how  impossible  it  was  that  Abigail  could  ever  have  been  to 
him  what  she  was.  But  Richard  was  shy  in  the  presence  oi 
others,  and  would  sooner  have  put  his  arm  around  Melinda 
than  around  his  wife,  for  fear  he  should  be  thought  silly. 
He  was  very  proud  of  her,  though,  and  felt  a  thrill  of  satis- 
faction in  seeing  how  superior,  both  in  look  and  manner, 
she  was  to  Melinda  Jones,  whose  buxom,  healthy  face  grew 
almost  coarse  and  homely  from  comparison  with  Ethelyn's. 

As  Ethelyn's  toilet  had  occupied  some  time,  it  was  five 
when  she  made  her  appearance  in  the  parlor,  consequently 
she  had  not  long  to  wait  ere  the  announcement  of  supper 
broke  up  the  tediousness  she  endured  from  that  first  caP 
or  visit.  The  waffles  and  the  gingerbread  were  all  they 
had  promised  to  be,  and  the  supper  passed  off  quietly,  with 
the  exception  of  a  mishap  of  poor,  awkward  Andy,  who 
tipped  his  plate  of  hot  cakes  and  honey  into  his  lap,  and 
then,  in  his  sudden  spring  backward,  threw  a  part  of  the 
plate's  contents  upon  Ethelyn's  shining  silk.  This  was  the 
direst  calamity  of  all,  and  sent  poor  Andy  from  the  table 
so  heart-broken  and  disconsolate  that  he  did  not  return 
again,  and  Eunice  found  him  sitting  on  the  wood-house 
steps,  wiping  away  with  his  coat-sleeve  the  great  tears 
which  rolled  down  his  womanish  face. 

"Ethelyn  never  would  like  him  again,"  he  said,  calling 
himseif  "  a  great  blundering  fool,  who  never  ought  to  eaf 
at  the  same  table  with  civilized  folk*." 
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But  when  Etlielyn,  who  heard  from  Eunice  of  And\'i 
distress,  went  out  to  see  hiin,  assuring  hiui  that  bat  little 
damage  had  been  done,  that  soft  water  and  magnesia  would 
make  the  dress  all  right  again,  he  brightened  up,  and  was 
leady  to  hold  Mr.  Harrington's  horse  when  after  dark  that 
gentleman  drove  over  from  Olney  with  his  wife  and  sistei 
to  call  on  Mrs.  Richard.  It  would  almost  seem  that  Etlie- 
lyn held  a  reception  that  evening,  for  more  than  the  Har- 
ringtons knocked  at  the  front  door,  and  were  admitted  by 
the  smiling  Eunice.  It  was  rather  early  to  call,  the  01- 
neyites  knew,  but  there  on  the  prairie  they  were  not  ham- 
pered with  many  of  Mrs.  Grundy's  rules,  and  several  of  the 
young  people  had  agreed  together  between  the  Sunday 
services  to  call  at  Mrs.  Markham's  the  following  night. 
They  were  well-meaning,  kind-hearted  people,  and  would 
any  one  of  them  have  gone  far  out  of  their  way  to  serve 
either  Richard  or  his  wife ;  but  awed  by  Ethelyn's  cold, 
frigid  manner,  they  appeared  shy  and  awkward, — all  except 
Will  Parsons,  the  young  M.D.  of  Olney,  who  joked,  and 
talked,  and  laughed  so  loudly,  that  even  Richard  wondered 
he  had  never  before  observed  how  noisy  Dr.  Parsons  was, 
while  Andy,  who  was  learning  to  read  Ethelyn's  face,  tried 
once  or  twice,  by  pulling  the  doctor's  coat-skirts  and  giv- 
ing him  a  warning  glance,  to  quiet  him  down  a  little.  But 
the  doctor  took  no  hints,  and  kept  on  with  his  fun,  rinding 
a  splendid  coadjutor  in  the  "terrible  Tim  Jones,"  who  him- 
self came  over  to  call  on  Dick  and  his  woman. 

Tim  was  dressed  in  his  best,  with  a  bright  ied  cravat 
ti^.d  round  his  neck,  and  instead  of  his  muddy  boots  with 
bis  pants  tucked  in  the  tops,  he  wore  coarse  shoes  tied  with 
strings,  and  flirted  his  yellow  silk  handkerchief  for  the  en- 
tire evening.     It  was  dreadful  to  Ethelyn,  for  she  could  see 


CALLS    AND    VISITING.  135 

nothing  agreeable  in  Richard's  friends;  and  the  proud  loot 
on  her  face  was  so  apparent  that  the  guests  all  felt  ill  at 
ease,  while  Richard  was  nearer  being  angry  with  Ethelya 
than  he  had  ever  been.  Will  Parsons  and  Tirn  Jone* 
seemed  exceptions  to  the  rest  of  the  company,  especially 
the  latter,  who,  if  he  noticed  Ethelyn's  evident  contempt, 
was  determined  to  ignore  it,  and  made  himself  excessively 
familiar. 

As  yet,  the  open  piano  had  been  untouched,  no  one 
having  courage  to  ask  Ethelyn  to  play  ;  but  Tim  was  fond 
of  music,  and  unhesitatingly  seating  himself  upon  the  stool, 
thrust  one  hand  in  his  pocket,  and  with  the  other  struck 
the  key?  at  random,  trying  to  make  out  a  few  bars  of  "  Hail 
Columbia."  Then  turning  to  Ethelyn,  he  said,  with  a  good- 
humored  nod,  "  Come,  old  lady,  give  us  something  good." 

Ethelyn's  eyes  flashed  tire,  while  others  of  the  guesta 
looked  their  astonishment  at  Tim,  who  knew  he  had  done 
something,  but  could  not  for  the  life  of  him  tell  what. 

"  Old  lady  "  was  a  favorite  title  with  him.  He  called 
hs  mother  so,  and  Melinda,  and  Eunice  Plympton,  and 
Maria  Morehouse,  whose  eyes  he  thought  so  bright,  and 
whom  he  always  saw  home  from  meeting  on  Sunday  nights  ; 
and  so  it  never  occurred  to  him  that  this  was  his  offence. 
But  Melinda  knew,  and  her  red  cheeks  burned  scarlet  aa 
she  tried  to  cover  her  brother's  blunder  by  modestly  urging 
Ethelyn  to  favor  them  with  some  music. 

Of  all  the  Western  people  whom  she  had  seen,  Ethelyn 
liked  Melinda  the  best.  She  had  thought  her  rather  fami- 
liar;  and  after  the  Olneyites  came  in  and  put  her  more  at 
her  ease,  she  had  fancied  her  a  little  flippant  and  forward; 
but,  in  all  she  did  or  said,  there  was  so  much  genuine  sin- 
cerity and  frankness,  that  Ethelyn  could  not  dislike  her  as 
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she  hid  thought  she  should  dislike  a  sister  of  Abigail 
Jones  and  the  terrible  Tim.  She  had  not  touched  hel 
piano  since  her  arrival,  for  fear  of  the  home-siekness  which 
its  familiar  tones  might  awaken;  and  when  she  saw  lim's 
big  red  hands  fingering  the  keys,  in  her  resentment  at  the 
desecration  she  said  to  herself  that  she  never  would  touch 
it  again  ;  but  when  in  a  low  aside  Melinda  added  to  her  en- 
treaties, u  Please,  Mrs.  Markham,  don't  mind  Tim, — he 
means  well  enough,  and  would  not  be  rude  for  the  world 
if  he  knew  it,"  she  began  to  give  way,  and  it  scarcely 
needed  Richard's  imperative  "  Ethelyn  "  to  bring  her  to 
her  feet.  No  one  offered  to  conduct  her  to  the  piano, — 
not  even  Richard,  who  sat  just  where  he  was ;  while  Tim, 
in  his  haste  to  vacate  the  music-stool,  precipitated  it  to  the 
floor,  and  got  his  leather  shoes  entangled  in  Ethelyn'e 
skirts. 

Tim,  and  Will  Parsons,  and  Andy,  all  hastened  to  pick 
up  the  stool,  knocking  their  beads  together,  and  raising  a 
laugh  in  which  Ethelyn  could  not  join.  Thoroughly  dis- 
gusted and  sick  at  heart,  she  felt  much  as  the  Jewish  maid- 
ens must  have  felt  when  required  to  give  a  song.  Her 
harp  was  indeed  upon  the  willows  hung,  and  her  heart  w«is 
turning  sadly  toward  her  far-off  Jerusalem  as  she  sat  down 
and  tried  to  think  what  she  should  play  to  suit  her  audient  e. 
Suddenly  it  occurred  to  her  to  suit  herself  rather  than  }  er 
hearers,  and  her  snowy  fingers, — from  which  flashed  Daisy's 
diamond  and  a  superb  emerald, — swept  the  keys  with  a 
masterly  grace  and  skill.  Ethelyn  was  perfectly  at  home 
at  the  piano,  and  dashing  off  into  a  brilliant  and  oifficdlt 
overture,  she  held  her  hearers  for  a  few  moments  astonished 
both  at  her  execution  and  the  sounds  she  made.  Most  of 
them,   however,    wanted   something   familiar, — sometlxng 
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they  had  heard  before ;  and  when  the  fine  performance 
was  ended  terrible  Tim  electrified  her  with  the  character- 
istic exclamation,  "  That  is  mighty  fine,  no  doubt,  fof 
them  that  understand  such ;  but  now,  for  land's  sake>  give 
as  a  tune." 

Ethelyn  was  horror-stricken.  She  had  cast  her  pearls 
before  swine ;  and  with  a  haughty  stare  "at  the  offending 
Timothy,  she  left  the  stool,  and,  walking  back  to  her  foi- 
mer  seat,  said — ■ 

"  I  leave  the  tunes  to  your  sister,  who,  I  believe,  plays 
sometimes." 

Somewhat  crestfallen,  but  by  no  means  brow-beaten,  Tim 
insisted  that  Melinda  should  give  them  a  jig ;  and,  crimson- 
ing with  shame  and  confusion,  Melinda  took  the  vacant 
stool  and  played  her  brother  a  tune, — a  rollicking,  gal- 
loping tune,  which  everybody  knew,  and  which  set  the 
feet  to  keeping  time,  and  finally  brought  Tim  and  Andy  to 
the  floor  for  a  dance.  But  Melinda  declined  playing  for  the 
cotillon  which  her  brother  proposed,  and  so  the  dancing 
arrangement  came  to  naught,  greatly  to  the  delight  of 
Ethelyn,  who  could  only  keep  back  her  tears  by  looking 
up  at  the  sweet  face  of  Daisy  smiling  down  upon  her  from 
the  wall.  That  was  the  only  redeeming  point  in  that  whole 
assembly,  she  thought.  She  would  not  even  except 
Richard  then,  so  intense  was  her  disappointment  and  so 
bitter  her  regret  for  the  mistake  she  made  when  she  pro- 
mised to  go  where  her  heart  could  never  be. 

It  was  nine  o'clock  when  the.  company  dispersed,  each 
of  the  ladies  cordially  inviting  Ethelyn  to  call  as  soon  as 
convenient,  and  Mrs.  Harrington,  whose  husband  was  the 
village  merchant,  saying  encouragingly  to  her,  as  she  held 
her  hand  a  moment,  "  Our  Western  manners  seem  strange 
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lo  you,  I  dare  say ;  but  we  are  a  well-meaning  people,  and 
you  will  get  accustomed  to  us  by  and  by." 

She  never  should, — no  never,  Etbelyn  thought  as  she 
v?ent  up  to  her  room,  tired  and  homesick,  and  disheartened 
with  this,  her  first  introduction  to  the  Olney  people.  It 
was  a  very  cross  wife  which  slept  at  Richard's  side  that 
night,  and  the  opinion  expressed  of  the  Olney ites  was  any^ 
thing  but  complimentary  to  the  taste  of  one  who  had 
known  them  all  his  life  and  liked  them  so  well.  But 
Richaid  was  getting  accustomed  to  such  things.  Lectures 
did  not  move  him  now  as  they  had  at  first,  and,  overcome 
with  fatigue  from  his  day's  work  and  the  evening's  excite- 
ment, he  fell  asleep  while  Ethelyn  was  enlarging  upon  the 
merits  of  the  terrible  Tim  who  had  addressed  her  as  "  old 
lady  "  and  asked  her  to  "  play  a  tune." 


-++- 
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1ST  the  course  of  two  weeks  all  the  ton  of  Olney  called 
upon  Ethelyn,  who  would  gladly  have  declined 
II  seeing  them  if  she  could.  But  after  the  morning 
when  Andy  stood  outside  the  door  of  her  room,  wringing 
his  hands  in  great  distress  at  the  tone  of  Richard's  voice, 
and  after  the  day  Ethelyn  stayed  in  bed  with  the  headache, 
and  was  nursed  by  Eunice  and  Melinda,  Ethelyn  did  better, 
and  was  at  least  polite  to  those  who  called.  She  had  said 
she  would  not  see  them,  and  Ricbard  had  said  she  should  ; 
and  as  he  usually  made  people  do  as  he  liked,  Ethelyn  wa? 
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forced  to  submit,  but  cried  herself  sick.  It  was  very  deso 
late  and  lonely  up-stairs  that  day,  for  Richard  was  busy  in 
town,  and  the  wind  swept  against  the  windows  with  a 
mournful,  moaning  sound,  which  made  Ethelyn  think  of 
Cliicopee  and  the  lofty  elms  through  whose  branches  the 
same  wind  was  probably  sighing  on  this  autumnal  day. 

Ethelyn  was  very  wretched,  and  hailed  with  delight  the 
presence  of  Melinda  Jones,  who  came  in  the  afternoon, 
bringing  a  basket  of  delicious  apples  and  a  lemon  tart  she 
had  made  herself.  Melinda  was  very  sorry  for  Ethelyn, 
and  her  face  said  as  much  as  she  stood  by  her  side  and 
laid  her  hand  softly  upon  the  throbbing  temples,  guessing 
just  how  homesick  she  was  there  with  Mrs.  Markham, 
whose  ways  had  never  seemed  so  peculiar,  even  to  her,  as 
since  Ethelyn's  arrival.  "And  still,"  she  thought,  "I  do 
not  see  how  she  can  be  so  very  unhappy,  in  any  circumstan- 
ces, with  a  husband  like  Richard."  But  here  Melinda  made 
<*  mistake  ;  for  though  Ethelyn  had  learned  to  miss  her 
husband  when  he  was  gone,  and  the  day  whose  close  was 
not  to  bring  him  back  would  have  been  very  long,  she  did 
aot  love  him  as  a  husband  should  be  loved  ;  and  so  there 
was  nothing  to  fall  back  upon  when  other  props  gave 
way. 

Wholly  unsuspicious,  Melinda  sat  down  beside  her, 
offering  to  brush  her  hair  ;  and  while  she  brushed,  and 
sombed,  and  braided,  and  admired  the  glossy  brown  ^cks, 
she  talked  on  the  subject  she  thought  most  acceptable  to 
the  young  wife's  ear, — of  Richard,  and  the  great  popularity 
he  had  achieved,  not  only  in  his  own  county,  but  in  neigh- 
boring ones,  where  he  stood  head  and  shoulders  above  his 
fellows.  There  was  talk  once  of  making  him  Governor, 
she  said,  but  some  thought  him  too  young.     Lately,  how 
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ever,  she  had  heard  that  the  subject  was  again  agitate !, 
adding  that  her  father  and  Tim  both  thought  it  more  tha» 
probable  that  the  next  election  would  take  him  to  the 
gubernatorial  mansion. 

"  Tim  would  work  like  a  hero  for  Richard,"  she  said. 
"  He  almost  idolizes  him,  and  when  he  was  up  for  Judge, 
Tim's  exertions  alone  procured  for  him  a  hundred  extra 
votes.  Tim  is  a  rough,  half-savage  fellow,  but  he  has  the 
kindest  of  hearts,  and  is  very  popular  with  a  certain  class 
of  men  who  could  not  be  reached  by  one  more  polished 
and  cultivated." 

So  much  Melinda  said,  by  way  of  excusing  Tim ;  and 
then  with  the  utmost  tact  she  led  the  conversation  back  to 
Richard  and  the  governorship,  hinting  that  Ethelyn  could 
do  much  toward  securing  that  office  for  her  husband.  A 
little  attention,  which  cost  nothing,  would  go  a  greai 
ways,  she  said ;  and  it  was  sometimes  worth  one's  while  to 
make  an  effort,  even  if  they  did  not  feel  like  it.  More 
than  one  rumor  had  reached  Melinda's  ear  touching  the 
pride  of  Dick  Markham's  wife, — a  pride  which  the  Olney 
people  felt  keenly,  knowing  that  they  had  helped  to  givs 
her  husband  a  name  ;  they  had  made  him  Judge,  and  sent 
him  to  Congress,  and  would  like  to  make  him  Governor 
knowing  well  that  no  office,  however  high,  would  change 
him  from  the  plain,  unpretending  man,  who,  even  in  the 
Senate-chamber,  would  shake  drunken  Ike  Plympton's 
hand,  and  slap  Tim  Jones  on  the  back  if  need  be.  They 
liked  their  Dick,  who  had  been  a  boy  among  them,  and 
they  thought  it  only  fair  that  his  wife  should  unbend  & 
little,  and  not  freeze  them  with  her  lofty  ways. 

"  She'll  kick  the  whole  thing  over  if  she  goes  on  so," 
Tim  had  said  to  his  father,  in  Melinda's  hearing ;  and,  likf 
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a  true  friend  to  Richard,  Melinda  determined  to  try  and 
prevent  the  proud  little  feet  from  doing  so  much  mischief. 

Ndt  was  she  unsuccessful.  Ethelyn  saw  the  drift  of  thi 
conversation,  and  though  for  an  instant  her  cheek  crim 
soned  with  resentment  that  she  should  be  talked  at  by 
Melinda  Jones,  she  was  the  better  for  the  talking  ;  and  the 
Olney  people,  when  next  they  came  in  contact  with  her, 
changed  their  minds  with  regard  to  her  being  so  very 
proud.  She  was  homesick  at  first,  and  that  was  the  cause 
of  her  coldness,  they  said,  excusing  her  in  their  kind 
aearts,  and  admiring  her  as  something  superior  to  them- 
selves. Even  Tim  Jones  got  now  and  then  a  pleasant 
word,  for  Ethelyn  had  not  forgotten  the  hundred  extra 
votes.  She  would  have  repelled  the  insinuation  that  she 
was  courting  favor,  or  that  hopes  of  the  future  governor- 
ship for  Richard  had  anything  to  do  with  her  changed  de- 
meanor. She  despised  such  things  in  others ;  but  Ethelyn 
was  human,  and  it  is  just  possible  that  had  there  been 
nothing  in  expectancy  she  would  not  have  submitted  with 
so  good  a  grace  to  the  familiarities  with  which  she  so  con- 
stantly came  in  contact.  At  home  she  was  cold  and  proud 
as  ever,  for  between  her  mother-in-law  and  herself  there 
was  no  affinity,  and  they  kept  as  far  apart  as  possible, — ■ 
Ethelyn  staying  mostly  in  her  room,  and  Mrs.  Markham 
senior  staying  in  the  kitchen,  where  Eunice  Plympton 
Btill  remained. 

Mrs.  Markham  had  fully  expected  that  Eunice  would  gc 
nome  within  a  few  days  after  Ethelyn's  arrival ;  but  when 
the  days  passed  on,  and  Ethelyn  showed  no  inclination  fot 
a  nearer  acquaintance  with  the  kitchen,  the  good  woman 
began  to  manifest  some  anxiety  on  the  subject,  and  finally 
went  to  Richard  to  know  if  "  he  expected  to  keep  a  hired 
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girl  all  winter  or  was  Ethelyn  going  to  do  some  lie/hi 
chores." 

Richard  really  did  not  know;  hut  after  a  visit  to  his 
room,  where  Ethie  sat  reading  in  her  handsome  crimson 
wrapper,  with  the  velvet  trimmings,  he  decided  that  she 
could  "  not  do  chores,"  and  Eunice  must  remain.  It  was 
to  this  occasion  that  Washington  was  broached,  Mrs. 
Markham  repeating  what  she  had  heard  Ethelyn  saying  to 
Melinda,  and  asking  Richard  if  he  contemplated  such  a 
piece  of  extravagance  as  taking  his  wife  to  Washington 
would  be.  Richard  did  not  especially  mind  the  expense 
she  mio'ht  be  to  him,  and  he  owned  to  a  weak  desire  to  see 
hei  queen  it  over  all  the  reigning  belles,  as  he  was  certain 
she  would.  Unbiassed  by  his  mother,  and  urged  by 
Ethelyn,  he  would  probably  have  yielded  in  her  favor ; 
but  the  mother  was  first  in  the  field,  and  so  she  won  the 
day,  and  Ethie's  disappointment  was  a  settled  thing.  But 
Ethie  did  not  know  it,  as  Richard  wisely  refrained  from 
being  the  first  to  speak  of  the  matter.  That  she  was 
going  to  Washington  Ethelyn  had  not  a  doubt,  and  this 
made  her  intercourse  with  the  Olneyites  far  more  endur- 
able. Some  of  them  she  found  pleasant,  cultivated  people, 
■ — especially  Mr.  Townsend,  the  clergyman,  who,  after  the 
Sunday  on  which  she  appeared  at  the  Village  Hall  in  her 
blue  silk  and  elegant  basquine,  came  to  see  her,  and  seemed 
so  much  like  an  old  friend  when  she  found  that  he  had 
met  at  Clifton,  in  New  York,  some  of  her  acquaintances. 
It  was  easy  to  be  polite  to  him,  and  to  the  people  from 
Camden,  who,  hearing  much  of  Judge  Markham's  pretty 
bride,  came  out  to  call  upon  her, — Judge  Miller  and  hh 
wife,  with  Marcia  Fen  ton  and  Miss  Ella  Backus,  both  belles 
and  blondes,  and  both  somebodies,  according  to  EtVelyn'a 
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definition  of  that  word.  She  liked  these  people,  and 
Richard  found  no  trouble  in  getting*  her  to  return  theii 
calls.  She  would  gladly  have  stayed  in  Camden  altogether, 
ard  once  laughingly  pointed  out  to  Richard  a  large  vacant 
lot  adjoining  Mr.  Fenton's,  where  she  would  like  to  have 
her  new  house  built. 

There  was  a  decided  improvement  in  Ethelyn  ;  nor  did 
her  old  perversity  of  temper  manifest  itself  very  strorgly 
until  one  morning,  three  weeks  after  her  arrival  in  01- 
ney,  when  Richard  suggested  to  her  the  propriety  of  his 
mothers  giving  them  a  party.  The  people  expected  it,  he 
said ;  they  would  be  disappointed  without  it,  and,  indeed, 
he  felt  it  was  something  he  owed  them  for  all  their  kindness 
to  him.  Then  Ethelyn  rebelled, — stoutly,  stubbornly  re 
belled, — but  Richard  carried  the  point,  and  two  days  afte* 
the  farm-house  was  in  a  state  of  dire  confusion,  wholly  un- 
like the  quiet  which  reigned  there  usually.  Melinda  Jones 
was  there  all  the  time,  while  Mrs.  Jones  was  back  and  forth, 
and  a  few  of  the  Olney  ladies  dropped  in  with  suggestions 
and  offers  of  assistance.  It  was  to  be  a  grand  affair, — so 
far,  at  least,  as  numbers  were  concerned, — for  everybody 
was  invited,  from  Mr.  Townsend  and  the  other  clergy,  down 
to  Cecy  Doane,  who  did  dress-making  and  tailoring  from 
house  to  house.  The  Markhams  were  very  democratic  in 
their  feelings,  aud  it  showed  itself  in  the  guests  bidden  to 
the  party.  They  were  invited  from  Camden  as  well, — Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Miller,  with  Marcia  Fenton  and  Ella  Backus ;  and 
after  the  two  young  ladies  had  come  over  to  ascertain  hov 
liirgv-  an  affair  it  was  to  be,  so  as  to  know  what  to  wear 
Ethelyn  began  to  take  some  interest  in  it  herself,  and  tT 
give  the  benefit  of  her  own  experience  in  such  matters 
Bnt  having  a  party  in  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Bur  en's  handsome 
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house,  where  the  servants  were  so  well  trained,  and  every- 
thing necessary  was  so  easy  of  access,  or  even  having  a 
party  at  Aunt  Barbara's,  was  a  very  different  thing  from 
Aaiirg  one  here  under  the  supervision  of  Mrs.  Markham, 
who5  ideas  were  so  many  years  back,  and  who  objected  to 
neatly  everything  which  Ethelyn  suggested.  But  by  dint 
of  perseverance  on  Melinda's  part,  her  scruples  were  finally 
:vercome  ;  so  that  when  the  night  of  the  party  arrived  the 
nouse  presented  a  very  respectable  appearance,  with  its 
lamps  of  kerosene,  and  the  sperm  candles  flaming  on  the 
mantels  in  the  parlor,  and  the  tallow  candles  smoking  in  the 
kitchen. 

Airs.  Markham's  bed  had  been  removed  from  the  sitting- 
room,  and  the  carpet  taken  from  the  floor,  for  they  were 
going  to  dance;  and  Eunice's  mother  had  been  working 
hard  all  day  to  keep  her  liege  lord  away  from  the  Cross 
Roads  tavern,  so  that  he  might  be  presentable  at  night,  and 
xapable  of  performing  his  part,  together  with  his  eldest  son, 
who  played  the  flute.  She  was  out  in  the  kitchen  now, 
very  large  and  important  with  the  office  of  head  waiter, 
her  hoops  in  everybody's  way,  and  her  face  radiant  with 
satisfaction  as  she  talked  to  Mrs.  Markham  about  what  ice 
better  do.  The  table  was  laid  in  the  kitchen  and  loaded 
with  all  the  substantials,  beside  many  delicacies  which  Me- 
linda  and  Ethelyn  had  concocted  ;  for  the  latter  had  put 
.ier  hands  to  the  work,  and  manufactured  two  large  dishes 
cf  charlotte-russe,  with  pretty  moulds  of  blanc-mange,  which 
Eunice  persisted  in  calling  "  corn-starch  pudding."  There 
were  trifles,  and  tarts,  and  jellies,  and  sweetmeats,  with 
raised  biscuits  by  the  hundred,  and  loaves  on  loaves  of 
frosted  cake  ;  while  out  in  the  wood-shed,  wedged  in  a  tnt 
of  ice,  was  a  huge  tin  pail,  over  which  James,  and  John, 
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and  Andy,  and  even  Richard  had  sat,  by  turns,  stirring  the 
freezing  mass.  Mrs.  Jones'  little  colored  boy,  who  knew 
how  to  wait  on  company,  came  over  in  his  clean  jacket,  and 
out  on  the  doorstep  was  eating  chestnuts  and  whistling 
Dixie,  as  he  looked  down  the  road  to  see  if  anybody  was 
coming.  Melinda  Jones  had  gone  home  to  dress,  feeling 
more  like  going  to  bed  than  making  merry  at  a  party,  as  she 
looped  up  her  black  braids  of  hair,  and  donned  her  white 
muslin  dress  with  the  scarlet  ribbons.  Melinda  was  very 
tired,  for  a  good  share  of  the  work  had  fallen  upon  her, — 
or  rather  she  had  assumed  it, — and  her  cheeks  and  handa 
were  redder  than  usual  when  about  seven  o'clock  Tim 
drove  her  over  to  Mrs.  Markham's,  and  then  went  on  to  the 
village  after  the  dozen  or  more  of  girls  whom  he  had  pro- 
mised "  to  see  to  the  doin's." 

But  Melinda  looked  very  pretty, — at  least  James  Mark- 
ham  thought  so, — when  she  stood  up  on  tiptoe  to  tie 
his  cravat  in  a  better-looking  bow  than  he  had  done. 
Since  the  night  when  Richard  first  told  her  of  Ethelyn, 
it  had  more  than  once  occurred  to  Melinda  that  possibly 
she  might  yet  bear  the  name  of  Markham,  for  her  wo- 
man-nature was  quick  to  see  that  James,  at  least,  paid 
her  the  homage  which  Richard  had  withheld.  But 
Melinda's  mind  was  not  yet  made  up,  and  as  she  was 
too  honest  to  encourage  hopes  which  might  never  be 
mliilled,  she  would  not  even  look  up  into  the  hand- 
some eyes  resting  so  admiringly  upon  her  as  she  tied 
the  bow  of  the  cravat  and  felt  James'  breath  upon  her 
naming  cheeks.  She  did,  however,  promise  to  dance 
tne  first  set  with  him,  and  then  she  ran  up-stairs  to 
fcee  if  Ethelyn  needed  her.  But  Eunice  had  been  before 
Im\  and  Ethelyn' s  toilet  was  made. 
7 
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Had  this  party  been  at  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren's,  in 
Boston,  Ethelyn  would  have  worn  her  beautiful  white 
satin  with  the  fleecy  lace;  but  here  it  would  be  out 
of  place,  she  thought,  and  so  she  left  it  pinned  up  in 
towels  at  the  bottom  of  her  trunk,  and  chose  a  delicate 
lavender,  trimmed  with  white  applique.  Lavender  waa 
not  the  most  becoming  color  Ethelyn  could  wear,  but 
she  looked  very  handsome  in  it,  with  the  soft  pearls 
upon  her  neck  and  arms.  Richard  thought  her  dress 
too  low,  while  modest  Andy  averted  his  eyes,  lest  he 
should  do  wrong  in  looking  upon  the  beautiful  round 
neck  and  shoulders  which  so  greatly  shocked  his  mother. 
"It  was  ridiculous  and  disgraceful  for  respectable  wim- 
men  folks  to  dress  like  that,"  she  said  to  Melinda  Jones, 
who  spoke  up  for  Ethelyn,  saying  the  dress  was  like 
that  of  all  fashionable  ladies,  and  in  fact  was  not  as 
low  as  Mrs.  Judge  Miller  wore  to  a  reception  when 
Melinda  was  at  school  in  Camden. 

Mrs.  Markham  "  did  not  care  for  Miss  Miller,  nor  forty 
more  like  her.  Ethelyn  looked  ridickelous,  showing  her 
shoulderblades,  with  that  sharp  p'int  running  down  her 
back,  and  her  skirts  moppin'  the  floor  for  half  a  yard 
behind." 

Any  superfluity  of  length  in  Ethelyn's  skirts  was  more 
than  counterbalanced  by  Mrs.  Markham,  who  this  night 
wore  the  heavy  black  silk  which  her  sister-in-law  had 
matched  in  Boston  ten  years  before.  Of  course  it  was 
too  narrow,  and  too  short,  and  too  flai  in  front,  Andy 
said,  admiring  Ethelyn  far  more  than  he  did  his  mother, 
even  though  the  latter  wore  the  coiffeur  which  Aunt 
Barbara  had  sent  her,  and  a  big  collar  made  from  the 
thread  lace  wlich  Mrs.    Captain  Markham,   ot  Ctueopee, 
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hal  also  matched  in  Boston.     Ethelyn  was  per/e^t,  Andy 
thought,  and  he  hovered  constantly  near  her,  noticing  ho\? 
she  carried  her  hands,  and  her  handkerchief,  and  her  fan 
and  thinking  Richard  must  be  perfectly  happy  in  the  pos- 
session of  such  a  gem. 

But  Richard  was  not  happy, — at  least  not  that  night, — • 
for,  with  Mrs.  Miller,  and  Marcia  Fenton,  and  Ella  Backua 
before  her  mind,  Ethelyn  had  lectured  him  again  on  eti- 
quette, and  Richard  did  not  bear  lecturing  here  as  well 
as  at  Saratoga.  There  it  was  comparatively  easy  to  make 
him  believe  he  did  not  know  anything  which  he  ought 
to  know ;  but  at  home,  where  the  old  meed  of  praise 
and  deference  was  awarded  to  him,  where  his  word  wag 
law  and  gospel,  and  he  was  Judge  Markham,  the  poten- 
tate of  the  town,  Ethelyn's  criticisms  were  not  palatable, 
and  he  hinted  that  he  was  old  enough  to  take  care  of 
himself  without  quite  so  much  dictation.  Then,  when  he 
saw  a  tear  on  Ethelyn's  eyelashes,  he  would  have  put  his? 
arm  around  her  and  kissed  it  away  if  she  had  not  kep? 
him  back,  telling  him  he  would  muss  her  dress.  Still  h( 
was  not  insensible  to  her  pretty  looks,  and  felt  very  proud 
of  her,  as  she  stoot*  at  his  side  and  shook  the  hands  of 
the  arriving  guests. 

By  eight  o'clock  ihe  Olneyites  had  assembled  in  full 
force ;  but  it  was  not  until  the  train  came  in  and  brought 
the  elite  from  Camden  that  the  party  fairly  commenced. 
There  was  a  hush  when  the  three  ladies  with  veils  on  their 
heads  went  up  the  stairs,  and  a  greater  hush  when  they 
came  down  again, — Mrs.  Judge  Miller,  splendid  in  gieen 
moire-antique,  with  diamonds  in  her  ears,  while  Marcia  Fen 
ton  and  Ella  Backus  figured  in  white  tarleton,  one  with 
trimmings  of  blue,  the  other  with  i?  immings  of  pink,  and 
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both  with  waists  so  much  lower  than  Ethelyn's  dhat  Mra 
Markham  thought  the  latter  very  decent  by  comparison. 

It  took  the  ladies  a  few  minutes  to  inspect  the  cut  oi 
Mrs.  Miller's  dress,  and  the  style  of  hair  worn  by  Marcia 
and  Ella,  whose  heads  had  been  under  a  hair- dresser's 
hands,  and  were  curiosities  to  some  of  the  Olneyites.  But 
all  stiffness  vanished  with  the  sound  of  Jerry  Plympton'a 
fiddle,  and  the  girls  on  the  west  side  of  the  room  began  to 
look  at  the  boys  on  the  opposite  side,  who  were  straighten- 
ing their  collars  and  glancing  at  their  "  pumps." 

Ethelyn  did  not  intend  to  dance,  but  when  Judge  Miller 
politely  offered  to  lead  her  to  the  floor,  saying,  as  he  guessed 
r>er  thoughts,  "  Remember  the  old  adage,  '  among  the  Ro- 
mans, and  so  forth,'  "  she  involuntarily  assented,  and  found 
herself  leading  the  first  cotillon  to  the  sound  of  Jerry  Plymp- 
ton's  fiddle.  Mrs.  Miller  was  dancing  too,  as  were  both 
Marcia  and  Ella,  and  that  in  a  measure  reconciled  her  to 
what  she  was  doing.  They  knew  something  of  the  Lancers 
there  on  the  prairie,  and  terrible  Tim  Jones  offered  to  call 
off  "  if  Miss  Markham  would  dance  with  him  and  keep  him 
goin'  straight." 

Tim  had  laid  a  wager  with  a  companion  as  rough  as  him- 
self that  he  would  dance  with  the  proud  beauty,  and  this  was 
the  way  he  took  to  win  his  bet.  The  ruse  succeeded,  too, 
Richard's  eyes  and  low-toned  "  Ethelyn  !  "  availing  more 
than  aught  else  to  drive  Ethelyn  to  the  floor  with  the 
dreadful  Tim,  who  interlarded  his  directions  with  little 
asides  of  his  own,  such  as  "  Go  it,  Jim,"  "  Cut  her  down 
there,  Tom,"  and  so  forth. 

Ethelyn  could  have  screamed  out  with  disgust,  and  the 
moment  the  set  was  over,  she  said  to  Richard,  "  I  shall  not 
dance  again  to-night." 
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And  she  kept  her  word,  until  toward  the  close  of  the 
party,  when  poor  Andy,  who  had  been  so  unfortunate  as  it 
find  everybody  engaged  or  too  tired,  came  up  to  her  a* 
she  sat  playing  an  accompaniment  to  Jerry's  "  Mony 
musk,"  and  with  a  most  doleful  expression  said  to  hel 
timidly — 

"  Please,  sister  Ethie,  dance  just  once  with  me  ;  none  of 
the  girls  wants  to,  and  I  hain't  been  in  a  figger  to-night." 

Ethelyn  could  not  resist  Andy,  whose  face  was  perfectly 
radiant  as  he  led  her  to  the  floor,  and  bumped  his  head 
against  hers  in  bowing  to  her.  Eunice  was  in  the  same 
set, — her  partner  the  terrible  Tim, — who  cracked  his  jokea 
and  threw  his  feet  about  in  the  most  astounding  fashion. 
And  Ethelyn  bore  it  all,  feeling  that  by  being  there  with 
such  people  she  had  fallen  from  the  pedestal  on  which 
Ethelyn  Grant  once  stood.  Her  lavender  dress  was  stepped 
upon,  and  her  point  applique  caught  and  torn  by  the  big 
pin  Andy  had  upon  his  coat-cuff.  Taken  as  a  whole,  that 
party  was  the  most  dreadful  of  anything  Ethelyn  had  en- 
dured, and  she  could  have  cried  for  joy  when  the  last  guest 
had  said  good-night,  and  she  was  at  liberty  to  lay  her  ach 
ing  head  upon  her  pillow. 

Four  days  after  there  was  a  large  and  fashionable  party 
at  Mrs.  Judge  Miller's,  in  Camden,  and  Ethelyn  went  over 
in  the  cars,  taking  Eunice  with  her  as  dressing-maid,  and 
stopping  at  the  Stafford  House.  That  night  she  wore  her 
bridal  robes,  and  received  so  much  attention  that  her  head 
was  nearly  turned  with  flattery.  She  could  dance  with 
the  young  men  of  Camden,  and  flirt  with  them  too, — espe- 
cially with  Harry  Clifford,  who,  she  found,  had  been  :n 
college  with  Frank  Van  Buren.  Harry  Clifford  was  a  fast 
young  man,  but  pleasant  to  talk  with  for  a  while,  and  Ethelyn 
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found  him  very  agreeable,  saving  that  his  mention  of  Frank 
made  her  heart  throb  unpleasantly;  for  she  fancied  hit 
might  know  something  of  that  page  in  her  past  life  which 
she  had  concealed  from  Richard.  Nor  were  her  fears  with« 
out  foundation,  for  once,  when  they  were  standing  together 
near  her  husband,  Harry  said — 

"  It  seems  so  strange  that  you  are  the  Ethie  about  whom 
Frank  used  to  talk  so  much,  and  a  lock  of  whose  hair  he 
kept  so  sacred.  I  remember  I  tried  to  buy  a  part  of  it 
from  him,  but  could  not  succeed  until  once,  when  his  funds 
from  home  failed  to  come,  and  he  was  hard  up,  as  we  used 
to  say,  he  actually  sold,  or  rather  pawned  half  of  the  shi- 
ning tress  for  the  sum  of  five  dollars.  As  the  pawn  was 
never  redeemed,  I  have  the  hair  now,  but  never  expected  to 
meet  with  its  owner,  who  needs  not  to  be  told  that  the  tress 
is  ten-fold  more  valuable  since  I  have  met  her,  and  know 
her  to  be  the  wife  of  our  esteemed  Member,"  and  young 
Clifford  bowed  toward  Richard,  whose  face  wore  a  perplex- 
ed, dissatisfied  expression. 

He  did  not  fancy  Harry  Clifford,  and  he  certainly  did 
not  care  to  hear  that  he  had  in  his  possession  a  lock  of 
Ethelyn's  hair,  while  the  allusions  to  Frank  Van  Buren 
were  anything  but  agreeable  to  him.  Neither  did  he  like 
Ethelyn's  painful  blushes,  and  her  evident  desire  for  Harry 
to  stop.  It  looked  as  if  the  hair  business  meant  more  than 
he  would  like  to  believe.  Naturally  bright  and  quick, 
young  Clifford  began  at  once  to  wonder  if  there  had  not 
been  something  more  serious  between  Frank  Van  Buren 
and  Ethelyn  than  he  had  at  first  supposed. 

"  I  mean  to  find  out,"  he  thought ;  and  watching  an 
opportunity,  when  Ethelyn  was  comparatively  alone,  he 
crossed  to  her  side  and  said,  in  a  low  tone,  "  Excuse  me, 
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Mrs.  Markliam.     If,  in  my  allusions  to  Frank  Yan  Buren, 
touched  a  subject  not  altogether  agreeable  to  you,  I  meant 
no  ha^m,  I  assure  you." 

Instead  of  rebuking  the  impertinent  young  man,  Ethelyn 
turned  very  red  and  stammered  out  something  about  its 
being  of  no  consequence  ;  and  so  Harry  Clifford  held  the 
secret  which  she  had  kept  so  carefully  from  Richard ;  and 
that  party  in  Camden  was  the  stepping-stone  to  much  of 
the  wretchedness  that  afterward  came  to  our  heroine. 
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GOING    TO     WASHINGTON. 

JICHARD'S  trunk  was  ready  for  Washington.  Hia 
twelve  shirts,  which  Eunice  had  ironed  so  nicely, 
were  packed  away,  with  his  collars  and  new  yarn 
socks,  and  his  wedding-suit,  which  he  was  carrying  as  a 
mere  matter  of  form,  for  he  knew  he  should  not  need  it 
during  his  three  months'  absence.  He  should  not  go  into 
society,  he  thought,  or  even  attend  levees,  with  his  heart 
as  sore  and  heavy  as  it  was  during  his  last  days  at  home. 
Ethelyn  was  not  going  with  him.  She  knew  it  now,  and 
never  did  face  of  a  six-months'  wife  look  harder  or  stonier 
than  hers  as  she  stayed  in  her  room,  paying  no  heed  what- 
ever to  Richard,  and  leaving  entirely  to  Eunice  and  her 
mother-in-law  those  little  things  which  most  wives  would, 
have  been  delighted  to  do  for  their  husband's  comfort* 
Fthe.yn  was  very  unhappy,  very  angry,  and  very  bitterly 
disappointed.     The  fact  that  she  was  not  going  to  Wash* 
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ington  had  fallen  upon  her  like  a  thunderbo.t,  paralyzing 
her,  as  it  were,  so  that  after  the  first  great  shock  was  ovei 
she  seemed  like  some  benumbed  creature  bereft  of  care,  oj 
feeling,  or  interest  in  anything. 

She  had  remained  in  Camden  the  most  of  the  day  'al- 
lowing Mrs.  Judge  Miller's  party,  and  had  done  a  little 
shopping  with  Marcia  Fenton  and  Ella  Backus,  to  both  o* 
whom  she  spoke  of  her  winter  in  Washington  as  a  matter 
of  course,  saying  what  she  had  to  say  in  Richard's  presence, 
and  never  dreaming  that  he  was  only  waiting  for  a  fitting 
opportunity  to  demolish  her  castles  entirely.  If  Ethelyn 
had  talked  Washington  openly  to  her  husband  when  she 
was  first  married,  and  before  his  mother  had  gained  his 
ear,  her  chances  for  a  winter  at  the  Capital  would  have 
been  far  greater  than  they  were  now.  But  she  had  taken 
it  for  granted  that  she  was  going,  and  supposed  that 
Richard  understood  it  just  as  she  did.  She  had  asked 
him  several  times  where  he  intended  to  board,  and  why 
he  did  not  secure  rooms  at  Willard's,  but  Richard's  non- 
committal replies  had  given  her  no  cue  to  her  impending 
fate.  On  the  night  of  her  return  from  Camden,  as  she 
stood  by  her  dressing-bureau,  folding  away  her  point-lace 
handkerchief,  she  had  casually  remarked,  "I  shall  not  use 
this  again  till  I  use  it  in  Washington.  Will  it  be  very 
gay  there  this  winter  V 

Richard  was  leaning  his  elbow  upon  the  mantel,  looking 
thoughtfully  into  the  fire,  and  for  a  moment  he  did  not 
answer.  He  hated  to  demolish  Ethie's  castles,  but  it  could 
not  be  helped  ;  so  he  said  at  last,  "  Put  down  your  finery, 
Ethelyn,  and  come  stand  by  me  while  I  say  something  to 
you." 

His  voice  and  manner  startled  Ethelyn,  but  did  not  pre 
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pare  her  for  what  followed  after  she  had  "  droi  ped  hei 
finery,"  and  was  standing  by  her  husband. 

"Etbelyn,"  he  began,  and  his  eyes  did  not  move  from 
Ihe  blazing  fire,  "  it  is  time  we  came  to  an  understanding 
about  Washington.  I  have  talked  with  mother,  whose 
age  certainly  entitles  her  opinion  to  some  consideration, 
and  she  thinks  with  nre  that  it  wil.  be  far  better  for  you 
to  remain  quietly  at  home  this  winter,  where  she  can  care 
for  you,  and  see  that  you  are  not  at  all  imprudent.  It 
would  break  my  heart  if  anything  should  happen  to  my 
darling." 

He  was  looking  at  Ethelyn  now,  and  the  expression  of 
her  face  startled  and  terrified  him,  it  was  so  strange  and 
terrible. 

"  Not  go  to  Washington  !  "  and  her  lips  quivered  with 
passion,  while  her  eyes  burned  like  coals  of  fire.  "  I  stay 
here  all  this  long,  dreary  winter  with  your  mother  !  Never, 
Richard,  never !  I'll  die  before  I'll  do  that.  It  is  all — " 
she  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  for  she  would  not  say,  "  Xt 
is  all  I  married  you  for ;  "  she  was  too  much  afraid  of 
Richard  for  that,  and  so  she  hesitated,  but  looked  at  him 
intently  to  see  if  he  was  in  earnest. 

She  knew  he  was  at  last, — knew  that  neither  tears,  nor 
reproaches,  nor  bitter  scorn  could  avail  to  carry  her  point, 
for  she  tried  them  all,  even  to  violent  histerics,  which 
brought  Mrs.  Markham,  senior,  into  the  field  and  made  the 
matter  ten  times  worse.  Had  she  stayed  away,  Richard 
might  have  yielded,  for  he  was  frightened  at  the  storm  he 
had  provoked ;  but  Richard  was  passive  in  his  mother's 
hand,  and  listened  complacently  while  in  stronger,  plainer 
language  than  he  had  used  she  repeated  in  substance  all  he 
had  said  about  the  impropriety  of  Ethelyn 's  mingling  with 
7* 
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the  gay  throng  at  Washington.  And  while  she  talked 
poor  Ethelyn  lay  upon  the  lounge,  writhing  with  pain  and 
passion,  wishing  that  she  could  die,  and  feeling  in  her 
heart  that  she  hated  the  entire  Markham  race,  from  Rieh 
ard  down  to  innocent  Andy,  who  heard  of  the  quarrel  going 
on  between  his  brother  and  Ethelyn,  and  crept  cautiously 
to  the  door  of  their  room,  wishing  that  he  could  mediate 
between  them. 

But  this  was  a  matter  beyond  Andy's  ken.  He  could  not 
even  find  a  petition  in  his  Prayer-Book  suited  to  that  occa- 
nion.  Mr.  Townsend  had  assured  him  that  it  would  meet 
'very  emergency  ;  but  for  once  Mr.  Townsend  was  at  fault, 
—for  with  the  sound  of  Ethelyn' s  angry  voice  ringing  in  his 
cars,  Andy  lighted  his  tallow  candle,  and  creeping  up  to  his 
jhamber  knelt  down  by  his  wooden  chair  and  sought 
among  the  general  prayers  for  one  suited  "  to  a  man  and 
his  wife  quarrelling."  There  was  a  prayer  for  the  Presi- 
dent, a  prayer  for  the  clergy,  a  prayer  for  Congress,  a  prayer 
>br  rain,  a  prayer  for  the  sick,  a  prayer  for  people  going 
ro  sea,  and  people  going  to  be  hung, — but  there  was  nothing 
for  the  point  at  issue,  unless  he  took  the  prayer  to  be  used 
in  time  of  war  and  tumults,  and  this  he  thought  would 
aever  answer,  inasmuch  as  he  did  not  really  know  who  was 
Jche  enemy  from  which  he  would  be  delivered.  It  was 
hard  to  decide  against  Ethelyn  and  still  harder  to  decide 
against  "Dick,"  and  so  with  his  brains  all  in  a  muddle 
Aidy  concluded  to  take  the  prayer  "  for  all  sorts  and  con- 
ditions of  men,"  speaking  very  low  and  earnestly  when  he 
asked  that  all  "  who  were  distressed  in  mind,  body,  or 
estate,  might  be  comforted  and  relieved  according  to 
their  several  necessities."  This  surely  covered  the  ground 
to  a  very  considerable  extent ;  or  if  it  did  not,  the  fervent 


GOING    TO    WASHINGTON.  155 

"Good  Lord,  deliver  us,"  with  which  Andy  finished  his 
devotions,  did  ;  and  the  simple-hearted,  trusting  man  arose 
from  his  knees  comforted  and  relieved,  even  if  Richard  and 
Ethel yn  were  not. 

With  them  the  trouble  continued,  for  Ethelyn  kept  hel 
bed  next  day,  refusing  to  see  any  one,  and  only  answering 
Richard  in  monosyllables  when  he  addressed  himself  di* 
rectly  to  her.  Once  he  bent  over  her  and  said,  "  Ethelyn, 
tell  me  truly, — is  it  your  desire  to  be  with  me,  your  dread 
of  separation  from  me,  which  makes  you  so  averse  to  be 
.eft  behind?" 

There  was  that  in  his  voice  which  said  that  if  this  were 
the  case  he  might  be  induced  to  reconsider.  But  though 
sorely  tempted  to  do  it,  Ethelyn  would  not  tell  a  falsehood 
for  the  sake  of  Washington ;  so  she  made  no  reply,  and 
Richard  drew  from  her  silence  any  inference  he  pleased. 
He  was  very  wretched  those  last  days,  for  he  could  not 
forget  the  look  of  Ethelyn's  eye  or  the  sound  of  her  voice 
when,  as  she  finally  gave  up  the  contest,  she  said  to  him, 
with  quivering  nostrils  and  steady  tones,  "You  may  leave 
me  here,  Richard,  but  remember  this :  not  one  line  will  I 
write  to  you  while  you  are  gone.  I  mean  what  I  say.  I 
shall  keep  my  word." 

It  would  be  dreadful  not  to  hear  directly  from  Ethie 
during  all  the  dreary  winter,  and  Richard  hoped  she  would 
recall  her  words ;  but  Ethelyn  was  too  sorely  wounded  to 
do  that.  She  must  reach  Richard  somehow,  and  this  was 
the  way  she  would  do  it.  She  did  not  come  down  stairs 
again  after  it  was  settled.  She  was  sick,  she  said,  and  kept 
her  room,  seeing  no  one  but  Richard  and  Eunice,  who  three 
times  a  day  brought  up  her  nicely-cooked  meals  and  looked 
curiously  at  her  as  she  deposited  her  tray  upon  the  stand 
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and  quietly  left  the  room.  Mrs.  Markham  did  not  go  »j 
at  all,  for  Ethelyn  charged  her  disappointment  dirceth  tc 
_er  mother-in-law,  and  had  asked  that  she  be  kept  away ; 
and  so,  fmid  passion  and  tears  and  bitterness,  the  \vee> 
went  by  and  brought  the  day  when  Kiehard  was  to  leave. 


-♦» 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


THE    FIRST   DAT    OF    RICHARD'S    ABSENCE. 


HE  gray  light  of  a  November  morning  was  break- 
ing over  the  prairies  when  Richard  stooped  down 
to  kiss  his  wife,  who  did  not  think  it  worth  hei 
while  to  rise  so  early  to  see  him  off.  She  felt  thai 
she  had  been  unjustly  dealt  wilh,  and  up  to  the  very  last 
maintained  the  same  cold,  icy  manner  so  painful  to  Richard, 
who  would  fain  have  won  from  her  one  smile  to  cheer  him 
in  his  absence.  But  the  smile  was  not  given,  though  the 
lips  which  Richard  touched  did  move  a  little,  and  he  tried 
to  believe  it  was  a  kiss  they  meant  to  give.  Only  the  day 
before  Ethie  had  heard  from  Aunt  Van  Buren  that  Frank 
was  to  be  mairied  at  Christmas,  after  which  they  were 
going  on  to  Washington,  where  they  confidently  expected  to 
meet  Ethelyn.  With  a  kind  of  grim  satisfaction  Ethelyn 
showed  this  letter  to  her  husband,  hoping  to  awaken  in  him 
gome  remorse  for  his  cruelty  to  her,  if  indeed  he  was  ca- 
pable of  remorse,  which  she  doubted.  She  did  not  know 
him,  for  if  possible  he  suffered  more  than  she  did,  though 
in  a  different  way.  It  hurt  him  to  leave  her  there  alone, 
feeling  as  she  did.     He  hated  to  go  without  her,  carrying 
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only  in  Lis  mind  the  memory  of  the  white,  rigid  face  which 
had  not  smiled  on  him  for  so  long.  He  wanted  her  to 
isoem  interested  in  something,  for  her  cold  apathy  of  man- 
ner puzzled  and  alarmed  him ;  so  remembering  her  aunt'i 
otter  on  the  morning  of  his  departure,  he  spoke  of  it  to  her 
and  said,  "  What  shall  I  tell  Mrs.  Van  Buren  for  you  \  I 
shall  probably  see  more  or  less  of  them." 

"  Tell  her  nothing.  Prisoners  send  no  messages,"  waa 
Ethelyn's  reply  ;  and  in  the  dim  gray  of  the  morning  the  two 
faces  looked  a  moment  at  each  other  with  such  thoughts 
and  passions  written  upon  them  as  was  pitiable  to  behold. 

But  when  Richard  was  fairly  gone,  when  the  tones  of 
his  voice  bidding  his  family  good-by  had  ceased,  and 
Ethelyn  sat  leaning  on  her  elbow  and  listening  to  the 
sound  of  the  wheels  which  carried  him  away,  such  a  feel- 
ing of  desolation  and  loneliness  swept  over  her  that,  bury- 
ing her  face  in  the  pillows,  she  wept  bitterer  tears  of  re- 
morse and  regret  than  she  had  ever  wept  before. 

That  day  was  a  long  and  dreary  one  to  all  the  members 
of  the  prairie  farm-house.  It  was  always  lonely  the  first  day 
of  Richard's  absence,  but  now  it  was  drearier  than  ever ; 
and  with  a  harsh,  forbidding  look  upon  her  face,  Mrs. 
Markham  went  about  her  work,  leaving  Ethelyn  entirely 
alone.  She  did  not  believe  her  daughter-in-law  was  any 
sicker  than  herself.  "  It  was  only  airs"  she  thought, 
when  at  noon  Ethelyn  declined  the  boiled  beef  and  cab- 
bage, saying  just  the  odor  of  it  made  her  sick.  "  Nothing 
but  airs,"  she  persisted  in  saying,  as  she  prepared  a  slice 
of  nice  cream-toast  with  a  soft-boiled  egg  and  cup  of  fra- 
grant black  tea.  Ethie  did  not  refuse  these  viands  and 
was  gracious  enough  to  thank  her  mother-in-law  for  hei 
e^tra  trouble;  but  she  did  it  in   such  a  queenly  as  well  as 
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injured  kind  of  way,  that  Mrs.  Markham  felt  more  ag- 
grieved than  ever,  and,  for  a  good  woman,  who  sometimes 
spoke  in  meeting,  slammed  the  door  considerably  hard  at- 
she  left  the  room  and  went  back  to  her  kitchen,  where  the 
table  had  been  laid  ever  since  Ethelyn  took  to  eating  up- 
stairs. So  long  as  she  ate  with  the  family  Mrs.  Markham 
felt  rather  obliged  to  take  her  meals  in  the  front  room,  but 
it  made  a  deal  more  work,  and  she  was  glad  to  return  to 
her  olden  ways  once  more.  Eunice  was  gone  of  an  er- 
rand, and  so  she  felt  at  liberty  to  speak  her  mind  freely  to 
ker  boys  as  they  gathered  around  the  table. 

"  It  is  sheer  ugliness,"  she  said,  "  which  keeps  her 
cooped  up  there  to  be  waited  on.  She  is  no  more  sick 
than  I  am ;  but  I  couldn't  make  Richard  b'lieve  it." 

M  Mother,  you  surely  did  not  go  to  Richard  with  com- 
plaints of  his  wife,"  and  James  looked  reproachfully  across 
the  table  at  his  mother,  who  replied,  "  I  told  him  what  I 
thought,  for  I  wa'n't  going  to  have  him  miserable  all  the 
time  thinking  how  sick  she  was  ;  but  I  might  as  well  have 
talked  to  the  wind,  for  any  good  it  did.  He  even  seemed 
putcherky,  too." 

•  "  I  should  be  more  than  putcherTcy  if  you  were  to  talk 
to  me  against  my  wife  if  I  had  one,"  James  retorted,  think- 
ing of  Melinda  and  the  way  she  sang  that  solo  in  the  choir 
the  day  before. 

It  was  a  little  strange  that  James  and  John  and  Andy 
all  took  Ethelyn's  part  against  their  mother,  and  even 
against  Richard,  who  they  thought  might  have  taken  her 
with  him. 

"  It  would  not  have  hurt  her  any  more  than  fretting  her- 
self to  death  at  home.  No,  nor  half  so  much  ;  and  she 
must  feel  like  a  cat  in  a  strange  garret  here  alone  with  us.'' 
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It  was  John  who  said  this, — quiet  John,  who  talked  so 
little  and  annoyed  Ethelyn  so  much  by  coming  to  the  table 
in  his  blue  frock,  with  his  pants  tucked  in  his  boots,  and 
his  curly  hair  standing  every  way.  Though  very  much 
afraid  of  his  grand  sister-in-law,  he  admired  her  beyond 
everything,  and  kept  the  slippers  she  brought  him  safely  put 
away  with  a  lock  of  Daisy's  hair  and  a  letter  written  to  him 
by  the  young  girl  whose  grave  was  close  beside  Daisy's  in 
the  Olney  Cemetery.  John  had  had  his  romance  and 
buried  it  with  its  heroine,  since  which  time  he  had  said 
but  little  to  womankind,  though  never  was  there  a  truer 
heart  than  that  which  beat  beneath  the  home-spun  frock 
Ethelyn  so  despised.  Kichard  had  bidden  him  be  kind 
to  Ethie,  and  John  had  said  he  would ;  and  after  that 
promise  was  given,  had  the  farm-house  been  on  fire  the 
sturdy  fellow  would  have  perilled  life  and  limb  to  save  her 
for  Dick.  To  James,  too,  Richard  had  spoken  a  word  for 
Ethie,  and  to  Andy  also ;  so  there  were  left  to  her  fo  lr 
champions  in  his  absence, — for  Eunice  had  had  her  charge, 
with  promises  of  a  new  dress  if  faithful  to  her  trust ;  and 
thus  there  was  no  one  against  poor  Ethelyn  saving  the 
mother-in-law,  who  made  that  first  dinner  after  Richard's 
absence  so  uncomfortable  that  John  left  the  table  without 
touching  the  boiled  indian-pudding,  of  which  he  was  so 
fond,  while  James  rather  curtly  asked  what  there  was  to  be 
gained  by  spitting  out  so  about  Ethelyn,  and  Andy  listened 
in  silence,  thinking  how,  by  and  by,  when  all  the  chores 
were  done,  he  would  take  a  basket  of  kindlings  up  foi 
Ethie's  fire,  and  if  she  asked  him  to  sit  down,  he  would  dc 
so  and  try  and  come  to  the  root  of  the  matter,  and  see  if 
he  could  not  do  something  to  make  things  a  little  better. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

ANDY  TRTES    TO    FIND    THE    ROOT    OF    THE    MATTER. 

THELYN  was  very  sick  with  a  nervous  headache 
and  so  Andy  did  not  go  in  with  his  kindlingi 
that  night,  but  put  the  basket  near  the  door, 
where  Eunice  would  find  it  in  the  morning.  It  was  a  part 
of  Richard's  bargain  with  Eunice  that  Ethie  should  always 
have  a  bright  warm  fire  to  dress  by,  and  the  first  thing 
Ethelyn  heard  as  she  unclosed  her  eyes  was  the  sound  of 
Eunice  blowing  the  coals  and  kindlings  into  a  blaze  as  she 
knelt  upon  the  hearth,  with  her  cheeks  and  eyes  distended 
to  their  utmost  capacity.  It  was  a  very  dreary  awaking, 
and  Ethelyn  sighed  as  she  looked  from  her  window  out 
upon  the  far-stretching  prairie,  where  the  first  snows  of  the 
season  were  falling.  There  were  but  few  objects  to  break 
up  the  monotonous  level,  and  the  mottled  November  sky 
frowned  gloomily  and  coldly  upon  her.  Out  in  the  back 
yard  James  and  John  were  feeding  the  cattle ;  and  the  bleat- 
ing of  the  sheep  and  the  lowing  of  the  cows  came  to  her  ear 
as  she  turned  with  a  shiver  from  the  window.  How  could 
she  stay  there  all  that  long,  dreary  winter, — there  where 
there  was  not  an  individual  who  had  a  thought  or  taste  in 
common  with  her  own.  She  could  not  stay,  she  decided  ; 
and  then  as  the  question  arose  "  where  will  you  go  ?  "  the 
utter  hopelessness  and  helplessness  of  her  position  rushed 
over  her  with  so  much  force  that  she  sank  down  upon  the 
lounge  which  Eunice  had  drawn  to  the  fire,  and  when  the 
latter  came  up  with  breakfast  she  found  her  young  mistress 
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crying  in  a  heart-broken,  despairing  kind  of  way,  whie}* 
touched  her  heart  at  once. 

Eunice  knew  but  little  of  the  trouble  with  regard  to 
Washington.  Mrs.  Markham  had  been  discreet  enough  to 
keep  that  from  her;  and  so  she  naturally  ascribed  Ethie'a 
tears  to  grief  at  parting  with  her  husband,  and  tried  in  her 
homely  way  to  comfort  her.  Three  months  were  not  very 
long ;  they  would  pass  very  quickly,  she  said,  adding  that 
she  heard  Jim  say  the  night  before  that  as  soon  as  he  got 
his  gray  colts  broken  he  was  going  to  take  his  sister  all 
over  the  country  and  cheer  her  up  a  little. 

Ethie's  heart  was  too  full  to  permit  her  to  reply,  and 
Eunice  soon  left  her  alone,  reporting  below  stairs  how  white 
and  sick  she  was  looking.  To  Mrs.  Markham's  credit  we 
record  that,  with  a  view  to  please  her  daughter-in-law,  a  fire 
was  that  afternoon  made  in  the  parlor  and  Ethelyn  solicited 
to  come  down,  Mrs.  Markham,  who  carried  the  invitation , 
urging  that  a  change  would  do  her  good,  as  it  was  not  wel  * 
to  stay  always  in  one  place.  But  Ethelyn  preferred  thn 
solitude  of  her  own  chamber,  and  though  she  thanked  he  * 
mother-in-law  for  her  thoughtfulness,  she  declined  goin^ 
down,  and  Mrs.  Markham  had  made  her  fire  for  nothing 
Not  even  Melinda  came  to  enjoy  it,  for  she  was  in  Camden, 
visiting  a  schoolmate ;  and  so  the  day  passed  drearily  enough 
with  them  all,  and  the  autumnal  night  shut  down  again 
darker,  gloomier  than  ever,  as  it  seemed  to  Ethelyn.  She  had 
seen  no  one  but  Mrs.  Markham  and  Eunice  since  Richard 
went  away,  and  she  was  wondering  what  had  become  of 
Andy,  when  she  heard  his  shuffling  tread  upon  the  stairs, 
an  1  a  moment  after,  his  round,  shining  face  appeared,  ask- 
ing if  he  might  come  in.  Andy  wore  his  best  clothes  on 
this  occasion,  for  an  idea  had  been  lodged  in  his  brain  thai 
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Ethelyn  liked  a  person  well  dressed,  and  he  was  mud 
pleased  with  himself  in  his  short  coat  and  shorter  pants, 
and  the  buff  and  white  cotton  cravat  tied  in  a  hard  knot 
around  his  sharp  standing-collar,  which  almost  cut  the  bot- 
tom of  his  ears. 

"  I  wished  to  see  you,"  he  said,  taking  a  chair  directly 
m  front  of  Ethelyn  and  tipping  back  against  the  wall.  "  I 
wanted  to  come  before,  but  was  afraid  you  didn't  care  tc 
have  me.  I've  got  somethin'  for  you  now,  though, — some- 
thin*  good  for  sore  eyes.     Guess  what  'tis  ?  " 

And  Andy  began  fumbling  in  his  pocket  for  the  some- 
thing which  was  to  cheer  Ethelyn,  as  he  hoped. 

"  Look  a-here.  A  letter  from  old  Dick,  writ  the  very 
first  day.  That's  what  I  call  real  courtin'  like,"  and  Andy 
gave  to  Ethelyn  the  letter  which  John  had  brought  from 
the  office,  and  which  a  detention  of  the  train  at  Stafford  for 
four  hours  had  afforded  Richard  an  opportunity  to  write. 

It  was  only  a  few  lines,  meant  for  her  alone,  but  Ethe- 
lyn's  cheek  did  not  redden  as  she  read  them,  or  her  eyes 
brighten  one  whit.  Richard  was  well,  she  said,  explaining 
to  Andy  the  reason  for  his  writing,  and  then  she  put  the 
letter  away,  while  Andy  sat  looking  at  her,  and  wondering 
what  he  should  say  next.  He  had  come  up  to  comfort  her, 
but  found  it  hard  to  begin.  Ethie  was  very  pale,  and  there 
were  dark  rings  around  her  eyes,  showing  that  she  suffered, 
even  if  Mrs.  Markham  did  assert  there  was  nothing  ailed 
her  but  spleen. 

At  last  Andy  blurted  out,  "  I  am  so  sorry  for  you,  Ethelyn 
for  I  know  it  must  be  bad  to  have  your  man  go  off  and 
.eave  you  alone,  when  you  wanted  to  go  with  him.     Jim 
and  John  and  me  talked  it  up  to-day  when  we  was  out  to 
work,  and  we  think  you  orto  have  gone  with  Dick.     It 
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must  be  lonesome  staying  here,  and  you  only  six  months 
married.  I  wish,  and  the  boys  wishes,  we  could  do  some 
thing  to  chirk  you  up." 

With  the  exception  of  what  Eunice  had  said  these  were 
the  first  words  of  sympathy  Ethelyn  had  heard,  and  her 
tears  flowed  at  once,  while  her  slight  form  shook  with  such 
a  tempest  of  sobs  that  Andy  was  alarmed,  and  getting  down 
on  his  knees  beside  her,  begged  of  her  to  tell  him  what  waa 
the  matter.  Had  he  hnrt  her  feelings?  he  was  such  a 
blunderin'  critter  he  never  knew  the  right  thing  to  say,  and 
if  she  liked  he'd  go  straight  off  down  stairs. 

"  No,  Anderson,"  Ethelyn  said,  "  you  have  not  hurt  my 
feelings,  and  I  do  not  wish  you  to  go,  but,  oh,  I  am  so 
wretched  and  so  disappointed  too ! " 

"  About  goin'  to  Washington,  you  mean  ?  "  Andy  asked, 
resuming  his  chair,  and  his  attitude  of  earnest  inquiry, 
while  Ethelyn,  forgetting  all  her  reserve,  replied,  "Yes,  I 
-nean  that  and  everything  else.  It  has  been  nothing  but 
disappointment  ever  since  I  left  Chicopee,  and  I  sometimes 
wish  I  had  died  before  I  promised  to  go  away  from  dear 
Auunt  Barbara's,  where  I  was  so  happy." 

"  What  made  you  promise,  then  ?  I  suppose,  though, 
it  was  because  you  loved  Dick  so  much,"  simple-minded 
Andy  said,  trying  to  remember  if  there  was  not  a  passage 
somewhere  which  read,  "  For  this  cause  shall  a  man  leave 
father  and  mother  and  cleave  unto  his  wife,  and  they  twain 
shall  be  one  flesh." 

Ethelyn  would  not  wound  Andy  by  telling  him  how  little 
love  had  had  to  do  with  her  unhappy  marriage,  and  she  re- 
mained silent  for  a  moment,  while  Andy  continued,  "Be 
you  disappointed  here, — with  us,  I  mean,  and  the  fixins  ? " 
Yes,  Anderson,  terribly  disappointed.     Nothing  is  ai 
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t  supposed.  Richard  never  told  me  what  I  was  to  expect,* 
Ethelyn  replied,  without  stopping  to  consider  what  she  was 
paying. 

For  a  moment  Andy  looked  intently  at  her,  as  if  trying 
to  make  out  her  meaning.  Then,  as  it  in  part  dawned  upon 
him,  he  said,  sorrowfully,  "Sister  Ethie,  if  it's  me  yo** 
mean,  I  was  more  to  blame  than  Dick,  for  I  asked  him  not 
to  tell  you  I  was — a — a — wall,  I  once  heard  Miss  Captain 
Simmous  say  I  was  Widder  Markham's  fool"  and  Andy's 
chin  quivered  as  he  went  on :  "I  ain't  a  fool  exactly,  for  I 
don't  drool  or  slobber,  like  Tom  Brown,  the  idiot,  but  I 
have  a  soft  spot  in  my  head,  and  I  didn't  want  you  to  kn<>w 
it,  for  fear  you  wouldn't  like  me.  Daisy  liked  me,  though, 
and  Daisy  knew  what  I  was  and  called  me  '  dear  Andy/ 
and  kissed  me  when  she  died." 

Andy  was  crying  softly  now,  and  Ethelyn  was  crying 
with  him.  The  hard  feeling  at  her  h^art  was  giving  way, 
and  she  could  have  put  her  arms  around  this  childish  man, 
who  after  a  moment  continued,  "  Dick  said  he  wouldn't 
tell  you,  so  you  must  forgive  him  for  that.  You've  found 
me  out,  I  s'pose.  You  know  I  ain't  like  Jim,  nor  John, 
and  I  can't  hold  a  candle  to  old  Dick,  but  sometimes  I'vo 
hoped  you  liked  me  a  little,  even  if  you  do  keep  callin'  mfl 
Anderson.  I  wish  you  wouldn't ;  seems  as  if  folks  thinks 
more  of  me  when  they  say  'Andy  '  to  me." 

"  Oh,  Andy,  dear  Andy,"  Ethelyn  exclaimed,  "  I  do  like 
you  so  much, — like  you  best  of  all !  I  did  not  mean  you 
when  I  said  I  was  disappointed." 

"  Who,  then  ? "  Andy  asked,  in  1  is  straightforward  way. 
"  Is  it  mother  ?  She  is  odd,  I  guess,  though  I  never 
thought  on't  till  you  came  here.  Yes,  mother  is  some 
queer,  but  she  is  good  ;  and  oncet  when  I  had  the  tythoid 
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and  lay  like  a  log,  I  heard  her  pray  for  '  her  poor  dear  boy 
Andy , '  that's  what  she  called  me,  as  lovin'  like  as  if  1 
wasn't  a  fool  or  somethin'  nigh  it." 

Ethelyn  did  not  wish  to  leave  upon  his  mind  the  impres 
sion  that  his  mother  had  everything  to  dc  with  her  wretch 
ednesb,  and  so  as  cautiously  as  she  could  she  tried  to  ex- 
plain to  him  the  difference  between  the  habits  and  cus- 
toms of  Chicopee  and  Olney.  Warming  up  with  her  theme 
as  she  progressed,  she  said  more  than  she  intended,  and 
succeeded  in  driving  into  Andy's  brain  a  vague  idea  that  his 
family  were  not  up  to  her  standard,  but  were  in  fact  a  long 
way  behind  the  times.  Andy  was  in  a  dilemma ;  he  wanted 
to  help  Ethelyn  and  he  did  not  know  how.  Suddenly, 
however,  his  face  brightened  and  he  asked,  "  Do  you  belong 
to  the  church  ? " 

"  Yes,"  was  Ethelyn's  reply. 

"  Yon  do  1 "  Andy  repeated  in  some  surprise,  and  Ethelyri 
replied,  "  Not  the  way  you  mean,  perhaps ;  but  when  I  was 
a  baby  I  was  baptized  in  the  church  and  thus  became  a 
member." 

"  So  you  never  had  the  Bishop's  hands  upon  your  head, 
and  done  what  the  Saviour  told  us  to  do  to  remember 
dim  by  ? " 

Ethelyn  shook  her  head,  and  Andy  went  on  :  "Oh,  what 
a  pity,  when  he  is  such  a  good  Saviour,  and  would  know 
just  how  to  help  you,  now  you  are  so  sorry-like,  and 
nomesick,  and  disappointed.  If  you  had  him,  you  could 
tell  him  all  about  it  and  he  would  comfort  you.  He  helped 
me,  you  don't  know  how  much,  and  I  was  dreadful  bad 
once.  I  used  to  git  drunk,  Ethie, — drunker'n  a  fool,  and 
come  hiccuppin'  home  with  mv  clothes  all  tore  and  mv 
hat  smashed  into  nothin'  '* 
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Andy's  face  was  scarlet  as  he  confessed  his  past  mis- 
deeds, but  without  the  least  hesitation  he  went  on  :  "  Mr, 
Townsend  found  me  one  day  in  the  ditch,  and  helped  me 
up  and  got  me  into  his  room  and  prayed  over  me  and  talked 
to  me,  and  never  let  me  off  from  that  time  till  the  Saviour 
took  me  up,  and  now  it's  better  than  three  years  since  I 
tasted  a  drop.  I  don't  taste  it  even  at  the  Sacrament,  for 
fear  what  the  taste  might  do,  and  I  used  to  hold  my  nose 
to  keep  shut  of  the  smell.  Mr.  Townsend  knows  I  don't 
touch  it,  and  God  knows,  too,  and  thinks  I'm  right,  I'm 
sure,  and  gives  me  to  drink  of  his  precious  blood  just  the 
same,  for  I  feel  light  as  air  when  I  come  from  the  altar.  If 
religion  could  make  me,  a  fool  and  a  drunkard,  happy,  it 
would  do  sights  for  you  who  know  so  much.  Try  it,  Ethie, 
won't  you  ? " 

Andy  was  getting  in  earnest  now,  and  Ethelyn  could  not 
meet  the  glance  of  his  honest,  pleading  eyes. 

"I  can't  be  good,  Andy,"  she  said;  "  I  shouldn't  know 
how  to  begin  or  what  to  do." 

"  Seems  to  me  I  could  tell  you  a  few  things,"  Andy 
said.  "  God  didn't  want  you  to  go  to  Washington  for 
some  wise  purpose  or  other,  and  so  he  put  it  into 
Dick's  heart  to  leave  you  at  home.  Now,  instead  of 
crying  about  that  I'd  make  the  best  of  it  and  be  as  happy 
as  I  could  here.  I  know  we  ain't  starched-up  folks 
like  them  in  Boston,  but  we  like  you,  all  of  us, — least- 
wise Jim  and  John  and  me  do, — and  I  don't  mean  to  come 
to  the  table  in  my  shirt-sleeves  any  more,  if  that  will 
suit  you,  and  I  won't  blow  my  tea  in  my  sasser,  nor  sop  my 
bread  in  the  platter;  though  if  you  are  all  done  and 
there's  a  lot  of  nice  gravy  left,  you  won't  mind  it,  will 
vou,  Ethelvn  ? — for  I  do  love  gravy  " 
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Ethelyn  had  been  more  particular  than  she  meant  to 
be  with  her  reasons  for  her  disappointment,  and  in  enu- 
merating the  bad  habits  of  the  family  she  had  includeq 
the  points  upon  which  Andy  had  seized  so  readily.  He 
had  never  been  told  before  that  his  manners  were  en- 
tirely what  they  ought  not  to  be;  he  could  hardly  see 
it  so  now,  but  if  it  would  please  Ethie  he  would  try 
to  refrain,  he  said,  asking  that  when  she  saw  him  dcing 
anything  very  outlandish,  she  would  remind  him  of  it  and 
tell  him  what  was  right. 

"  I  think  folks  is  always  happier,"  he  continued,  "  when 
they  forgit  to  please  themselves  and  try  to  suit  others, 
even  if  they  can't  see  any  sense  in  it." 

Andy  did  not  exactly  mean  this  as  a  rebuke,  but 
it  had  the  effect  of  one  and  set  Ethelyn  to  thinking. 
Such  genuine  simplicity  and  frankness  could  not  be  lost 
upon  her ;  and  long  after  Andy  had  left  her  and  gone 
to  his  room,  where  he  sought  in  his  Prayer-Book  for 
something  just  suited  to  her  case,  she  sat  pondering  upon 
all  he  had  said,  and  upon  the  faith  which  could  make 
even  simple  Andy  so  lovable  and  good. 

"He  has  improved  his  one  talent  far  more  than  I 
have  my  five  or  ten,"  she  said,  while  regrets  for  her 
own  past  misdeeds  began  to  fill  her  bosom,  with  a  wish 
that  she  might  in  some  degree  atone  for  them. 

Perhaps  it  was  the  resolution  formed  that  night,  and 
perhaps  it  was  the  answer  to  Andy's  prayer  that  God 
would  have  mercy  upon  Ethie  and  incline  her  and  his 
mother  to  pull  together  better,  which  sent  Ethelyn  down 
to  breakfast  the  next  morning  and  kept  her  below  stairs 
a  good  portion  of  the  day,  and  made  her  accept  James' 
invitation  to  ride  with  him  in  the  afternoon.     Then  when 
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it  was  night  again,  and  she  saw  Eunice  carrying  through 
the  hall  a  smoking  firebrand,  which  she  knew  was  designed 
for  the  parlor  fire,  she  changed  her  mind  about  staying  alone 
up -stairs  with  the  books  she  had  commenced  to  read, 
but  brought  instead  the  white,  fleecy  cloud  she  waa 
Knitting,  and  sat  with  the  family,  who  had  never  seen 
her  more  gracious  or  amiable,  and  wondered  what  had 
happened.  Andy  thought  he  knew  ;  he  had  prayed  for 
Ethie,  not  only  the  previous  night,  but  that  morning  before 
he  left  his  room,  and  also  during  the  day, — once  in  the 
barn  upon  a  rick  of  hay  and  once  behind  the  smoke-house. 
Andy  always  looked  for  direct  answers  to  his  prayers, 
and  believing  he  had  received  one  his  face  was  radiant  with 
content  and  satisfaction  when  after  supper  he  brushed  and 
wet  his  hair  and  plastered  it  down  upon  his  forehead,  and 
changed  his  heavy  boots  for  a  lighter  pair  of  Richard's,  and 
then  sat  down  before  the  parlor  fire  with  the  yarn  sock  he 
was  knitting  for  himself.  Ethelyn  had  never  seen  him  en- 
gaged in  this  feminine  employment  before,  and  she  felt  a 
strong  disposition  to  laugh,  but  fearing  to  wound  him,  re- 
pressed her  smiles  and  seemed  not  to  look  at  him  as  he 
Worked  industriously  on  the  heel,  turning  and  shaping  it 
better  than  she  could  have  done.  It  was  not  often  that 
Ethelyn  had  favored  the  family  with  music,  but  she  did  so 
that  night,  playing  and  singing  pieces  which  she  knew 
were  familiar  to  them,  and  only  feeling  a  momentary  pang 
of  resentment  when  at  the  close  of  Yankee  Doodle,  with 
variations,  quiet  John  remarked  that  Melinda  herself  could 
not  go  ahead  of  that !  Melinda's  style  of  music  was  evi- 
dently preferable  to  her  own,  but  she  swallowed  the  insult 
and  sang  "  Lily  Dale,"  at  the  request  of  Andy,  who,  think- 
ing the  while  of  dear  little  Daisy,  wiped  his  eyes  with  the 
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ieg  of  his  sock,  while  a  tear  trickled  down  his  mother's* 
chevik  and  dropped  into  her  .ap. 

*;  I  thought  Melinda  Jones  wanted  to  practise  on  the 
planner,"  Eunice  said,  after  Ethelyn  was  done  playing ;  "  I 
heard  he?  s  lying  so  one  day  and  wondering  if  Miss  Mark- 
ham  wouL!  be  willin'." 

Ethelyn  was  in  a  rnood  then  to  assent  to  anything,  and 
she  expressed  her  entire  approbation,  saying  even  that  she 
would  gladly  give  Melinda  any  assistance  in  her  power. 
Ethelyn  had  been  hard  and  cold  and  proud  so  long  that 
she  scarcely  knew  herself  in  this  new  phase  of  character, 
and  the  family  did  not  know  her  either.  But  they  appre- 
ciated it  fully,  and  James'  eyes  were  very  bright  and  spark- 
ling, when  in  imitation  of  Andy  he  bade  his  sister  good- 
night, thinking,  as  she  left  the  room,  how  beautiful  she  was 
and  how  pleased  Melinda  would  be,  and  hoping  she  would 
find  it  convenient  to  practise  there  evenings,  as  that  would 
render  an  escort  home  absolutely  necessary,  unless  her 
brother  came  for  her. 

Ethelyn  had  not  changed  her  mind  when  Melinda  came 
home  next  day,  and  as  a  matter  of  course  called  at  the 
Markhams  in  the  evening.  But  Ethelyn's  offer  had  come 
a  little  too  late, — Melinda  was  going  to  Washington  to 
spend  the  winter !  A  bachelor  brother  of  her  mother's, 
living  among  the  mountains  of  Vermont,  had  been  elected 
Member  of  Congress  in  the  place  of  the  regular  member, 
who  had  resigned ;  and  as  the  uncle  was  wealthy  and  gen- 
erous, and  had  certain  pleasant  reminiscences  of  a  visit  to 
Iowa  when  a  little  black-eyed  girl  had  been  so  agreeable  to 
h.m,  he  had  written  for  her  to  join  him  in  Washington, 
promising  to  defray  all  expenses,  and  sending  on  a  draft  for 
two  hundred  dollars,  with  which  she  was  to  procure  what- 
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ever  she  deemed  necessary  for  her.  winter's  outfit.  Me  lit* 
da's  star  was  in  the  ascendant,  and  Ethelyn  felt  a  pang  of 
something  like  envy  as  she  thought  how  differently  Me- 
linda's  winter  would  pass  from  her  own,  while  James 
trembled  for  the  effect  Washington  might  have  upon  the 
girl  who  walked  so  slowly  with  him  along  the  beaten  path 
between  his  house  and  her  father's,  and  whose  eyes,  as  she 
bade  him  good-night,  were  scarcely  less  bright  than  the 
stars  shining  down  upon  her.  Would  she  come  back  like 
Ethelyn  ?  He  hoped  not,  for  there  would  then  be  an  end 
to  all  the  fond  dreams  he  had  been  dreaming.  She  would 
despise  his  homely  ways  and  look  for  somebody  higher 
than  plain  Jim  Markham  in  his  cowhide  boots.  James  was 
sorry  to  have  Melinda  go,  and  Ethelyn  was  sorry  too.  It 
seemed  as  if  she  was  to  be  left  alone,  for  two  days  after 
Melinda's  return  Marcia  Fenton  and  Ella  Backus  came  out 
from  Camden  to  call,  and  communicated  the  news  that 
they,  too,  were  going  on  to  Washington,  together  with 
Mrs.  Judge  Miller,  whose  father  was  a  U.  S.  Senator.  It 
was  terrible  to  be  thus  left  behind,  and  Ethelyn's  heart 
grew  harder  against  her  husband  for  dooming  her  to  such  a 
fate.  Every  week  James,  or  John,  or  Andy  brought  from 
the  post  a  letter  in  Richard's  handwriting,  directed  to  Mrs. 
Richard  Markham,  and  once  in  two  weeks  Andy  carried  a 
letter  to  the  post  directed  in  Ethelyn's  handwriting  to 
"  Richard  Markham,  M.C.," — but  Andy  never  suspected  that 
the  dainty  little  envelope,  with  a  Boston  mark  upon  it,  en- 
closed only  a  blank  sheet  of  paper  !  Ethelyn  had  affirmed 
so  solemnly  that  she  would  not  write  to  her  husband  that 
she  half  feared  to  break  her  vow ;  and  besides  that,  she 
could  not  forgive  him  for  having  left  her  behind,  while 
Marcia,  Ella,  and  Melinda  were  enjoying  themselves  so 
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much.  She  knew  she  was  doing  wrong,  and  not  a  night  of 
her  life  did  she  go  to  her  lonely  bed  that  there  did  not 
creep  over  her  a  sensation  of  fear  as  she  thought,  "What 
if  I  should  die  while  I  am  so  bad  ? " 

At  home,  in  Chieopee,  she  used  always  to  go  through 
with  a  form  of  prayer,  but  she  could  not  do  that  now  for 
the  something  which  rose  up  between  her  and  heaven, 
smothering  the  words  upon  her  lips ;  and  so  in  this  condi- 
tion she  lived  on  day  after  day,  growing  more  and  more 
desolate  and  lonely,  and  wondering  sadly  if  life  would  al- 
ways be  as  dreary  and  aimless  as  it  was  now.  And  whik 
she  pondered  thus,  Andy  prayed  on  and  practised  his  les- 
sons in  good  manners,  provoking  the  mirth  of  the  whole 
family  by  his  ludicrous  attempts  to  be  polite,  and  feeling 
sometimes  tempted  to  give  the  matter  up.  Andy  wa? 
everything  to  Ethelyn,  and  once  when  her  conscience  was» 
smiting  her  more  than  usual  with  regard  to  the  blanks,  she 
said  to  him,  abruptly,  "  If  you  had  made  a  wicked  vow, 
which  would  you  do, — keep  it  or  break  it,  and  so  tell  a 
falsehood  ?  " 

Andy  was  not  much  of  a  lawyer,  he  said,  but "  he  thoughv 
he  knew  some  scripter  right  to  the  p'int,"  and  taking  his 
well-worn  bible  he  found  and  read  the  parable  of  the  two 
sons  commanded  to  work  in  their  father's  vineyard. 

"  If  the  Saviour  commended  the  one  who  said  he 
wouldn't  and  then  went  and  did  it,  I  think  there  can  be 
no  harm  in  your  breaking  a  wicked  vow ;  leastways  I 
should  do  it." 

This  was  Andy's  advice ;  and  that  night,  long  after  the 
family  were  in  bed,  a  light  was  shining  in  Ethelyn's  cham- 
ber, where  she  sat  writing  to  her  husband,  and  as  if  Andy's 
spirit  were  pervading  hers,  she  softened  as  she  wrote  and 
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asked  forgiveness  for  the  past  which  she  had  made  so 
wretched.  She  was  going  to  do  better,  .she  said,  and  when 
hei  husband  came  home  she  wonld  try  to  make  him 
happy. 

"  But,  oh !  Richard,"  she  wrote,  "  please  take  me  awaj 
from  here, — to  Camden,  or  Olney,  or  anywhere, — so  I  can 
begin  anew  to  be  the  wife  I  ought  to  be.  I  was  never 
worthy  of  you,  Richard.  I  deceived  you  from  the  first,  and 
if  I  could  summon  the  courage  I  would  tell  you  about  it." 

This  letter,  which  would  have  done  so  much  good,  was 
kiever  finished,  for  when  the  morning  came  there  were 
troubled  faces  at  the  prairie  farm-house, — Mrs.  Markham 
looking  very  anxious  and  Eunice  very  scared,  James  going 
for  the  doctor  and  Andy  for  Mrs.  Jones,  while  up  in 
Ethie's  room,  where  the  curtains  were  drawn  so  closely 
before  the  windows,  life  and  death  were  struggling  for  the 
mastery,  and  each  in  a  measure  coming  off  triumphant. 


-+- 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

WASHINGTON. 


ICHARD  had  not  been  happy  in  Washington.  He 
led  too  quiet  and  secluded  a  life,  his  companions 
said,  and  they  advised  him  to  go  out  more,  jo- 
cosely telling  him  that  he  was  pining  for  his  young  wife  and 
growing  quite  an  old  man.  When  Melinda  Jones  came, 
Richard  brightened  a  little,  for  there  was  always  a  sense  of 
comfort  and  rest  in  Melinda's  presence,  and  Richard  spent 
much  of  his  leisure  in  her  society,  accompanying  her  to 
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soncerts  and  occasionally  to  a  levee,  and  taking  pains  to 
show  her  whatever  he  thought  would  interest  her.  It  wag 
pleasant  to  have  a  lady  with  him  sometimes,  and  he  wished 
so  much  it  had  been  practicable  for  Ethelyn  to  have  come, 
"  Poor  Ethie,"  he  called  her  to  himself,  pitying  her  be- 
cause, vain  man  that  he  was,  he  thought  her  so  lonely  with- 
out him.  This  was  at  first,  and  before  he  had  received 
that  dreadful  blank,  which  sent  such  a  chill  to  his  heart, 
making  him  cold,  and  faint,  and  sick,  as  he  began  to  realize 
what  it  was  in  a  woman's  power  to  do.  He  had  occasion- 
ally thought  of  Ethelyn's  threat,  not  to  write  him  a  line, 
and  felt  very  uncomfortable  as  he  recalled  the  expression 
of  her  eyes  when  she  made  it.  But  he  did  not  believe  she 
was  in  earnest.  She  surely  could  not  hold  out  against  the 
letter  he  wrote,  telling  how  he  missed  her  every  moment, 
and  how,  if  it  had  been  at  all  advisable,  he  would  have 
taken  her  with  him.  He  did  not  know  Ethelyn,  and  was 
not  prepared  for  the  disappointment  in  store  for  him  when 
the  dainty  little  envelope  was  put  into  his  hand.  It  was 
her  handwriting, — so  much  he  knew ;  and  there  lingered 
about  the  missive  faint  traces  of  the  sweet  perfume  he  re- 
membered as  pervading  everything  she  wore  or  used.  Ethe- 
lyn had  not  kept  her  vow ;  and  with  a  throb  of  joy  Richard 
tore  open  the  envelope  and  removed  the  delicate  tinted 
sheet  inside.  But  the  hand  of  the  strong  man  shook,  and 
his  heart  grew  heavy  as  lead,  when  he  turned  the  sheet 
thrice  over,  seeking  in  vain  for  some  line  or  word,  or  syl- 
lable or  sign.  But  there  was  none,  and  Richard  felt  for  a 
moment  as  if  all  the  world  were  as  completely  a  blank  as 
that  bit  of  gilt-edged  paper  he  crumpled  so  helplessly  in  his 
hand.  Anon,  however,  hope  whispered  that  she  would 
write  next  time ;  she  could  not  hold  out  thus  all  winter ; 
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and  so  Ricba^d  wrote  again  and  again  with  the  same  sue* 
cess,  until  at  last  he  expected  nothing,  and  people  said  of 
him  that  h«  was  growing  old,  while  even  Melinda  noticed 
his  altered  appearance,  and  how  fast  his  brown  hair  was 
turning  gray.  Meiinda  was  in  one  sense  his  good  angel. 
She  brought  him  news  from  home  and  Ethelyn,  telling  for 
one  thing  of  Ethie's  offer  to  teach  her  music  during  the 
winter ;  and  for  another,  of  Ethie's  long  drives  upon  the 
prairie,  sometimes  with  James,  and  sometimes  with  John, 
but  oftenest  with  Andy,  to  whom  she  seemed  to  cling  as  tc 
a  very  dear  brother. 

This  news  did  Richard  good,  showing  a  better  side  of 
Ethie's  character  than  the  one  presented  to  him.  She  was 
not  cold  and  proud  to  the  family  at  home ;  even  his  mother, 
who  wrote  to  him  once  or  twice,  spoke  kindly  of  her,  while 
James  warmly  applauded  her,  aud  Andy  wrote  a  letter, 
wonderful  in  composition,  and  full  of  npthing  but  Ethelyn, 
who  made  their  home  so  pleasant  with  her  music,  and  songs, 
and  pretty  face.  There  was  some  comfort  in  this,  and  so 
Richard  bore  his  burden  in  silence,  and  no  one  ever  dreamed 
that  the  letters  he  received  with  tolerable  regularity  were 
only  blank,  fulfilments  of  a  hasty  vow. 

V/ith  Christmas  came  the  Van  Buren  set  from  Boston, 
— Aunt  Sophie,  with  Frank  and  his  girlish  bride,  who  soon 
became  a  belle,  and  flirted  with  every  man  who  offered  hia 
attentions,  while  Frank  was  in  no  ways  behind  in  his  flirta- 
tions with  the  other  sex.  Plain,  matter-of-fact  Melinda  Jones 
v?  as  among  the  first  to  claim  his  notice  after  he  learned  that 
she  was  niece  of  the  man  who  drove  such  splendid  blacks 
and  kept  so  handsome  a  suite  of  rooms  at  Willard's ;  but 
Melinda  was  more  than  his  match,  and  snubbed  him  so  un 
mercifully  that  he  gave  her  up,  and  sneered  at  her  as  "  that 
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>ld-maidish  girl  from  out  West."  Mrs.  Di  Van  Buren 
bad  been  profuse  in  her  inquiries  after  Ethelyn,  and  loud 
in  her  regrets  at  her  absence.  She  had  also  tried  to  patron- 
ize both  Richard  and  Melinda,  taking  the  latter  with  hot 
to  the  theatre  and  to  a  reception,  and  trying  to  cultivate 
her  for  the  sake  of  poor  Ethie,  who  was  obliged  to  associate 
with  her,  and  people  like  her.  Melinda,  however,  did  not 
need  Mrs.  Van  Buren's  patronage.  Her  uncle  was  a  man 
of  wealth  and  mark,  who  stood  high  in  Washington,  where 
he  had  been  before.  His  niece  could  not  lack  attention, 
»nd  ere  the  season  was  over  the  two  rival  belles  at  Wash- 
ington were  Mrs.  Frank  Van  Buren,  from  Boston,  and  Miss 
Melinda  Jones,  from  Iowa. 

But  prosperity  did  not  spoil  Melinda,  and  James  Mark- 
ham's  chances  were  quite  as  good  when,  dressed  in  pink  silk, 
with  camelias  in  her  hair,  she  entertained  some  half  dozen 
judges  and  M.C.'s,  as  when  in  brown  delaine  and  Magenta 
ribbons  she  danced  a  quadrille  at  some  "  quilting  bee  oat 
West."  She  saw  the  difference,  however,  between  men  of 
cultivation  and  those  who  had  none,  and  began  to  under- 
stand the  cause  of  Ethelyn's  cold,  proud  looks  when  sur- 
rounded by  Richard's  family.  She  began  also  silently  to 
watch  and  criticise  Richard,  comparing  him  with  other  men 
of  equal  brain,  and  thinking  how,  if  she  were  his  wife,  she 
would  go  to  work  to  correct  his  manners.  Possibly,  too, 
thoughts  of  James,  in  his  blue  frock  and  cowhide  boots, 
occasionally  intruded  themselves  upon  her  mind;  but  if  so, 
they  did  not  greatly  disturb  her  equanimity,  for,  'tet  what 
might  happen,  Melinda  felt  herself  equal  to  the  emergency" 
■ — whether  it  were  to  put  down  Frank  Van  Buren  and  th 
whole  race  of  impudent  puppies  like  him,  or  polish  rough 
James  Markham  if  need  be.     How  she  hated  Frank  Van 
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Buren  when  she  saw  his  neglect  of  his  young  wife,  whsse 
money  was  all  he  seemed  to  care  for  ;  and  how  utterly  sh« 
loathed  and  despised  him  after  the  night  when,  at  a  party 
given  by  one  of  Washington's  magnates,  he  stood  beside 
her  for  half  an  hour  and  talked  confidentially  to  her  of 
Ethelyn,  whom,  he  hinted,  he  could  have  married  if  he  would. 

"  Why  didn't  you,  then  ? "  and  Melinda  turned  sharply 
apon  him,  with  a  look  in  her  black  eyes  which  made  him 
wince  as  he  replied,  "  Family  interference, — must  have  mo- 
ney, you  know.  But,  zounds  !  don't  I  pity  her  ! — tied  to 
that  clown,  whom — " 

Frank  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  for  Melinda's  eyes 
fairly  blazed  with  anger  as  she  cut  him  short  with  "  Excuse 
me,  Mr.  Van  Buren  ;  I  can't  listen  to  such  abuse  of  one 
whom  I  esteem  as  highly  as  I  do  Judge  Markham.  Why, 
sir,  he  is  head  and  shoulders  above  you,  in  sense  and 
intellect  and  everything  which  makes  a  man ; "  and  with  a 
haughty  bow  Melinda  swept  away,  leaving  the  shame-faced 
Frank  alone  in  his  discomfiture. 

"  I'd  like  to  kick  myself  if  I  could,  though  I  told  nothing 
but  the  truth.  Ethie  did  want  me  confoundedly,  and  I 
would  have  married  her  if  she  hadn't  been  poor  as  a 
church  mouse,"  Frank  muttered  to  himself,  standing  in  the 
deep  recess  of  the  window,  and  all  unconscious  that  just 
outside  upon  the  balcony  was  a  motionless  form  which  had 
heard  every  word  of  his  conversation  with  Melinda,  and  his 
soliloquy  afterward. 

Richard  Markham  had  come  to  this  party  to  please  Me- 
linda, but  he  did  not  enjoy  it.  If  Ethie  had  been  there, 
he  might ;  but  he  could  not  forget  the  blank  that  day  re- 
ceived, or  the  letter  from  James,  which  said  that  Ethelyc 
was  not  looking  as  well  as  usual,  and  had  the  morning  pre 
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rious  asked  him  to  turn  back  before  tliey  nad  ridden  inor*1 
than  two  miles.  He  could  not  be  happy  with  that  upon 
his  mind,  and  so  he  stole  from  the  gay  scene  out  upon  the 
balcony,  where  he  stood  watching  the  quiet  stars  and  think- 
ing of  Ethelyu,  when  his  ear  was  caught  by  the  mention 
of  her  name. 

He  had  not  thought  before  who  the  couple  were  stand- 
ing so  near  to  him,  but  he  knew  now  it  was  Melinda  and 
Frank  Yan  Buren,  and  became  an  involuntary  listener  to 
the  conversation  which  ensued.  There  was  a  clenching  of 
his  fist,  a  shutting  together  of  his  teeth,  and  an  impulse  to 
knock  the  boasting  Frank  Van  Buren  down ;  and  then,  as 
the  past  flashed  before  him,  with  the  thought  that  possibly 
Frank  spoke  the  truth  and  Ethelyn  had  loved  him,  there 
swept  over  him  such  a  sense  of  anguish  and  desolation  that 
he  forgot  all  else  in  his  own  wretchedness.  It  had  never 
occurred  to  him  that  Ethelyn  married  him  while  all  the 
time  she  loved  another, — that  perhaps  she  loved  that  other 
still, — and  the  very  possibility  of  it  drove  him  nearly  wild. 

He  was  missed  from  the  party,  but  no  one  could  tell 
when  he  left,  for  no  one  saw  him  as  he  sprang  down  into 
the  garden,  and  taking  refuge  in  the  paths  where  the  sha- 
dows were  the  deepest,  escaped  unobserved  into  the  street, 
and  back  to  his  own  room,  where  he  went  over  all  the  past 
and  recalled  every  little  act  of  affection  on  Ethelyn's  part, 
and  weighed  it  in  the  balance  with  proofs  that  she  did  not 
care  for  him  and  never  had.  So  much  did  Richard  love  his 
wife,  and  so  anxious  was  he  to  find  her  guiltless,  that  he  mag- 
nified every  virtue  and  excused  every  error  until  the  verdict 
rendered  was  in  her  favor,  and  Frank  alone  was  the  delin- 
quent,— Frank,  the  vain,  conceited  coxcomb,  who  thought 
because  a  woman  was  civil  to  him  that  she  must  needs  wish 
8* 
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to  mam  him ;  Frank,  the  wretch  who  had  presumed  tc 
pity  his  cousin,  and  called  her  husband  a  clown  !  Row 
Richard's  fingers  tingled  with  a  desire  to  thrash  the  insult- 
ing rascal;  and  how,  in  spite  of  the  verdict,  his  heart  ached 
with  a  dull,  heavy  fear  lest  it  might  be  true  that  Ethie  had 
ence  felt  for  Frank  something  deeper  than  what  girls  usually 
feel  for  their  first  cousins. 

"And  supposing  she  has?"  Richard's  generous  nature 
asked.  "  Supposing  she  did  love  Frank  once  on  a  time 
well  enough  to  marry  him  ?  She  surely  was  all  over  that 
love  before  she  promised  to  be  my  wife,  else  she  had  not 
promised ;  and  so  the  only  point  where  she  is  at  fault  is  in 
concealing  from  me  the  fact  that  she  had  loved  another 
first.  I  was  honest  with  her.  I  told  her  of  Abigail,  and 
it  was  very  hard  to  do  it,  for  I  felt  that  the  proud  girl's 
spirit  rebelled  against  such  as  Abigail  was  years  ago.  It 
would  have  been  so  easy,  then,  for  Ethelyn  to  have  con- 
fessed to  me,  if  she  had  a  confession  to  make ;  though  how 
she  could  ever  care  for  such  a  jackanapes  as  that  baboon 
of  a  Frank  is  more  than  I  can  tell." 

Richard  was  waxing  warm  against  Frank  Yan  Buren, 
whom  he  despised  so  heartily  that  he  put  upon  his  shoul- 
ders all  the  blame  concerning  Ethelyn,  if  blame  there  were. 
He  would  so  like  to  think  her  innocent,  and  he  tried  so 
hard  to  do  it  that  he  succeeded  in  part ;  though  frequently, 
as  the  days  passed  on,  and  he  sat  at  his  post  in  the  House, 
listening  to  some  tiresome  speech,  or  took  his  solitary 
walk,  a  pang  of  something  like  fear  ihat  all  had  not  been 
open  and  fair  between  himself  and  his  wife  would  cut  like 
a  knife  through  his  heart,  and  almost  stop  his  breath.  The 
short  session  was  wearing  to  a  close,  and  he  was  glad  of  it, 
for  he  longed  to  be  home  again  with  Ethelyn,  even  if  he 
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were  doomed  to  meet  the  same  coldness  which  those  ter- 
rible blanks  had  brought  him.  Anything  was  preferable 
to  the  life  he  led ;  and  though  he  grew  pale  as  ashes  when, 
toward  the  latter  part  of  February,  he  received  a  telegram 
to  come  home  at  once,  as  Etheiyn  was  very  sick,  he  hailed 
the  news  as  a  message  of  deliverance  whereby  he  could 
escape  from  Washington  a  few  days  sooner.  He  hardlj 
knew  when  or  how  the  idea  occurred  to  him  that  Aunt 
Barbara's  presence  would  be  more  than  acceptable  to 
Etheiyn  now ;  but  occur  to  him  it  did ;  and  Aunt  Barbara, 
sitting  by  her  winter  fire  and  thinking  of  Etheiyn,  was 
startled  terribly  by  the  missive  which  bade  her  join  Richard 
Markham  at  Albany,  on  the  morrow,  and  go  with  him  to 
Iowa,  where  Ethie  lay  so  ill.  A  pilgrimage  to  Mecca  would 
scarcely  have  looked  more  formidable  to  the  good  woman 
than  this  sudden  trip  to  Iowa;  but  where  her  duty  was 
concerned  she  did  not  hesitate  ;  and  when  at  noon  of  the 
next  day  the  New  York  train  came  up  the  river,  the  first 
thing  Richard  saw,  as  he  walked  rapidly  toward  the  Cen- 
tral Depot  at  Albany,  was  Aunt  Barbara's  bonnet  protrud- 
ing from  the  car  window,  and  Aunt  Barbara's  hand  making 
frantic  passes  and  gestures  to  attract  his  notice. 
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OR  one  whole  week  the  windows  of  Ethelyn  a 
room  were  darkened  as  dark  as  Mrs.  Markkam'a 
heavy  shawl  and  a  patchwork  quilt  could  make 
them.  The  doctor  rode  to  and  from  the  farm-house,  look- 
ing more  and  more  concerned  each  time  he  came  from  the 
sick-room.  Mrs.  Jones  was  over  almost  every  hour,  or  if 
she  did  not  come  Tim  was  sent  to  inquire,  his  voice  very 
low  and  subdued  as  he  asked,  "How  is  she  now?"  while 
James'  voice  was  lower  and  sadder  still  as  he  answered, 
"  There  is  no  change."  Up  and  down  the  stairs  Mrs.  Mark- 
ham  went  softly,  wishing  that  she  had  never  harbored  an  un- 
kind thought  against  the  pale-faced  girl  lying  so  unconscious 
of  all  they  were  doing  for  her.  In  the  kitchen  below,  with 
a  scared  look  upon  her  face,  Eunice  washed  and  wiped 
her  dishes,  and  wondered  if  Richard  would  get  home  in 
time  for  the  funeral,  and  if  he  would  order  from  Camden 
a  metallic  coffin  such  as  Minnie  Dayton  had  been  buried 
in ;  and  Eunice's  tears  fell  like  rain  as  she  thought  how 
terrible  it  was  to  die  so  young,  and  unprepared,  too,  as 
she  heard  Mrs.  Markham  say  to  the  Methodist  clergyman 
when  he  came  over  to  offer  consolation. 

Yes,  Ethelyn  was  unprepared  for  the  fearful  change 
which  seemed  so  near,  and  of  all  the  household  none  felt 
this  more  keenly  than  Andy,  whose  tears  soaked  through 
and  through  the  leaf  of  the  Prayer-Book  where  was 
printed  the  petition  for  the  sick,  and  who  improvised  manj 
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a  touching  prayer  himself,  kneeling  by  the  wooden  chaif 
where  God  had  so  often  met  and  blessed  him. 

"  Don't  let  Ethie  die,  Good  Father,  don't  let  her  die ;  at 
least  not  till  she  is  ready,  and  Dick  is  here  to  see  her, — 
pooi  old  Dick,  who  loves  her  so  much.  Please  spare 
her  for  him  and  take  me  in  her  place.  I'm  good  for 
nothing,  only  I  do  hope  I'm  ready,  and  Ethie  ain't ;  so  spare 
her  and  take  me  in  her  place." 

This  was  one  of  Andy's  prayers, — generous,  unselfish 
Andy, — who  would  have  died  for  Ethelyn,  and  who  had 
been  in  such  exquisite  distress  since  the  night  when  Eu- 
nice first  found  Ethelyn  moaning  in  her  room,  with  her 
letter  to  Richard  lying  unfinished  before  her.  No  one  had 
read  that  letter, — the  Markhams  were  too  honorable  for 
that, — and  it  had  been  put  away  in  the  portfolio,  while  un- 
divided attention  was  given  to  Ethelyn.  She  had  been  un- 
conscious nearly  all  the  time,  saying  once  when  Mrs.  Mark- 
ham  asked  "  Shall  we  send  for  Richard  ?  "  "  Send  foi 
Aunt  Barbara ;  please  send  for  Aunt  Barbara." 

That  was  the  third  day  of  Ethelyn's  danger,  and  on  the 
sixth  there  came  a  change.  The  shawl  was  pinned  back 
from  the  window,  admitting  light  enough  for  the  watchers 
by  the  bedside  to  see  if  the  sufferer  still  breathed.  Life 
was  not  extinct,  and  Mrs.  Markham's  lips  moved  with  a 
prayer  of  thanksgiving  when  Mrs.  Jones  pointed  to  a  tiny 
drop  of  moisture  beneath  the  tangled  hair.  Ethelyn 
would  live,  the  doctor  said,  but  down  in  the  parlor  on  the 
sofa  where  Daisy  had  lain  was  a  little  lifeless  form  with  a 
troubled  look  upon  its  face,  showing  that  it  had  fought  for 
its  life.  Prone  upon  the  floor  beside  it  sat  Andy,  whispcr< 
ing  to  the  little  one,  and  weeping  for  "  poor  old  Dicir, 
who  would  mourn  for  his  lost  boy." 
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Andy  was  very  sorry,  and  to  one  who  saw  him  that  laj 
and,  ignorant  of  the  circumstances,  asked  what  was  the 
matter  that  he  looked  so  solemn,  he  answered  sadly,  "  I 
have  just  lost  my  little  uncle  that  I  wanted  to  stand  sponso* 
for.  He  only  lived  a  day,"  and  Andy's  tears  flowed  afresh 
as  he  thought  of  all  he  had  lost  with  the  child  whose  life 
numbered  scarcely  twenty -four  hours  in  all.  But  that  was 
enough  to  warrant  its  being  now  among  the  spirits  of  the 
Redeemed,  and  heaven  seemed  fairer,  more  desirable  to 
Andy  than  it  had  done  before.  His  father  was  there  with 
Daisy  and  his  baby  uncle,  as  he  persisted  in  calling  Ethe- 
lyn's  dead  boy  until  James  told  him  better,  and  pointed 
out  the  ludicrousness  of  the  mistake.  To  Ethelyn  Andy 
was  tender  as  a  mother,  when  at  last  they  let  him  see  her, 
and  his  lips  left  marks  upon  her  forehead  and  cheek.  She 
was  perfectly  conscious  now,  and  when  told  they  had  sent 
for  Richard,  manifested  a  good  deal  of  interest,  and  asked 
when  he  would  probably  be  there.  They  were  expecting 
him  every  train ;  but  ere  he  came  the  fever,  which  seemed 
for  a  time  to  have  abated,  returned  with  double  force,  and 
Ethelyn  knew  nothing  of  the  kisses  Richard  pressed  upon 
her  lips,  or  the  tears  Aunt  Barbara  shed  over  her  poor 
darling. 

There  were  anxious  hearts  and  troubled  faces  in  the 
farm-house  that  day,  for  death  was  brooding  there  again,  and 
they  who  watched  his  shadow  darkening  around  them  spoke 
only  in  whispers,  as  they  obeyed  the  physician's  orders. 
When  Richard  first  came  in  Mrs.  Markham  wound  hei 
arm  around  his  neck,  and  said,  "  I  am  so  sorry  for  you,  my 
poor  boy,"  while  the  three  sons,  one  after  another,  had 
grasped  their  brother's  hand  in  token  of  sympathy,  an<1 
that  was  all  that  had  passed  between  them  of  greeting 
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For  the  rest  of  the  day  Richard  had  sat  constantly  by 
Ethelyn,  watching  the  changes  of  her  face,  and  listening  to 
her  as  she  raved  in  snatches,  now  of  himself,  and  the  time 
he  saved  her  from  the  maddened  cow,  and  now  of  Frank 
and  the  huckleberries,  which  she  said  were  ripening  on  the 
Chioopee  hills.  When  she  talked  of  this  Richard  held  his 
breath,  and  once,  as  he  leaned  forward  so  as  not  to  lose  a 
word,  he  caught  Aunt  Barbara  regarding  him  intently,  hei 
cheek  flushing  as  she  met  his  eye  and  guessed  wrhat  was  in 
his  mind.  If  Richard  had  needed  any  confirmation  of  big 
suspicions,  that  look  on  transparent  Aunt  Barbara's  face 
svonld  have  confirmed  them.  There  had  been  something 
between  Ethelyn  and  Frank  Van  Buren  more  than  a 
cousinly  liking,  and  Richard's  heart  throbbed  painfully  as 
he  sat  by  the  tossing,  restless  Ethelyn,  moaning  on  about 
the  huckleberry  hills,  and  the  ledge  of  rock  where  the  wild 
laurels  grew.  This  pain  he  did  not  try  to  analyze ;  he  only 
said  to  himself  that  he  felt  no  bitterness  toward  Ethelyn. 
She  was  too  near  to  death's  dark  tide  for  that.  She  was 
Ethie, — his  darling, — the  mother  of  the  child  they  had 
buried  from  sight  before  he  came.  Perhaps  she  did  not 
love  him,  and  never  would ;  but  he  had  loved  her  so  much, 
and  if  he  lost  her  he  would  be  wretched  indeed.  And  so, 
forgiving  all  the  past  of  which  he  knew,  and  trying  to  for- 
give all  he  did  not  know,  be  sat  by  her  till  the  sun  went 
down,  and  his  mother  came  for  the  twentieth  time,  urging 
him  to  eat.  He  had  not  tasted  food  that  day,  and  faint 
for  the  want  of  it,  he  followed  her  to  where  the  table  had 
been  set,  and  supper  prepared  with  a  direct  reference  to 
his  particular  taste. 

He   felt   better    and    stronger   when    supper  was  over,, 
arid   listened   eagerly  while  Andy  and   Eunice,  who  had 
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been  the  last  with  Ethelyn  before  her  sudden  illness^ 
recounted  every  incident  as  minutely  and  reverently  as 
if  speaking  of  the  dead.  Especially  did  he  hang  on  what 
Audy  said  with  reference  to  her  questioning  hirn  about 
the  breaking  of  a  wicked  vow,  and  when  Eunice  addea 
her  mite  to  the  effect  that,  getting  up  for  some  cam- 
phor for  an  aching  tooth,  she  had  heard  a  groan  from 
Ethelyn's  room,  and  had  found  her  mistress  bending  over 
a  half-finished  letter,  which  she  "  reckoned  "  was  to  him, 
and  had  laid  away  in  the  portfolio,  he  waited  for  no 
more,  but  hurried  up-stairs  to  the  little  book-case  where 
Eunice  had  put  the  treasure, — for  it  was  a  countless  trea- 
sare,  that  unfinished  letter,  which  he  read  with  the  great 
tears  rolling  down  his  cheeks,  and  his  heart  growing  ten-fold 
softer  and  warmer  toward  the  writer,  who  confessed  to  hav- 
ing wronged  him,  and  wished  that  she  dare  tell  him  all. 
What  was  it  she  had  to  tell  ?  Would  he  ever  know  ?  ha 
asked  himself,  as  he  put  the  letter  back  where  he  found  it. 
Yes,  she  would  surely  tell  him,  if  she  lived,  as  live  she  must. 
She  was  dearer  to  him  now  than  she  had  ever  been, 
and  the  lips  unused  to  prayer,  save  as  a  form,  tried  to 
pray  that  Ethie  might  be  spared.  Then,  as  there  flashed 
upon  him  a  sense  of  the  inconsistency  there  was  in 
keeping  aloof  from  God  all  his  life,  and  going  to  him 
only  when  danger  threatened,  he  bowed  his  head  in 
very  shame,  and  the  prayer  died  on  his  lips.  But  Andy 
always  prayed, — at  least  he  had  for  many  years ;  and 
so  the  wise,  strong  brother  sought  the  simple,  weakei 
one,  and  asked  him  to  do  what  he  himself  had  not  power 
to  do. 

Andy's  swollen  eyes  and  haggard  face  bore  testimony 
to  his  sorrow,  and  his  voice  was  very  low  and  earnest 
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■a  he  replied,  "Brother  Dick,  I'm  piayin'  all  the  time. 
I've  said  that  prayer  for  the  sick  until  I've  wore  it  thread- 
tare,  and  now  every  breath  I  draw  has  in  it  the  petition, 
*  We  beseech  thee  to  hear  us,  good  Lord.'  There's  nothing 
in  that  about  Ethie,  it's  true ;  but  God  knows  I  mean  her 
and  will  hear  me  all  the  same." 

There  was  a  touching  simplicity  in  Andy's  faith,  which 
went  to  the  heart  of  Richard,  making  him  feel  of  how  little 
avail  was  knowledge,  or  wisdom,  or  position,  if  there  wag 
lacking  the  one  thing  needful,  which  Andy  so  surely  pos- 
sessed. That  night  was  a  long,  wearisome  one  at  the  farm- 
house ;  but  when  the  morning  broke,  hope  and  joy  came 
with  it,  for  Ethelyn  was  better,  and  in  the  brown  eyes, 
which  unclosed  so  languidly,  there  was  a  look  of  conscious- 
ness, which  deepened  into  a  look  of  surprise  and  joyful  recog- 
nition as  they  rested  upon  Aunt  Barbara. 

"Is  this  Chicopee?  Am  I  home?  Oh,  Aunt  Barbara, 
I  am  so  glad !  you  can't  guess  how  glad,  or  know  how  tired 
and  sorry  your  poor  Ethie  has  been,"  came  brokenly  from 
the  pale  lips,  as  Ethelyn  moved  nearer  to  Aunt  Barbara 
and  laid  her  head  upon  the  motherly  bosom,  where  it  had 
so  often  lain  in  the  dear  old  Chicopee  days. 

She  did  not  notice  Richard,  or  seem  to  know  that  she 
was  elsewhere  than  Chicopee,  back  in  the  old  home ;  and 
Richard's  pulse  throbbed  quickly  as  he  saw  the  flush  come 
over  Ethie's  face,  and  the  look  of  pain  creep  into  her  eyes, 
when  a  voice  broke  the  illusion  and  told  her  she  was  still 
in  Olney,  with  him  and  the  mother-in-law  leaning  over  the 
bed-rail  and  saying,  "  Speak  to  her,  Richard." 

"  Ethie,  don't  you  know  me,  too  ?  — I  came  with  AunJ 
Barbara." 

That  was  what  he  said,  as  he  bent  over  her,  seeking  to 
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take  in  his  own  one  of  the  feverish  little  hands  locked  so 
fast  in  those  of  Aunt  Barbara.  She  did  know  then,  and 
remember,  and  her  lip  quivered  in  a  grieved,  disappointed 
way  as  she  said,  "  Yes,  Richard,  I  know  now.  I  am  not  at 
home,  I'm  here ; "  and  the  intonation  of  the  voice  as  it 
uttered  the  word  here,  spoke  volumes,  and  told  Aunt  Bar- 
bara just  how  homesick  and  weary  and  wretched  her  dar- 
ling had  been  here.  She  must  not  talk  much,  the  physician 
said ;  and  so  with  one  hand  in  Richard's  and  one  in  Aunt 
Barbara's  she  fell  away  to  sleep  again,  while  the  family  stole 
out  to  their  usual  avocations, — Mrs.  Markham  and  Eunice 
to  their  baking,  James  and  John  to  their  work  upon  the 
farm,  and  Andy  to  his  Bethel  in  the  wood-house  chamber, 
where  he  repeated,  "  Blessed  be  the  Lord  God  of  Israel  who 
has  visited  and  redeemed  his  people,"  and  added  at  the  con- 
clusion the  Gloria  Patri,  which  he  thought  suitable  for  the 
occasion. 


■*+— 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

DAYS    OF    CONVALESCENCE. 

HEY  were  very  pleasant  to  Ethelyn,  for  with  Aunt 
Barbara  anticipating  every  want,  and  talking  of 
Chicopee,  she  could  not  be  very  weary.  It  was 
pleasant,  too,  having  Richard  home  again,  and  Ethie  was 
very  soft  and  kind,  and  amiable  toward  him ;  but  she  did 
not  tell  him  of  the  letter  she  had  commenced,  or  hint  at  the 
confession  he  longed  to  hear.  It  would  have  been  compar- 
atively easy  to  write  it,  but  with  him  there  where  she  could 
look  into  his  face  and  watch  the  dark  expression  which  wag 
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sure  to  come  into  his  eyes,  it  was  hard  to  tell  Mm  that  Frank 
Van  Buren  had  held  the  first  place  in  her  affections,  if  in- 
deed he  did  not  hold  it  now.  She  was  not  certain  yet, 
though  she  hoped  and  tried  to  believe  that  Frank  was  noth- 
ing more  than  cousin  now.  He  surely  ought  not  to  be,  with 
Nettie  calling  him  her  husband,  while  she  too  was  a  wife. 
But  so  subtle  was  the  poison  which  that  unfortunate  attach- 
ment had  infused  into  her  veins  that  she  could  not  tell  whether 
her  nature  was  cleared  of  it  or  not ;  and  so,  though  she 
asked  forgiveness  for  having  so  literally  kept  her  vow,  and 
said  that  she  did  commence  a  letter  to  him,  she  kept  back 
the  most  important  part  of  all.  It  was  better  to  wait,  she 
thought,  until  she  could  truly  say,  "I  loved  Frank  Van 
Buren  once,  but  now  I  love  you  far  better  than  ever  I  did 
him." 

Had  she  guessed  how  much  Richard  knew,  and  how  the 
knowledge  was  rankling  in  his  bosom,  she  might  have 
done  differently.  But  she  took  the  course  she  thought  the 
best,  and  the  perfect  understanding  Richard  had  so  ardently 
hoped  for  was  not  then  arrived  at.  For  the  time,  however, 
there  seemed  to  be  perfect  peace  between  them,  and  Eth- 
>elyn  was  far  happier  than  she  had  been  since  she  first  came 
%o  Olney.  She  could  not  say  that  she  loved  her  husband 
as  a  true  wife  ought  to  love  a  man  like  Richard  Markham, 
but  she  found  a  pleasure  in  his  society  which  she  had  never 
experienced  before,  while  Aunt  Barbara's  presence  was  a 
constant  source  of  joy.  That  good  woman  had  prolonged 
her  stay  far  beyond  what,,  she  had  thought  it  possibly 
when  she  left  Chicopee.  She  could  not  tear  herself  away 
when  Ethie  pleaded  so  earnestly  for  her  to  remain  a 
little  longer,  and  she  stayed  on  week  after  week,  seeing 
far  more  than    she   seemed  to  see,  and  making   up   he? 
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mind  pretty  accurately  with  regard  to  the  prospect  of 
Ethie's  happiness,  if  she  remained  an  inmate  of  her  hus* 
Dand's  family. 

Aunt  Barbara  and  Mrs.  Markham  did  not  harmonize  at 
all.  At  first,  when  Ethie  was  so  sick,  everything  had  been 
merged  in  the  one  absorbing  thought  of  her  danger,  but 
when  the  danger  was  past  it  kept  recurring  again  and 
again,  with  very  unpleasant  distinctness,  that  Aunt  Barbara 
was  in  her  way.  Nobody  could  quarrel  with  Aunt  Bar- 
bara,— she  was  so  mild,  and  gentle,  and  peaceable, — and  Mrs. 
Markham  did  not  quarrel  with  her ;  but  she  thought  about 
her  all  the  time,  and  fretted  over  her,  and  remembered  the 
letter  she  had  written  about  her  ways  and  her  being  good 
to  Ethie,  and  wondered  what  she  was  there  for,  and  why 
she  did  not  go  home,  and  asked  at  last  what  time  they 
generally  cleaned  house  in  Chicopee,  and  if  she  dared  trust 
her  cleaning  with  Betty.  Aunt  Barbara  was  a  great  annoy 
ance,  and  she  complained  to  Eunice  and  Mrs.  Jones,  and 
Melinda,  who  had  returned  from  Washington,  that  she  was 
spoiling  Ethelyn,  and  making  her  think  herself  so  much 
weaker  than  she  was. 

"  Mercy  knew,"  she  said,  "  that  in  her  day,  when  she 
was  sick,  she  did  not  hug  the  bed  forever.  She  had  some- 
thing else  to  do,  and  was  up  and  around  in  a  fortnight  at 
the  most.  Nobody  was  carryin'  her  up  glasses  of  milk- 
punch,  and  lemonade,  and  cups  of  tea,  at  all  hours  of  the 
day.  She  was  glad  of  anything,  and  got  well  the  faster 
for  it.  Needn't  tell  her! — it  would  do  Ethelyn  good  to 
stir  round  and  take  the  air,  instead  of  staying  cooped  up  in 
her  room,  complaining  that  it  is  hot  and  close  there  in  the 
bedroom.  It's  airy  enough  out  doors ; "  and  with  a  most 
aggrieved  look  on  her  face,  Mrs.  Markham  put  into  the 
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oven  the  pan  of  soda-biscuit  she  had  been   making,  and 
then  proceeded  to  lay  the  cloth  for  tea. 

Eunice  had  been  home  for  a  day  or  two  with  a  felon  on 
her  thumb,  and  thus  a  greater  proportion  of  the  work  had 
fallen  upon  Mrs.  Markham,  which  to  some  degree  accounted 
for  her  ill-humor.  Mrs.  Jones  and  Melinda  were  spending 
the  afternoon  with  her,  but  the  latter  was  up  in  Ethie's 
room.  Melinda  had  always  a  good  many  ideas  of  her  own, 
and  she  had  brought  with  her  several  new  ones  from  Wash- 
ington, and  New  York,  where  she  had  stayed  for  four  weeks 
»»t  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel.  But  Melinda,  though  greatly 
improved  in  appearance,  was  not  one  whit  spoiled.  In 
manner  and  the  fit  of  her  dress  she  was  more  like  Ethelyn 
and  Mrs.  Judge  Miller,  of  Camden,  than  she  once  had  been; 
and  at  first  James  was  a  little  afraid  of  her,  she  puffed  her 
hair  so  high  and  wore  her  gowns  so  long ;  while  his  mother, 
looking  only  at  the  stylish  hat  and  fashionable  sack, 
which  she  brought  back  from  Gotham,  said  her  head  was 
turned,  and  she  was  altogether  too  fine  for  Olney.  But 
when,  on  the  next  rainy  Sunday,  she  rode  to  church  in  her 
father's  lumber-wagon,  holding  the  blue  cotton  umbrella 
over  her  old  last  year's  straw  and  water-proof, — and  when 
arrived  at  church  she  suffered  James  to  help  her  to  alight, 
jumping  over  the  muddy  wheel,  and  then  going  straight 
to  her  accustomed  seat  in  the  choir,  which  had  missed  her 
strong  voice  so  much, — the  son  changed  his  mind,  and  said 
she  was  the  same  as  ever;  while  after  the  day  when  she 
found  Mrs.  Markham  making  soap,  and  good-humoredly 
offered  to  watch  it  and  stir  it  while  that  lady  went  into  the 
house  to  see  to  the  corn-pudding,  which  Eunice  was  sure 
to  spoil  if  left  to  her  own  ingenuity,  the  mother,  too 
changed  her  mind,  and  wished  Richard  had  been  so  lucky 
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as  to  have  fixed  hi?  choice  on  Melinda.  Bat  James  was 
far  from  wishing  a  thing  which  would  so  seriously  have 
interfered  with  his  hopes  and  wishes.  He  was  very  glad 
that  Richard's  preference  had  fallen  where  it  did,  and  his 
cheery  whistle  was  heard  almost  constantly  ;  and  aftrr  T:i2 
Jones  told,  in  his  blunt  way,  how  "  Melind  was  trj  in'  to 
train  him,  and  to  make  him  more  like  them  dandies  at  the 
big  tavern  in  New  York,"  he,  too,  began  to  amend,  and 
taking  Richard  for  his  pattern,  imitated  him,  until  he  found 
that  simple,  loving  Andy,  in  his  anxiety  to  please  Ethelyn, 
had  seized  upon  more  points  of  etiquette  than  Richard 
ever  knew  existed ;  and  then  he  copied  Andy,  having  this 
in  his  favor,  that  whatever  he  did  himself  was  done  with  a 
certain  grace  inherent  in  his  nature,  whereas  Andy's  at- 
tempts were  awkward  in  the  extreme. 

Melinda  saw  the  visible  improvement  in  James,  and  im- 
puting it  rather  to  Ethelyn's  influence  than  her  own,  was 
thus  saved  from  any  embarrassment  she  might  have  expe- 
rienced had  she  known  to  a  certainty  how  large  a  share  of 
James  Markham's  thoughts  and  affections  she  possessed. 
She  was  frequently  at  the  farm-house  ;  but  had  not  made 
what  her  mother  called  a  visit  until  the  afternoon  when 
Mrs.  Markham  gave  her  opinion  so  freely  of  Aunt  Barba- 
ra's petting  and  its  effect  on  Ethelyn. 

From  the  first  introduction  Aunt  Barbara  had  liked  the 
practical,  straightforward  Melinda,  in  whom  she  found  a 
wonderful  ally  whenever  any  new  idea  was  suggested  with 
regard  to  Ethelyn.  To  her  Aunt  Barbara  had  confided 
her  belief  that  it  was  not  well  for  Ethelyn  to  stay  there 
any  longer, — that  she  and  Richard  both  would  be  better 
by  themselves ;  an  opinion  which  Melinda  heartily  en- 
dorsed,   and    straightway    set    herself    at   work   to    form 


DAYS    OF    CONVALESCENCE.  191 

some  plan  whereby  Aunt  Barbara's  idea  might  be  carried 
out. 

Melinda  was  not  a  meddlesome  girl,  but  she  did  like  to 
help  manage  other  people's  business, — doing  it  so  well,  and 
evincing  so  little  selfishness  in  her  consideration  for  others, 
that  when  once  she  had  taken  charge  of  a  person's  affairs 
she  was  pretty  sure  to  have  the  privilege  again.  When 
Richard  ran  for  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  she  was  a  littk 
girl,  she  had  refused  to  speak  to  three  other  little  girls 
who  flaunted  the  colors  of  the  opposition  candidate ;  and 
when  he  was  nominated  first  for  Judge  and  then  as  mem- 
ber for  the  district,  she  had  worked  for  him  quite  as  zeal- 
ously as  Tim  himself,  and  through  her  more  than  one  vote, 
which  otherwise  might  have  been  lost,  was  cast  in  hi? 
favor.  As  she  had  worked  for  him,  so  she  now  worked 
*br  Ethelyn, — approaching  Richard  very  adroitly  and  man 
aging  so  skilfully  that  when  at  last,  on  the  occasion  of  hei 
visit  to  his  mother's,  Aunt  Barbara  asked  him,  in  her  pres 
ence  and  Ethelyn's,  if  he  had  never  thought  it  would  be 
well  both  for  himself  and  wife  to  live  somewhere  else  than 
there  at  home,  he  never  dreamed  that  he  was  echoing  the 
very  ideas  Melinda  had  instilled  into  his  mind  by  promptly 
replying  that  "  he  had  recently  thought  seriously  of  a 
change,"  and  then  asked  Ethie  where  she  would  like  to 
live, — in  Olney  or  in  Camden. 

"  Not  Olney, — no,  not  Olney  !  "  Ethelyn  gasped,  think- 
ing how  near  that  was  to  her  mother-in-law,  and  shrinking 
from  the  espionage  to  which  she  would  surely  be  subjected. 

iler  preference  was  Davenport,  but  to  this  Richard  would 
fiot  listen.  Indeed,  he  began  to  feel  sorry  that  he  had  ad 
mitted  a  willingness  to  change  at  all,  for  the  old  heme  was 
very  dear  to  him,  and  he  had  thought  he  would  never  leavo 
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it.  But  he  stood  committed,  and  Melinda  followed  him  np 
so  dexterously,  that  in  less  than  half  an  hour  it  was  arranged 
that  early  in  June  Ethelyn  should  have  a  home  in  Camden, 
—either  a  house  of  her  own,  or  a  suite  of  rooms  at  the 
Stafford  House,  just  which  she  preferred.  She  chose  the 
latter,  and,  woman-like,  began  at  once  in  fancy  to  furnish 
and  arrange  the  handsome  apartments  which  looked  out 
upon  Camden  Park,  and  which  Melinda  said  were  at  present 
unoccupied.  Melinda  knew,  for  only  two  days  before  she 
had  been  to  Camden  with  her  brother  Tim,  and  dined  at 
the  Stafford  House,  and  heard  her  neighbor  on  her  right 
inquire  of  his  vis-a-vis  how  long  since  General  Martin  left 
tue  second  floor  of  the  new  wing,  and  who  occupied  it  now. 
This  was  a  mere  happen-so,  but  Melinda  was  one  of  those 
to  whom  the  right  thing  was  always  happening,  the  desired 
information  always  coming ;  and  if  she  did  contrive  to 
ascertain  the  price  charged  for  the  rooms,  it  was  only  be- 
cause she  understood  that  one  of  the  Markham  peculiarities 
was  being  a  little  close,  and  wished  to  be  armed  at  every 
point. 

Richard  had  no  idea  that  Melinda  was  managing  him, 
3r  that  any  one  was  managing  him.  He  thought  himself 
chat  Camden  might  be  a  pleasant  place  to  live  in ;  as  an 
ex-Judge  and  M.C.  he  could  get  business  anywhere ;  and 
though  he  preferred  Olney,  inasmuch  as  it  was  home,  he 
w7ould,  if  Ethelyn  liked,  try  Camden  for  a  while.  It  is 
true,  the  price  of  the  rooms,  which  Melinda  casually  named, 
was  enormous,  but,  then,  Ethelyn's  health  and  happiness 
were  above  any  moneyed  consideration;  and  so,  while  Mrs. 
Markham  below  made  and  moulded  her  soda-biscuit,  and 
talked  about  dreading  the  hot  weather  if  "  Ethelyn  was 
going  to  be  weakly,"  Aunt  Barbara,  and  Melinda,  and  Rich- 
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am  settled  a  matter  which  made  her  eyes  open  wide  with 
astonishment  when,  after  the  exit  of  the  Joneses,  it  was 
revealed  to  her.  Of  course,  she  charged  it  all  to  Aunt 
Barbara,  wishing  that  good  woman  as  many  miles  away  as 
intervened  between  Olney  and  Chicoper.  Had  the  yonng 
people  been  going  to  keep  house  she  would  have  been 
more  reconciled,  for  in  that  case  much  of  what  they  con- 
sumed would  have  been  the  product  of  the  farm;  but 
to  board,  to  take  rooms  at  the  Stafford  House,  where 
Ethelyn  would  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  dress  and 
gossip,  was  abominable.  Then,  when  she  heard  of  the 
price,  she  opposed  the  plan  with  so  much  energy  that,  but 
for  Aunt  Barbara  and  Melinda  Jones,  Richard  might  have 
Eiiccumbed ;  but  the  majority  ruled,  and  Ethelyn's  eyes 
grew  brighter,  and  her  cheeks  rounder,  with  the  hope  of 
leaving  a  place  where  she  had  been  so  unhappy.  She 
should  miss  Melinda  Jones;  and  though  she  would  be  near 
Mrs.  Miller,  and  Marcia  Fenton,  and  Ella  Backus,  they 
could  not  be  to  her  all  Melinda  had  been,  while  Andy,— 
Ethelyn  felt  the  lumps  rising  in  her  throat  whenever  she 
thought  of  him,  and  the  burst  of  tears  with  which  he  had 
heard  that  she  was  going  away. 

"  I  can't  help  thinkin'  it's  for  the  wuss"  he  said,  wiping 
his  smooth  face  with  the  cuff  of  his  coat-sleeve.  "  Some- 
thing will  happen  as  the  result  of  your  goin'  there.  I  feel 
it  in  my  bones." 

Were  Andy's  words  prophetic?  Would  something 
happen,  if  they  went  to  Camden,  which  would  not  have 
happened  had  they  remained  in  Olney?  Ethelyn  did  not 
ask  herself  the  question.  She  was  too  supremely  happy, 
and  if  she  thought  at  all,  it  was  of  how  she  could  best  ac- 
celerate her  departure  from  the  lonely  farm-house. 
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When  Mrs.  Markham  found  that  they  were  really  going, 
that  nothing  she  could  say  would  be  of  any  avail,  she  gave 
up  the  contest,  and,  mother-like,  set  herself  at  work  plan- 
ning for  their  comfort,  or  rather  for  Richard's  comfort.  It 
was  for  him  that  the  best  and  newest  feather-bed,  weighing 
thirty  pounds  and  a  half  to  a  feather,  was  aired  and  sunned 
three  days  upon  the  kitchen  roof,  the  good  woman  little 
dreaming  that  if  the  thirty -pounder  was  used  at  all  it  would 
do  duty  under  the  hair-mattress  Ethelyn  meant  to  have. 
They  were  to  furnish  their  own  rooms,  and  whatever  ex- 
pense Mrs.  Markham  could  save  her  boy  she  meant  to  do. 
There  was  the  carpet  in  their  chamber, — they  could  have 
that ;  for  after  they  were  gone  it  was  not  likely  the  room 
would  be  used,  and  the  old  rag  one  would  answer.  They 
could  have  the  curtains  too,  if  they  liked,  with  the  table 
and  the  chairs.  Left  to  himself  and  his  mother's  guidance, 
Richard  would  undoubtedly  have  taken  to  Camder  such  a 
promiscuous  outfit  as  would  have  made  even  a  truckman 
smile ;  but  there  were  three  women  leagued  against  Kim, 
and  so  draft  after  draft  was  drawn  from  his  funds  in  the 
Camden  bank  until  the  rooms  were  furnished;  and  one 
bright  morning  in  early  June,  a  week  after  Aunt  Ba.bara  had 
started  for  Chicopee,  Ethie  bade  her  husband's  family  good- 
by,  and  turning  her  back  upon  Oi.  ey,  turned  also  the  firai 
leaf  of  her  life's  history  in  the  West. 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

COMING     TO      A      CRISIS. 

ICHARD  was  not  happy  in  his  new  home ;  it  did 
not  fit  him  like  the  old.  He  missed  his  mother's 
SI  petting ;  he  missed  the  society  of  his  plain,  out- 
spoken brothers  ;  he  missed  his  freedom  from  restraint, 
and  he  missed  the  deference  so  universally  paid  to  him  in 
OIney,  where  he  was  the  only  lion.  In  Camden  there  were 
many  to  divide  the  honors  with  him  ;  and  though  he  was 
perhaps  unconscious  of  it,  he  had  been  first  so  long  that  to 
be  one  of  many  firsts  was  not  altogether  agreeable.  With 
the  new  home  and  new  associates  more  like  those  to  which 
she  had  been  accustomed,  Ethelyn  had  resumed  her  train- 
ing process,  which  was  not  now  borne  as  patiently  as  in  the 
halcyon  days  of  the  honeymoon,  when  most  things  wore 
the  couleur  de  rose  and  were  right  because  they  came  from 
the  pretty  young  bride.  Richard  chafed  under  the  criti 
cisms  to  which  he  was  so  frequently  subjected,  and  if  he 
improved  upon  them  in  the  least  it  was  not  perceptible  to 
Ethelyn,  who  had  just  cause  to  blush  for  the  careless  habits 
of  her  husband, — habits  which  even  Melinda  observed 
when  in  August  she  spent  a  week  with  Ethelyn,  and  then 
formed  one  of  a  party  which  went  for  a  pleasure-trip  to 
St.  Paul's  and  Minnehaha.  From  this  excursion,  which 
lasted  for  two  weeks,  Richard  returned  to  Camden  in  any- 
thing but  an  amiable  frame  of  mind.  Ethelyn  had  not 
pleased  him  at  all,  notwithstanding  that  she  had  been 
unquestionably  the  reigning  belle  of  the  party, — tne  one 
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whose  liand  was  claimed  in  every  dance,  and  whosi  com- 
pany  was  sought  in  every  ride  and  picnic.  Marcia  Fenton 
an  3  Ella  Backus  faded  into  nothingness  when  she  was  near 
and  they  laughingly  complained  to  Richard  that  his  wife 
bad  stolen  all  their  beaux  away,  and  they  wished  he  would 
make  her  do  better. 

"  I  wish  I  could,"  was  his  reply,  spoken  not  playfully 
but  moodily,  just  as  he  felt  at  the  time. 

He  was  not  an  adept  in  concealing  his  feelings,  which 
generally  showed  themselves  upon  his  face,  or  were  be- 
trayed in  the  tones  of  his  voice ;  and  when  he  spoke  as  he 
?lid  of  his  wife  the  two  young  girls  glanced  curiously  at 
oach  other,  wondering  if  it  were  possible  that  the  grave 
fudge  was  jealous.  If  charged  with  jealousy  Richard 
would  have  denied  it,  though  he  did  not  care  to  have 
Ethelyn  so  much  in  Harry  Clifford's  society.  Richard 
knew  nothing  definite  against  Harry,  except  that  he  would 
occasionally  drink  more  than  was  wholly  in  accordance 
with  a  steady  and  safe  locomotion  of  his  body ;  and  once 
it  had  been  said  at  Hal's  boarding-house  that  the  young 
lawyer  was  invisible  for  three  entire  days.  "  Sick  with  a 
cold,"  was  his  excuse  when  he  appeared  again  at  table,  with 
haggard  face  and  bloodshot  eyes ;  but  in  the  parlor,  and 
halls,  and  private  rooms,  there  were  whispers  of  soiled 
clothes  and  jammed  hats,  and  servants  bribed  to  keep  the 
6ecretthat  your.-];*  lawyer  Clifford's  boots  were  carried  dang- 
ling up  to  No.  94  at  a  very  late  hour  of  the  night  on  which 
he  professed  to  have  taken  his  cold.  After  this,  pretty 
Marcia  Fenton,  who,  before  Ethelyn  came  to  town,  had 
ridden  oftenest  after  the  black  horses  owned  by  Harry, 
tossed  her  curls  when  he  came  near,  and  arched  her  eye- 
brows In  a  manner  rather  distasteful  to  the  young  man  j 
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while  Ella  Backus  turned  her  back  upon  him,  and  in  hia 
hearing  gave  frequent  lectures  on  intemperance  and  ita 
loathsomeness.  Ethelyn,  on  the  contrary,  made  no  differ- 
ence in  her  demeanor  toward  him.  She  cared  nothing  foi 
him  either  way,  except  that  his  polite  attentions  and  d(  li- 
cate  deference  to  her  tastes  and  opinions  were  complimen- 
tary and  flattering,  and  she  saw  no  reason  why  she  should 
shun  him  because  he  had  fallen  once.  It  might  make  him 
worse,  and  she  should  stand  by  him  as  an  act  of  philan- 
thropy, she  said  to  Richard  when  he  asked  what  she  saw 
to  admire  in  that  drunken  Clifford. 

Richard  had  no  idea  that  Ethelyn  cared  in  the  least  for 
Harry  Clifford ;  he  knew  she  did  not,  though  she  sometimes 
singled  him  out  as  one  whose  manners  in  society  her 
husband  would  do  well  to  imitate.  Of  the  two  young 
men,  Harry  Clifford  and  Frank  Yan  Buren,  who  had 
been  suggested  to  him  as  copies,  Richard  preferred  the 
former,  and  wished  he  could  feel  as  easy  with  regard 
to  Frank  as  he  was  with  regard  to  Harry.  He  had 
never  forgotten  that  fragment  of  conversation  overheard 
in  Washington,  and  as  time  went  on  it  haunted  him 
more  and  more.  He  had  given  up  hoping  for  any  confes- 
sion from  Ethelyn,  though  at  first  he  was  constantly 
expecting  it,  and  laying  little  snares  by  way  of  hints  and 
reminders;  but  Ethelyn  had  evidently  changed  her  mind, 
and  if  there  was  a  past  which  Richard  ought  to  have  known, 
he  would  now  probably  remain  in  ignorance  of  it,  unless 
some  chance  revealed  it.  It  would  have  been  far  better 
if  Richard  had  tried  to  banish  all  thoughts  of  Frank 
Van  Buren  from  his  mind,  and  taken  Ethelyn  as  he 
found  her;  but  Richard  was  a  man,  and  so,  manlike,  he 
hugged  the  skeleton  which  in  part  he  had  dragged  into  hi* 
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home,  and  petted  it,  and  kept  it  constantly  in  sight,  instead 
of  thrusting  it  out  from  the  chamber  of  his  heart,  and  barring 
the  door  against  it.  Frank's  name  was  never  mentioned 
between  him  and  Ethelyn,  but  Richard  fancied  that  always 
after  the  receipt  of  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren's  letters  Ethelyr 
was  a  little  sad,  and  more  disposed  to  find  fault  with  him, 
and  he  sometimes  wished  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  might 
never  write  to  them  again.  There  was  one  of  her  letters 
awaiting  Ethelyn  on  her  return  from  Minnesota,  and  she 
read  it  standing  under  the  chandelier,  with  Richard  lying 
upon  the  couch  near  by,  and  watching  her  curiously. 
There  was  something  in  the  letter  which  disturbed  her 
evidently,  for  her  face  flushed,  and  her  lips  shut  firmly  to- 
gether, as  they  usually  did  when  she  was  agitated.  Richard 
always  read  Aunt  Barbara's  letters,  and  heretofore  he  had 
been  welcome  to  Mrs.  Van  Buren's,  a  privilege  of  which 
he  seldom  availed  himself,  for  he  found  nothing  interesting 
in  her  talk  of  parties,  and  operas,  and  fashions,  and  the  last 
new  color  of  dress-goods,  and  style  of  wearing  the  hair. 

"  It  was  too  much  twaddle  for  him,"  he  had  once  said 
in  reply  to  Ethelyn's  question  as  to  whether  he  would  like 
to  see  what  Aunt  Van  Buren  had  written. 

Now,  however,  she  did  not  offer  to  show  him  the  letter, 
but  crumpled  it  nervously  in  her  pocket,  and  going  to  her 
piano,  began  to  play  dashingly,  rapidly,  as  was  her  custom 
when  excited.  She  did  not  know  that  Richard  was  listen- 
ing to  her,  much  less  watching  her,  as  he  lay  in  the  shadow, 
wondering  what  that  letter  contained,  and  wishing  that  he 
knew.  Ethelyn  was  tired  that  night,  and  after  the  first 
heat  of  her  excitement  had  been  thrown  off  in  a  spirited 
Schottish,  she  closed  her  piano,  and  coming  to  the  couch 
where  Richard  was  lying,  sat  down  by  his  side,  and  aftei 
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waiting  a  moment  in  silence,  asked  "  of  what  he  tvas  think 
ing  ? " 

There  was  something  peculiar  in  the  tone  of  her  voice,— 
something  almost  beseeching,  as  if  she  either  wanted  syro> 
pathy,  or  encouragement  for  the  performance  of  some  goos 
act.  But  Richard  did  not  so  understand  her.  He  was,  to 
tell  the  truth,  a  very  little  cross,  as  men,  and  women  too, 
are  apt  to  be  when  tired  with  sight-seeing  and  dissipation. 
He  had  been  away  from  his  business  three  whole  weeks, 
travelling  with  a  party  for  not  one  member  of  which,  with 
the  exception  of  his  wife,  Melinda,  Marcia,  and  Ella,  did  he 
care  a  straw. 

Hotel  life  at  St.  Paul's  he  regarded  as  a  bore,  second  only 
to  life  at  Saratoga.  The  falls  of  Minnehaha  "  was  a  very 
pretty  little  stream,"  he  thought,  but  what  people  could 
see  about  it  to  go  into  such  ecstacies  as  Ethelyn,  and  even 
Melinda  did,  he  could  not  tell.  Perhaps  if  Harry  Clifford 
had  not  formed  a  part  of  every  scene  where  Ethelyn  was 
the  prominent  figure,  he  might  have  judged  differently. 
But  Harry  had  been  greatly  in  his  way,  and  Richard  did 
not  like  it  any  more  than  he  liked  Ethelyn's  flirting  so  much 
with  him,  and  leaving  him,  her  husband,  to  look  about  for 
himself.  He  had  shown,  too,  that  he  did  not  like  it  to 
Marcia  Fenton  and  Ella  Backus,  who  probably  thought 
him  a  bear,  as  perhaps  he  was.  On  the  whole,  Richard 
was  very  uncomfortable  in  his  mind,  and  Aunt  Van  Buren's 
letter  did  not  tend  in  the  least  to  improve  his  temper ;  so 
when  Ethelyn  asked  of  what  he  was  thinking,  and  accom- 
panied her  question  with  a  stroke  of  her  hand  upon  his 
hair,  he  answered  her,  "Nothing  much,  except  that  I  am 
tired  and  sleepy." 

The  touch  upon  his  hair  he  had  felt  to  his  finger-tips,  for 
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Ethelyn  seldom  caressed  him  even  as  inuch  as  this ;  tut 
he  was  in  too  moody  a  frame  of  mind  to  respond  as  he 
would  once  have  done.  His  manner  was  not  very  encour 
Rgir.g,  hut,  as  if  she  had  nerved  herself  to  some  painful  duty, 
Ethelyn  persisted,  and  said  to  him  next,  "  You  have  not  sees 
Aunt  Van  Buren's  letter.    Shall  I  read  you  what  she  says  %  *** 

Every  nerve  in  Richard's  body  had  been  quivering  with 
curiosity  to  see  that  letter,  but  now,  when  the  coveted  privi- 
lege was  within  his  reach,  he  refused  it ;  and,  little  dream- 
ing of  all  he  was  throwing  aside,  answered  indifferently, 
"  No,  I  don't  know  that  I  care  to  hear  it.  I  hardly  think 
it  will  pay.     Where  are  they  now  ? " 

"  At  Saratoga,"  Ethelyn  replied  ;  but  her  voice  was  not 
the  same  which  had  addressed  Richard  first ;  there  was  a 
coldness,  a  constraint  in  it  now,  as  if  her  good  resolution  had 
i>een  thrown  back  upon  her  and  frozen  up  the  impulse 
prompting  her  to  the  right. 

Richard  had  had  his  chance  with  Ethelyn  and  lost  it. 
But  he  did  not  know  it,  or  guess  how  sorry  and  disap 
pointed  she  was  when  at  last  she  left  him  and  retired  t( 
her  sleeping-room.  There  was  a  window  open  in  the  par 
lor,  and  as  the  wind  was  rising  with  a  sound  of  rain, 
Richard  went  to  close  it  ere  following  his  wife.  The  win- 
dow was  near  to  the  piano,  and  as  he  shut  it  something 
rattled  at  his  feet.  It  was  the  crumpled  letter,  which  Eth- 
elyn had  accidentally  drawn  from  her  dress-pocket  with  the 
handkerchief  she  held  in  her  hand  when  she  sat  down  by 
Richard.  He  knew  it  was  the  letter,  and  his  first  thought 
was  to  carry  it  to  Ethelyn  ;  then,  as  he  remembered  hei 
offer  to  read  it  to  him,  he  said,  "  Surely  there  can  be  no 
harm  in  reading  it  for  myself.  A  man  has  a  right  to  kno^st 
what  is  in  a  letter  to  his  wife." 
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Thus  reasoning,  he  sat  <kwn  b}  the  side  -igLt  as  fal 
sway  from  the  bed-room  door  as  possible,  and  commenced 
Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren's  letter.  They  were  stopping  at  the 
United  States,  and  there  was  nothing  particular  at  first, 
except  her  usual  remarks  of  the  people  and  what  the) 
wore ;  but  on  the  third  page  Richard's  eye  caught  Frank'? 
name,  and  skipping  all  else,  leaped  eagerly  forward  to  what 
the  writer  was  saying  of  her  son.  His  conduct  evidently 
did  not  please  his  mother ;  neither  did  the  conduct  of 
Nettie,  who  was  too  insipid  for  anything,  the  lady  wrote, 
adding  that  she  was  not  half  so  bright  and  pretty  as  when  she 
was  first  married,  but  had  the  headache  and  kept  her  own 
room  most  of  the  time,  and  was  looking  so  faded  and  worn 
that  Frank  was  really  ashamed  of  her. 

"  You  know  how  much  he  likes  brilliant,  sparkling  girls," 
she  wrote,  "  and  of  course  he  has  no  patience  with  Nettie's 
fancied  ailments.  I  can't  say  that  I  altogether  sympathize 
with  her  myself;  and,  dear  Ethie,  I  must  acknowledge  that 
it  has  more  than  once  occurred  to  me  that  I  did  very  wrong 
to  meddle  with  Frank's  first  love  affair.  He  would  be  far 
happier  now  if  it  had  been  suffered  to  go  on,  for  I  suspect 
he  has  never  entirely  gotten  over  it ;  but  it  is  too  late  now 
for  regrets.  Nettie  is  his  wife,  and  we  must  make  the  best 
of  it." 

Then  followed  what  seemed  the  secret  of  the  Van  Buren 
discomfort.  The  bank  in  which  most  of  Nettie's  fortune 
was  deposited  had  failed,  leaving  her  with  only  the  scanty 
income  of  five  hundred  dollars  a  year,  a  sum  not  sufficient 
to  buy  clothes,  Mrs.  Yan  Buren  said.  But  Richard  did  not 
notice  this, — his  midd  was  only  intent  upon  Frank's  first 
love  affair,  which  ought  to  have  gone  on.  He  did  not  ask 
himself  whether,  in  case  it  had  gone  on,  Ethelyn  would 
9* 
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have  been  there,  so  near  to  him  that  her  soft  breaking 
came  distinctly  to  his  ear.  He  knew  she  would  not ;  there 
had  oeen  something  between  her  and  Frank  Buren,  he  was 
convinced  beyond  a  doubt ;  and  the  fiercest  pang  he  had 
ever  known  was  that  which  came  to  him  when  he  sat  with 
Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren's  letter  in  his  hand,  wondering  why 
Ethie  had  withheld  the  knowledge  of  it  from  him,  and  if 
she  had  outlived  the  love  which  her  aunt  regretted  aa 
havirg  come  to  naught.  Then,  as  the  more  generous  part 
of  his  nature  began  to  seek  for  excuses  for  her,  he  asked 
himself  why  she  offered  to  read  the  letter  if  she  had  really 
been  concerned  in  Frank's  first  love  affair,  and  hope  whis- 
pered that  possibly  she  was  not  the  heroine  of  that  ro- 
mance. There  was  comfort  in  that  thought ;  and  Richard 
would  have  been  comforted  if  jealousy  had  not  suggested 
how  easy  it  was  for  her  to  skip  the  part  relating  to  Nettie 
ttnd  Frank,  and  thus  leave  him  as  much  in  the  dark  as  ever. 
Tes,  that  was  undoubtedly  her  intention.  While  seeming 
to  be  so  open  and  honest,  she  would  have  deceived  him  all 
the  more.  This  was  what  Richard  decided,  and  his  heart 
grew  very  hard  against  the  young  wife,  who  looked  so  in- 
nocent and  pretty  in  her  quiet  sleep,  when  at  last  he  soughl 
his  pillow  and  lay  down  by  her  side. 

lie  was  very  moody  and  silent  for  days  after  that,  and 
even  his  clients  detected  an  irritability  in  his  manner  which 
they  had  never  seen  before.  "  There  was  nothing  ailed 
him,"  he  said  to  Ethelyn,  when  she  asked  what  was  the 
matter,  and  accused  him  of  being  cross.  She  was  very 
gay ;  Camden  society  suited  her ;  and  as  the  season  ad- 
vanced, and  the  festivities  grew  more  and  more  frequent, 
she  was  seldom  at  home  more  than  one  or  two  evenings  in 
the  week,  while  the  day  wTas  given  either  to  the  arrangement 
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$f  dress  or  taking  of  necessary  rest,  so  that  her  husband  saw 
comparatively  little  of  her,  except  for  the  moment,  when  she 
always  came  to  him  with  hood  and  white  -cloak  in  hano 
to  ask  him  how  she  looked,  before  going  to  the  carriage 
waiting  at  the  door.  Never  in  her  girlish  days  had  sin 
been  so  beautiful  as  she  wasnow;  but  Richard  seldom  told 
her  so,  though  he  felt  the  magic  influence  of  her  beauty, 
and  did  not  wonder  that  she  was  the  reigning  belle.  He 
did  not  often  accompany  her  himself.  Parties,  and  re- 
ceptions, and  concerts,  were  bores,  he  said ;  and  at  first  he 
had  raised  objections  to  her  going  without  him.  But  after 
motherly  Mrs.  Harris,  who  boarded  in  the  next  block,  and 
was  never  happier  than  ,vhen  chaperoning  some  one,  of- 
fered to  take  her  under  the  same  wing  which  had  sheltered 
six  fine  and  now  well-married  daughters,  Richard  made  no 
further  objections.  He  did  not  wish  to  be  thought  a  do- 
mestic tyrant;  he  did  not  wish  to  seem  jealous,  and  so  he 
would  wrap  Ethie's  cloak  around  her,  and  taking  her  himself 
to  Mrs.  Harris'  carriage,  would  give  that  lady  sundry  charges 
concerning  her,  bidding  her  see  that  she  did  not  dance  till 
wholly  wearied  out,  and  asking  her  to  bring  her  home  ear- 
lier than  the  previous  night.  Then,  returning  to  his  soli- 
tary rooms,  he  would  sit  nursing  the  demon  which  might 
so  easily  have  been  thrust  aside.  Ethie  was  not  insensible 
to  his  kindness  in  allowing  her  to  follow  the  bent  of  her 
own  inclinations,  even  when  it  was  so  contrary  to  his  own, 
and  for  his  sake  she  did  many  things  she  might  not  other- 
wise have  done.  She  snubbed  Harry  Clifford  and  the 
whole  set  of  dandies  like  him,  so  that,  though  they  danced, 
»nd  talked,  and  laughed  with  her,  they  never  cros-ed  a 
certain  line  of  propriety  which  she  had  drawn  betwt  m 
them.      She   was   very  circumspect,  and  tried  at  first  in 
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various  ways  to  atone  to  Richard  for  her  long  absenca 
from  him,  by  telling  him  whatever  she  thought  would  in- 
terest him;  and  sometimes,  when  she  found  him  waiting 
for  her,  aud  looking  so  tired  and  sleepy,  she  would  play- 
fully chide  him  for  sitting  up  for  her,  and  tell  him  that 
though  it  was  kind  in  him  to  do  so,  she  preferred  that  ha 
should  not.  This  was  early  in  the  season ;  but  after  tha 
day  when  Mrs.  Markham,  senior,  came  over  from  Obey  to 
"  blow  Richard's  wife  up,"  as  she  expressed  it,  everything 
was  changed,  and  Ethelyn  stayed  out  as  late  as  she 
liked  without  any  concessions  to  Richard.  Mrs.  Markham, 
senior,  had  heard  strange  stories  of  Ethelyn's  proceedings^ 
— "  going  to  parties  night  after  night,  with  her  dress  shame- 
fully low,  and  going  to  plays  and  concerts  bareheaded,  with 
flowers  and  streamers  in  her  hair,  besides  wearing  a  mask, 
and  pretending  she  was  Queen  Hortense." 

"  A  pretty  critter  to  be,"  Mrs.  Markham  had  said  to  the 
kind  neighbor  who  had  returned  from  Camden  and  was  giv- 
ing her  the  particulars  in  full  of  Ethelyn's  misdoings.  "  Yes, 
a  pretty  critter  to  be !  If  I  was  goin'  to  turn  myself  into  some- 
body else,  I'd  take  a  decent  woman.  I  wonder  at  Richard's 
lettin'  her;  but,  law !  he  is  so  blind  and  she  so  headstrong ! " 

And  the  good  woman  groaned  over  this  proof  of  depra- 
vity as  she  questioned  her  visitor  further  with  regard  to 
Ethie's  departures  from  duty. 

"  And  he  don't  go  with  her  much,  you  say,"  she  continued, 
feeling  more  aggrieved  than  ever  when,  in  reply  to  her  ques- 
tion, she  heard  fchat  on  the  occasion  of  Ethie's  personating 
Hortense,  Richard  had  also  appeared  as  a  knight  of  the 
Sixteenth  Century,  and  borne  his  part  so  well  that  Ethelyn 
herself  did  not  recognize  him  until  the  mask  was  removed. 

Mrs.  Markham  could  not  suffer  such  high-handed  wicked 
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iiess  to  go  un  rebuked,  and  taking  as  a  peace-offering,  in  case 
matters  assumed  a  serious  aspect,  a  pot  of  gooseberry -jam 
and  a  ball  of  Lead- cheese,  she  started  for  Camden  the  verv 
next  day. 

Ethelyn  did  not  expect  her,  but  she  received  her  kindly, 
and  knowing  how  she  hated  a  public  table,  had  dinnei 
served  in  her  own  room,  and  then,  without  showing  the 
least  impatience,  waited  a  full  hour  for  Richard  to  come  in 
from  the  court-house,  where  an  important  suit  was  pend 
ing.  Mrs.  Mark  ham  was  to  return  to  Olney  that  night,  and 
as  soon  as  they  were  seated  at  the  table,  she  brought  the 
conversation  round  to  the  "  stories "  she  had  heard,  and 
little  by  little  laid  on  the  lash  till  Ethelyn's  temper  wa* 
roused,  and  she  asked  her  mother-in-law  to  say  out  what 
she  had  to  say  at  once,  and  not  skirt  round  it  so  long. 
Then  came  the  whole  list  of  misdemeanors  which  Mrs. 
Markham  thought  "  perfectly  ridiculous,"  asking  her  son 
how  he  "  could  put  up  with  such  work." 

Richard  wisely  forbore  taking  either  side  ;  nor  was  il 
necessary  that  he  should  speak  for  Ethie.  She  was  fully 
competent  to  fight  her  own  battle,  and  she  fought  it  with 
a  will,  tellino-  her  mother-in-law  that  she  should  attend 
as  many  parties  as  she  pleased  and  wear  as  many  masks. 
She  did  not  give  up  her  liberty  of  action  when  she  married. 
She  was  young  yet,  and  should  enjoy  herself  if  she  chose, 
and  in  her  own  way. 

This  was  all  the  satisfaction  Mrs.  Markham  could  get ;  and 
supremely  pitying  "  her  poor  boy,"  whom  she  mentally 
decided  was  "  henpecked,"  she  took  the  cars  back  to  Olney, 
saying  to  Richard,  who  accompanied  her  to  the  train,  "I 
am  sorry  for  you  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart.  It  would 
be  better  if  you  had  stayed  with  me." 
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Rictard  liked  his  mother's  good  opinion,  bat  as  le 
walked  baok  to  the  hotel  he  could  not  help  feeling  that  a 
mother's  interference  between  man  and  wife  was  never  \ery 
discreet,  and  he  wished  the  good  woman  had  stayed  at 
home.  If  he  had  said  so  to  Ethelyn,  when  on  his  return 
to  his  rooms  he  found  her  weeping  passionately,  there 
might  have  come  a  better  understanding  between  them,  and 
she  probably  would  have  stayed  with  him  that  evening  in- 
stead of  attending  the  whist  party  given  by  Mrs.  Miller. 
But  he  had  determined  to  keep  silent,  and  when  Ethelyn 
asked  if  she  was  often  to  be  subjected  to  such  insults,  he 
did  not  reply.  He  went  with  her,  however,  to  Mrs.  Miller's, 
and  knowing  nothing  of  cards,  almost  fell  asleep  while 
waiting  for  her  and  playing  backgammon  with  another  fel- 
low-sufferer, who  had  married  a  young  wife  and  was  there 
on  duty. 

Mrs.  Markham,  senior,  did  not  go  to  Camden  again ;  and 
when  Christmas  came,  and  with  it  an  invitation  for  Richard 
and  his  wife  to  dine  at  the  farm-house  on  the  turkey  Andy 
bad  fattened  for  the  occasion,  Ethelyn  peremptorily  de- 
clined ;  and  as  Richard  would  not  go  without  her,  Mrs. 
Jones  and  Melinda  had  their  seats  at  table,  and  Mrs.  Mark- 
ham  wished  for  the  hundredth  time  that  Richard's  prefer- 
ence had  fallen  on  the  Matter  young  lady  instead  of  "  that 
headstrong  piece  who  would  be  his  ruin." 
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CHAPTER   XX 

THE    CRISIS. 

T  was  the  Tuesday  before  Lent.  The  gay  season 
was  drawing  to  a  close,  for  Mrs.  Howard  and 
Mrs.  Miller,  who  led  the  fashionable  world  of 
Camden  before  Ethelyn's  introduction  to  it,  were  theoreti* 
cally  the  highest  kind  of  church-women,  and  while  neglect- 
ing the  weightier  matters  of  the  law  were  strict  to  bring 
their  tithes  of  mint  and  anise  and  cummin.  They  were 
going  to  wear  sackcloth  and  ashes  for  forty  days  and  stay 
at  home,  unless  they  met  occasionally  in  each  other's  house 
for  a  quiet  game  of  whist  or  euchre.  There  could  be  no 
harm  in  that,  particularly  if  they  abstained  on  Fridays,  as 
of  course  they  should.  Mr.  Bartow  himself  could  not  find 
fault  with  so  simple  a  recreation,  even  if  he  did  try  so  hard 
to  show  what  his  views  were  with  regard  to  keeping  the 
Lenten  fast.  Mrs.  Miller  and  Mrs.  Howard  intended  to  be 
very  regular  at  the  morning  service,  hoping  that  the  odor 
of  sanctity  with  which  they  would  thus  be  permeated 
would  in  some  way  atone  for  the  absence  of  genuine  heart- 
religion  and  last  them  for  the  remainder  of  the  year.  First, 
however,  and  as  a  means  of  helping  her  in  her  intended  se- 
clusion from  the  world,  Mrs.  Howard  was  to  give  the  largest 
party  of  the  season, — a  sort  of  carnival,  from  -which  the  re- 
vellers were  expected  to  retire  the  moment  the  silvery- 
voiced  clock  on  her  mr  tel  struck  the  hour  of  twelve  and 
ushered  in  the  dawu  of  Lent.  It  was  to  be  a  masquerade, 
for  the  Camdenites  had  almost  gone  mad  on  that  fashion 
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which  Ethelyn  had  the  credit  of  introducing  into  thcii 
midst ;  that  is,  she  was  the  first  to  propose  a  masquerade 
early  in  the  season,  telling  what  she  had  seen,  and  giving 
the  benefit  of  her  larger  experience  in  such  matters. 

It  was  a  fashion  which  took  wonderfully  with  the  people, 
for  the  curiosity  and  interest  attaching  to  the  characters 
was  just  suited  to  the  restless,  eager  temperament  of  the 
Camdenites,  and  they  entered  into  it  with  heart  and  soul, 
ransacking  boxes  and  barrels  and  worm-eaten  chests,  scour- 
ing the  country  far  and  near,  and  even  sending  as  far  as 
Davenport  and  Rock  Island  for  the  necessary  costumes. 

Ethelyn  enjoyed  the  masquerades,  and  for  this  last  and 
most  elaborate  of  all  she  had  made  great  preparations,  for 
she  was  to  appear  as  "  Mary  Queen  of  Scots."  Richard 
had  not  opposed  her  joining  it,  and  he  walked  over  piles 
of  ancient-looking  finery,  and  got  his  boot  tangled  in  the 
wig  which  Ethie  had  hunted  up,  and  was  persuaded  into 
saying  he  would  go  to  the  party  himself,  not  as  a  masquer, 
but  in  his  own  propei  persor  as  Richard  Markham,  the 
grave  and  dignified  Judge  whom  the  people  respected  so 
highly.  Ethie  was  glad  he  was  going.  She  would  always 
rather  have  him  with  her,  if  possible ;  and  the  genuine 
satisfaction  she  evinced  when  he  said  he  would  accompany 
her  went  far  toward  reconciling  him  to  the  affair  about 
which  so  much  was  being  said  in  Camden.  When,  how- 
ever, he  came  in  to  supper  on  Tuesday  night,  complaining 
of  a  severe  headache,  and  saying  he  wished  he  could  remain 
quietly  at  home,  inasmuch  as  he  was  to  start  early  the  next 
morning  for  St.  Louis,  where  he  had  business  to  transact, 
Ethelyn  said  to  him,  "  If  you  are  sick,  of  course  I  wkM  not 
compel  y  m  to  go.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Miller  will  loc  k  aftex 
cie." 
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She  meant  this  kindly,  for  she  saw  chat  he  was  look 
Jng  pale  and  haggard,  and  Richard  took  it  so  then ;  but 
afterward  her  words  became  so  many  scorpions,  sting- 
ing him  into  fury.  It  would  seem  as  if  every  box,  and 
drawer,  and  bag,  had  been  overturned,  and  the  contents 
brought  to  light, — for  ribbons,  and  flowers,  and  laces,  were 
scattered  about  in  wild  confusion,  while  on  the  carpet,  near 
the  drawer  where  Ethie's  little  mother-of-pearl  box  was 
kept,  lay  a  tiny  note,  which  had  inadvertently  been  dropped 
from  its  hiding-place  when  Ethie  opened  the  box  in  quest 
of  something  which  was  wanted  for  Queen  Mary's  outfit. 
Richard  saw  the  note  just  as  he  saw  the  other  litter,  but 
paid  no  attention  to  it  then,  and  after  supper  was  over  went 
out  as  usual  for  his  evening  paper. 

Gathered  about  the  door  of  the  office  was  a  group  of 
young  men,  all  his  acquaintances,  and  all  talking  together 
upon  some  theme  which  seemed  to  excite  them  greatly. 

"  Too  bad,  to  make  such  a  fool  of  himself,"  one  said, 
while  another  added,  "He  ought  to  have  known  better 
than  to  order  champagne,  when  he  knows  what  a  beast  a 
few  drops  will  make  of  him,  and  he  had  a  first-rate  charac- 
ter for  to-night,  too." 

Richard  was  never  greatly  interested  in  gossip  of  any 
kind,  but  something  impelled  him  now  to  ask  of  whom 
they  were  talking. 

"  Of  Hal  Clifford,"  was  the  reply.  "  A  friend  of  his 
came  last  night  to  Moore's  Hotel,  where  Hal  boards,  and 
wishing  to  do  the  generous  host  Hal  ordered  champagne 
and  claret  for  supper,  in  his  room,  and  got  drunker  than  a 
fool.  It  always  lasts  him  a  day  or  two,  so  he  is  gone  up 
for  to-night." 

Richard  had  no  time  to  waste  in  words  upcn   Harrj 
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Clifford,  and  after  hearing  the  story  started  for  his  board* 
ing-place.  His  route  lay  past  the  Moore  House,  and  as>  he 
reached  it  the  door  opened  and  Harry  came  reeling  down 
the  steps.  He  was  just  drunk  enough  to  be  sociable,  and 
spying  Richard  by  the  light  of  the  lamp-post  he  hurried  to 
Lis  side,  and  taking  his  arm  in  the  confidential  manner  he 
always  assumed  when  intoxicated,  he  began  talking  in  a 
half-foolish,  half-rational  way,  very  disgusting  to  Richard, 
who  tried  in  vain  to  shake  him  off.  Harry  was  not  to  be 
baffled,  and,  with  a  stammer  and  a  hiccup,  he  began,  "  I 
say — a — now,  old  chap,  don't  be  so  fast  to  get  rid  of  a 
cove.  "Wife  waiting  for  you,  I  suppose.  Deuced  fine 
woman.     D'ye  know  her  old  beau  is  here  ? " 

"  Who  ?  What  do  you  mean  ? "  Richard  asked,  turn- 
ing sharply  upon  his  companion,  who  continued — 

"  Why,  Frank  Yan  Buren.  Cousin,  you  know  ;  was 
chum  with  me  in  college,  so  I  know  all  about  it.  Don't 
you  remember  my  putting  it  to  her  that  first  time  I  met 
her  at  Mrs.  Miller's  ?  Mistrusted  by  her  blushing  there  was 
more  than  I  supposed ;  and  so  there  was.  He  told  me  all 
about  it  last  night." 

Richard  did  not  try  now  to  shake  off  his  comrade. 
There  seemed  to  be  a  spell  upon  him,  and  though  he  longed 
to  thrash  the  impudent  young  man  saying  such  things  of 
Ethelyn,  he  held  his  peace,  with  the  exception  of  the  single 
question — 

"  Frank  Yan  Buren  in  town  ?     Where  is  he  stopping  ? " 

"  Up  at  Moore's.  Came  last  night ;  and,  between  you 
me,  Judge,  I  took  a  little  too  much.  Makes  my  head  feel 
like  a  tub.  Sorry  for  Frank.  He  and  his  wife  ain't  con- 
genial, beside  she's  lost  her  money  that  Frank  married  her 
for.     Serves  him  right  for  being  so  mean  to  Mrs.  Mark* 
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ham,  and  I  told  him  so  when  he  opened  his  heart  and  told 
me  all  about  it ;  how  his  mother  broke  it  up  about  the 
time  you  were  down  there  ;  and  how  she  went  to  the  altai 
with  a  heavier  heart  than  she  would  have  carried  to  hei 
coffin.  Quite  a  hifalutin  speech  for  Frank,  who  used  to  be 
at  the  foot  of  his  class." 

Richard  grew  faint  and  cold  as  death,  feeling  one  mo- 
ment an  impulse  to  knock  young  Clifford  down,  and  the 
next  a  burning  desire  to  hear  the  worst,  if,  indeed,  he  had 
not  already  heard  it.  He  would  not  question  Harry  ;  but 
he  would  listen  to  all  he  had  to  say,  and  so  he  kept  quiet, 
waiting  for  the  rest.  Harry  was  just  enough  beside  him- 
self to  take  a  malicious  kind  of  satisfaction  in  inflicting 
4Dain  upon  Richard,  as  he  was  sure  he  was  doing.  He 
knew  Judge  Markham  despised  him,  and  though,  when 
•4ober,  he  would  have  shrunk  from  so  mean  a  revenge,  he 
Could  say  anything  now,  and  so  went  on. 

"  She  has  not  seen  him  yet,  but  will  to-night,  for  he  is 
^oing.  I  got  him  invited  as  my  friend.  She  knows  he  is 
here.  He  sent  her  a  note  this  morning.  Pity  I  can't 
go  too ;  but  I  can't,  for,  you  see,  I  know  how  drunk  I  am. 
Here  we  part,  do  we?"  and  Harry  loosed  his  hold  of 
Richard's  arm  as  they  reached  the  corner  of  a  street. 

Wholly  stunned  with  what  he  had  heard,  Richard  kept 
on  his  way,  but  not  toward  the  Stafford  House.  He  could 
not  face  Ethelyn  yet.  He  was  not  determined  what 
course  to  pursue,  and  so  he  wandered  on  in  the  darkness, 
through  street  after  street,  while  the  wintry  wind  blew 
aoid  and  chill  about  him ;  but  he  did  not  heed  it,  or  feel 
the  keen,  cutting  blast.  His  blood  was  at  a  boiling  heat, 
and  the  great  drops  of  sweat  were  rolling  down  his  face, 
as,  with  head  and  shoulders  bent  like  an  aged  man,  ha 
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walked  on,  revolving  all  he  had  heard,  and  occasionally 
whispering  to  himself,  "  She  carried  a  heavier  heart  td 
the  altar  than  she  would  have  taken  to  her  coffin." 

"  Yes,  I  believe  it  now.  I  remember  how  white  sh6 
was,  and  how  her  hand  trembled  when  I  took  it  in  mine. 
Oh !  Ethie,  Ethie,  I  did  not  deserve  this  from  you." 

Resentment, — hard,  unrelenting  resentment, — was  begin- 
ning to  take  the  place  of  the  deep  pain  he  had  at  first 
experienced,  and  it  needed  but  the  sight  of  Mrs.  Miller's 
windows,  blazing  with  light,  to  change  the  usually  quiet, 
undemonstrative  man  into  a  demon. 

"  She  is  to  meet  him  here  to-night,  it  seems,  and  perhaps 
talk  over  her  blighted  life.  Never,  no,  never,  so  long  as 
bolts  and  bars  have  power  to  hold  her.  She  shall  not  dis- 
grace herself,  for,  with  all  her  faults,  she  is  my  wife,  and  1 
have  loved  her  so  much.  Oh,  Ethie,  I  love  you  still !  "  and 
the  wretched  man  leaned  against  a  post  as  he  sent  forth 
this  despairing  cry  for  the  Ethie  who  he  felt  waSs  lost  forever. 

Every  little  incident  which  could  tend  to  prove  that 
what  Harry  had  said  was  true  came  to  his  mind :  the  con- 
versation overheard  in  Washington  between  Frank  and 
Melinda,  Ethelyn's  unfinished  letter,  to  which  she  had 
never  referred,  and  the  clause  in  Aunt  Van  Buren's  letter 
-elating  to  Frank's  first  love  affair.  He  could  not  any 
longer  put  the  truth  aside  with  arguments,  for  it  stood  out 
in  all  its  naked  deformity,  making  him  cower  and  shrink 
before  it.  It  was  a  very  different  man  who  went  up  the 
stairs  of  the  Stafford  House  to  room  No.  —  from  the  man 
who  two  hours  before  had  gone  down  them,  and  Ethelyn 
would  hardly  have  known  him  for  her  husband  had  she 
been  there  to  meet  him.  Wondering  much  at  his  long 
absence,  she  had  at  last  gone  on  with  her  dressing,  and 
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then,  as  he  still  did  not  appear,  she  had  stepped  for  a  mo* 
Kient  to  tbe  room  of  a  friend  who  was  sick  and  had  asked 
to  see  her  when  she  was  ready.  Richard  saw  that  she  was 
out,  and  sinking  into  the  first  chair,  his  eye  fell  upon  the 
nott  lying  near  the  bureau- drawer.  The  room  had  partial- 
ly been  put  to  rights,  but  this  had  escaped  Ethie's  notice, 
and  Richard  picked  it  up,  glowering  with  rage,  and  almost 
foaming  at  the  mouth  when,  in  the  single  word  "  Ethie,' 
on  the  back,  he  recognized  Frank  Yan  Buren's  writings 
which  he  had  often  seen  on  the  back  of  his  mother's  let- 
ters. 

He  had  it  then, — the  note  which  his  rival  had  sent, 
apprising  his  wife  of  his  presence  in  town,  and  he  would 
read  it,  too.  He  had  no  scruples  about  that,  and  his  fingers 
tingled  to  his  elbows  as  he  opened  the  note,  never  observ- 
ing how  yellow  and  worn  it  looked,  or  that  it  was  not  dated. 
He  had  no  doubt  of  its  identity,  and  his  face  grew  pin  pie 
with  passion  as  he  read — 

"  My  own  Darling  Ethie  : — Don't  fail  to  be  there 
to-night,  and  if  possible  leave  the  '  old  maid '  at  home,  and 
come  alone.  We  shall  have  so  much  better  time.  Your 
devoted 

"Frank." 

Words  could  not  express  Richard's  emotions  as  he  held 
that  note  in  his  shaking  hand,  and  gazed  at  the  words, 
'*  My  own  darling  Ethie."  Quiet  men  like  Richard  Mark- 
ham  are  terrible  when  aroused ;  and  Richard  was  terrible 
in  his  anger,  as  he  sat  like  a  block  of  stone  contemplating 
the  proof  of  his  wife's  unfaithfulness.  He  called  it  by  that 
hard  name,  grating  his  teeth  together  as  he  thought  of  hei 
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going  by  appointment  to  meet  Frank  Van  Buren,  who  had 
called  him  an  "  old  maid,"  and  planned  to  have  him  left 
behind  if  possible.  Then,  as  he  recalled  what  Ethelyn  had 
said  about  his  remaining  at  home  if  he  were  ill,  he  leaped 
to  his  feet,  and  an  oath  quivered  on  his  lips  at  her  duplicity. 

"  False  in  every  respect,"  he  muttered,  "  and  I  trusted 
hei  so  much ! " 

It  never  occurred  to  him  that  the  note  was  a  strange  one 
for  what  he  imagined  it  to  portend,  Frank  merely  directing 
it  to  "  Ethie,"  and  charging  her  to  be  present  at  the  party, 
without  even  announcing  his  arrival,  or  giving  any  expta 
nation  for  his  sudden  appearance  in  Camden.  Richard  wast 
too  much  excited  to  reason  upon  anything,  and  stood  lean- 
ing upon  the  piano,  with  his  face  turned  toward  the  door, 
when  Ethie  made  her  appearance,  looking  very  pretty  and 
piquant  in  her  Mary  Stuart  guise.  She  held  her  mask  in 
her  hand,  but  when  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  him  she  hastily 
adjusted  it,  and  springing  forward,  exclaimed,  "Where 
were  you  so  long?  I  began  to  think  you  were  never  com- 
ing. We  shall  be  among  the  very  last.  How  do  I  look 
as  Mary  ?  Am  I  pretty  enough  to  make  an  old  maid  like 
Elizabeth  jealous  of  me  ?  " 

Had  anything  been  wanting  to  perfect  Richard's  wrath, 
that  allusion  to  an  "  old  maid  "  would  have  done  it.  It 
was  the  drop  in  the  brimming  bucket,  and  Richard  ex- 
ploded at  once,  hurling  such  language  at  Ethelyn's  head 
that,  white  and  scared,  and  panting  for  breath,  she  put  up 
both  her  hands  to  ward  off  the  storm,  and  asked  what  it 
meant.  Richard  had  locked  the  door,  the  only  entrance  to 
their  room,  and  stooping  over  Ethelyn,  he  hissed  into  hei 
ear  his  meaning,  telling  her  all  he  had  heard  from  Harry 
Clifford,  and  asking  if  it  were  true.     Ere  Ethelyn  could 
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repiy  theve  -was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  a  servant's  voice 
called  out,  "  Carriage  waiting  for  Mrs.  Markham." 

It  was  the  carriage  sent  by  Mrs.  Miller  for  Ethelyn,  and 
quick  as  thought  Richard  stepped  to  the  door,  and  unlock- 
ing it,  said,  hastily,  "  Give  Mrs.  Miller  Mrs.  Markharn's 
compliments,  and  say  she  cannot  be  present  to-night.  Tell 
her  she  regrets  it  exceedingly ;  "  and  Richard's  voice  was 
very  bitter  and  sarcastic  in  its  tone  as  he  closed  the  door 
upon  the  astonished  waiter;  and  relocking  it,  he  returned 
again  to  Ethelyn,  who  had  risen  to  her  feet,  and  with  a 
different  expression  upon  her  face  from  the  white,  scared 
look  it  had  worn  at  first,  stood  confronting  him  fearlessly 
now,  and  even  defiantly,  for  this  bold  step  had  roused  her 
from  her  apathy  ;  and  in  a  fierce  whisper,  which,  neverthe- 
less, was  as  clear  and  distinct  as  the  loudest  tones  could 
have  been,  she  asked,  "  Am  I  to  understand  that  I  am  a 
prisoner  here  in  my  own  room  ?  Is  it  your  intention  to 
keep  me  from  the  party  ?  " 

"  It  is ;  "  and  with  his  back  against  the  door,  as  if 
doubly  to  bar  her  egress,  Richard  regarded  her  gloomily, 
while  he  charged  her  with  the  special  reason  why  she 
wished  to  go.  "  It  was  to  meet  Frank  Yan  Buren,  your 
former  lover,"  he  said,  asking  if  she  could  deny  it. 

For  a  moment  Ethelyn  stood  irresolute,  mentally  going 
over  with  all  that  would  be  said  if  she  stayed  from  Mrs. 
Miller's,  where  she  was  to  be  the  prominent  one,  and  cal- 
culating: her  strength  to  stem  the  tide  of  wonder  and  con- 
jecture  as  to  her  absence  which  was  sure  to  follow.  She 
could  not  meet  it,  she  decided ;  she  must  go,  at  all  hazards, 
even  if,  to  achieve  her  purpose,  she  made  some  concessions 
to  the  man  who  had  denounced  her  so  harshly,  and  used 
such  anguagfe  as  i3  not  easily  forgotten. 
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"  Richard,"  she  began,  and  her  eyes  had  a  strange,  glit- 
tering light  in  them,  "  with  regard  to  the  past  I  shall  say 
nothing  now,  bnt  that  Frank  was  here  in  Camden  I  had  not 
the  slightest  knowledge  till  I  heard  it  from  you.  Believe 
me,  Richard,  and  let  me  go.  My  absence  will  seem  very 
strange,  and  cause  a  great  deal  of  remark.  Another  time 
I  may  explain  what  would  best  have  been  explained  be- 
fore." 

The  light  in  her  eye  was  softer  now,  and  her  voice 
full  of  entreaty ;  for  Ethie  felt  almost  as  if  pleading 
for  her  life.  But  sbe  might  as  well  have  talked  to  the  wall 
for  any  good  results  it  produced.  Richard  was  moved 
from  his  lofty  height  of  wrath,  and  vindictiveness,  but 
he  did  not  believe  her.  How  could  he,  with  the  fatal 
note  in  bis  hand,  and  the  memory  of  the  degrading 
epithet  it  contained,  and  which  Ethie,  too,  had  used 
against  him,  still  ringing  in  his  ears  ?  The  virgin  queen 
of  England  was  never  more  stony  arid  inexorable  with 
regard  to  the  unfortunate  Mary  than  was  Richard  toward 
his  wife,  and  the  expression  of  his  face  froze  all  the  better 
emotions  rising  in  Ethie's  heart,  as  she  felt  that  in  a  mea- 
sure she  was  reaping  a  just  retribution  for  her  long  decep- 
tion. 

"I  do  not  believe  you,  madam,"  Richard  said;  "and  if 
I  were  inclined  to  do  so,  this  note,  which  Harry  said  was 
sent  to  you,  and  which  I  found  upon  the  floor,  would  tell 
me  better ; "  and  tossing  into  her  lap  the  soiled  bit  of  paper, 
accomplishing  so  much  harm,  he  continued,  "  There  is  mv 
pioof ;  that,  in  conjunction  with  the  name  of  opprobrium  9 
which  you  remember  you  insinuatingly  used,  asking  if 
you  were  pretty  enough  to  make  the  old  maid  Elizabeth 
jealous.      You   are  pretty  enough,  madam ;  but  it  is  an 
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Accursed  beauty,  which  would  attract  to  itself  men  of  Frank 
Van  Buren's  stamp." 

Richard  could  not  get  over  that  epithet.  He  would  have 
forgiven  the  other  sin  almost  as  soon  as  this,  and  his  face 
was  very  dark  and  stern  as  he  watched  Ethelyn  reading  the 
little  note.  She  knew  in  a  moment  what  it  was,  and  the 
suddenness  of  its  appearance  before  her  turned  her  white 
and  faint.  It  brought  back  so  vividly  the  day  when  she 
received  it, — the  hazy  September  day,  when  the  Chicopee 
hills  wore  the  purplish  light  of  early  autumn,  and  the  air 
was  full  of  golden  sunshine.  It  was  a  few  weeks  after  that 
childish  betrothal  among  the  huckleberry  hills,  and  Frank 
had  come  up  to  spend  a  week  with  a  boy-friend  of  his,  who 
lived  across  the  river.  There  was  to  be  an  exhibition  in 
the  white  school-house,  in  the  river  district,  and  Frank  had 
written  urging  her  to  come,  and  asking  that  Aunt  Barbara 
should  be  left  behind,— "the  old  maid,"  he  sometimes 
called  her  to  his  cousin,  thinking  it  sounded  smart  and 
manlike.  Aunt  Barbara  had  stayed  at  home  from  choice, 
sending  her  niece  in  charge  of  Susie  Granger's  mother; 
but  the  long  walk  home,  after  the  exercises  were  over,  the 
lingering,  loitering  walk  across  the  causeway,  where  the  fog 
was  rising  so  damply,  the  stopping  on  the  bridge,  and  look- 
ing down  into  the  deep,  dark  water,  where  the  stars  were  re- 
flected so  brightly,  the  slow  climbing  of  the  depot  hill,  and  the 
long  talk  by  the  gate  beneath  the  elms,  whose  long  arms  be- 
gan to  drop  great  drops  of  dew  on  Ethie's  head  ere  the  inter- 
view was  ended, — all  this  had  been  experienced  with.  Frank, 
whose  arm  was  round  the  young  girl's  waist,  and  whose  hand 
wa-i  clasping  hers,  as  with  boyish  pride  and  a  laughable  effort 
to  seem  manly,  he  talked  of  "  our  engagement,"  and  leaped 

forward  infancy  to  the  time  "when  we  aremarriect" 
10 
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All  this  came  back  to  Ethelyn,  and  sh^  felt  again  the 
breath  of  the  September  night,  and  saw  through  the 
clustering  branches  the  light  waiting  for  her  in  the  dear 
old  room  in  Chicopee.  She  forgot  for  a  moment  the 
stem  man  watching  her  so  jealously,  and  hardening 
toward  her  as  he  saw  how  pale  she  grew,  and  heard  her 
exclamation  of  surprise  when  she  first  recognized  the  note, 
and  remembered  that  in  turning  over  the  contents  of  the 
box  she  must  have  dropped  it  upon  the  floor. 

"  Do  you  still  deny  all  knowledge  of  Frank's  presence  in 
town  ? "  Richard  asked,  and  his  voice  recalled  Ethelyn  from 
the  long-ago  back  to  the  present  time. 

He  was  waiting  for  her  answer  ;  but  Ethie  had  none  to 
give.  Her  hot,  imperious  temper  was  in  the  ascendanl 
now.  She  was  a  prisoner  for  the  night ;  her  own  husband 
was  the  jailer,  who  she  felt  was  unjust  to  her,  and  she 
would  made  no  explanations,  at  least  not  then.  He  might 
think  what  he  liked  or  draw  any  inference  he  pleased  from 
her  silence.  And  so  she  made  him  no  reply,  except  to 
crush  into  her  pocket  the  paper  which  she  should  have 
burned  on  that  morning  when,  crouching  on  the  hearth- 
stone at  home,  she  destroyed  all  other  traces  of  a  past 
which  ought  never  to  have  been.  He  could  not  make  her 
speak,  and  his  words  of  reproach  might  as  we]l  have  been 
given  to  the  winds  as  to  that  cold,  statue-like  woman,  who 
mechanically  laid  aside  the  fanciful  costume  in  which  she 
was  arrayed,  doing  everything  with  a  deliberation  and  cool- 
ness more  exasperating  to  Richard  than  open  defiance  wo:ild 
have  been.  A  second  knock  at  the  door,  and  another  ser- 
vant appeared,  saying,  apologetically,  that  the  note  he  held 
in  his  hand  was  left  at  the  office  for  Mrs.  Markham  early  in 
the  morning,  and  forgotten  till  now. 
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"  Give  it  to  ine,  if  you  please.  It  is  mine,"  Lthely.L  said, 
and  something  in  her  voit3  and  manner  kept  Richard  quiet 
while  she  took  the  offered  note  and  went  back  tc  the  chan- 
delier, where,  with  a  compressed  lip  and  burning  cheek,  she 
read  the  genuine  note  sent  by  Frank. 

"  Dear  cousin,"  he  wrote,  "  business  for  a  Boston  firm 
has  brought  me  to  Camden,  where  they  have  had  debts 
standing  out.  Through  the  influence  of  Harry  Clifford, 
who  was  a  college  chum  of  mine,  I  have  an  invitation  to 
Mrs.  Miller's,  where  I  hope  to  meet  yourself  and  husband. 
I  should  call  to-day,  but  I  know  just  how  busy  you  must  be 
with  your  costume,  which  I  suppose  you  wish  to  keep  incog., 
even  from  me.  I  shall  know  you,  though,  at  once.  See 
if  I  do  not.  Wishing  to  be  remembered  to  the  Judge,  I 
am,  yours  truly,  Frank  Van  Buren." 

This  was  what  Ethelyn  read,  knowing,  as  she  read,  that 
it  would  make  matters  right  between  herself  and  husband,— 
at  least  so  far  as  an  appointment  was  concerned ;  but  she 
would  not  show  it  to  him  then.  She  was  too  angry,  too 
much  aggrieved,  to  admit  of  any  attempts  on  her  part  for  i 
reconciliation  ;  so  she  put  that  note  with  the  other,  and 
then  went  quietly  on  arranging  her  things  in  their  proper 
places.  When  this  was  done,  she  sat  down  by  the  window, 
and  peering  out  into  the  wintry  darkness  watched  the  many 
lights  and  moving  figures  in  Mrs.  Miller's  house,  which 
could  be  distinctly  seen  from  the  hotel.  Richard  still  in- 
Gended  to  take  the  early  train  for  St.  Louis,  and  so  he  re- 
tired at  last ;  but  Ethelyn  sat  where  she  was  until  the  car- 
riages taking  the  revellers  home  had  passed,  and  the  lights 
were  out  in  Mrs.  Miller's  windows,  and  the  bell  of  St.  JohnTs 
had  ushered  in  the  ser  ond  hour  of  the  fast.     Not  then  did 
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she  join  her  husband,  but  lay  down  upon  the  sofa,  wher6 
he  found  her  when,  at  six  o'clock,  he  came  from  his  broken, 
feverish  sleep,  to  say  his  parting  words.  He  had  contem- 
plated the  propriety  of  giving  up  his  trip  and  remaining 
at  home  while  Frank  Van  Buren  was  in  town,  but  this  he 
could  not  very  well  do. 

"  I  will  leave  her  to  herself,"  he  thought,  "  trusting  that 
what  has  passed  will  deter  her  from  any  further  improprie- 
ties." 

Something  like  this  he  said  to  her  when,  in  the  gray 
dawn,  he  stood  before  her,  equipped  for  his  journey  ;  but 
Ethelyn  did  not  respond,  and  with  her  cold,  dead  silence 
weighing  more  upon  him  than  bitter  reproaches  would  have 
done,  Richard  left  her  and  took  his  way  through  the  chill, 
snowy  moruing  to  the  depot,  little  dreaming,  as  he  went, 
oc  when  and  how  he  and  Ethelyn  would  meet  again. 


>♦♦. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE    RESULT. 


HE  bell  in  the  tower  of  St.  John's  pealed  forth  its 
summons  to  the  house  of  prayer,  and  one  by  one, 
singly  or  in  groups,  the  worshippers  went  up  to 
keep  this  first  solemn  day  of  Lent, — true,  sincere  worship- 
pers, many  of  them,  who  came  to  weep,  and  pray,  and  ac- 
knowledge their  past  misdeeds ;  while  others  came  from 
habit,  and  because  it  was  the  fashion,  their  pale,  haggard 
faces  and  heavy  eyes  telling  plainly  of  the  last  night's  dis< 
eipation,  which  had   continued  till   the  first  hour  of  the 
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morning.  Mrs.  Howard  was  there,  and  Mrs.  Miller  too; 
both  glancing  inquiringly  at  Judge  Markham's  pew  and 
then  wonderingly  at  each  other.  Ethelyn  was  not  there 
She  had  breakfasted  in  her  room  after  Richard  left,  an? 
when  that  was  over  had  gone  mechanically  to  her  closet 
and  drawers  and  commenced  sorting  her  clothes, — hanging 
away  the  expensive  dresses,  and  laying  across  chairs  and 
upon  the  bed  the  more  serviceable  ones,  such  as  might  pro- 
perly be  worn  on  ordinary  occasions.  Why  she  did  this 
she  had  not  yet  clearly  denned,  and  when,  after  her  ward- 
robe was  divided,  and  she  brought  out  her  heavy  travelling 
trunk,  she  was  not  quite  certain  what  she  meant  to  do. 
She  had  been  sorely  wounded,  and,  as  she  thought,  without 
just  cause.  She  knew  she  was  to  blame  for  not  having 
told  Richard  of  Frank  before  she  became  his  wife,  but  of  the 
things  with  which  he  had  so  severely  charged  her  she  was 
guiltless  ;  and  every  nerve  quivered  and  throbbed  with  pas- 
sion and  resentment  as  she  recalled  the  scene  of  the  previous 
night,  going  over  again  with  the  cruel  words  Richard  had 
uttered  in  his  jealous  anger,  and  then  burning  with  shame 
and  indignation  as  she  thought  of  being  locked  into  her 
room,  and  kept  from  attending  the  masquerade,  where  her 
absence  must  have  excited  so  much  wonder. 

"  What  did  they  say,  and  what  can  I  tell  tbem  when  we 
meet  ? "  she  thought,  just  as  Mrs.  Howard's  voice  was 
heard  in  the  upper  hall. 

Service  was  over,  and  several  of  the  more  intimate  of 
Ethie's  friends  had  stopped  at  the  Stafford  House  to  sea 
her. 

"  I  have  come  to  see  if  you  were  sick,  or  what,  that  you 
disappointed  me  so.  I  was  vexed  enough,  I  assure  you," 
Mrs.  Miller  said,  looking  curiously  at  Ethelyn,  whose  fac« 
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was  white  as  aslies,  save  where  a  crimson  spot  burned  01 
her  cheeks,  and  whose  lips  were  firmly  pressed  together. 

She  did  not  kn:>w  what  to  say,  and  when  pressed  to  give 
a  reason  stammered  out — 

"  Judge  Markham  wished  me  to  stay  with  him,  and  as 
an  obedient  wife  I  stayed." 

With  ready  tact  the  ladies  saw  that  something  waa 
wrong,  and  kindly  forbore  farther  remarks,  except  to  tell 
what  a  grand  affair  it  was,  and  how  much  she  was  missed. 
But  Ethie  detected  in  their  manner  an  unspoken  sympathy 
or  pity,  which  exasperated  and  humiliated  her  more  than 
open  words  would  have  done.  Heretofore  she  had  been 
the  envy  of  the  entire  set,  and  it  wounded  her  deeply  to 
fall  from  that  pedestal  to  the  level  of  ordinary  people.  She 
was  no  longer  the  young  wife,  whose  husband  petted  and 
humored  her  so  much,  but  the  wife  whose  husband  was 
jealojs  and  tyrannical,  and  even  abusive,  where  language 
was  concerned;  and  she  could  not  rid  herself  of  the  sus- 
picion that  her  lady  friends  knew  more  than  they  professed 
to  know,  and  was  heartily  glad  when  they  took  their  de- 
parture and  left  her  again  alone. 

There  was  another  knock  at  her  door,  and  a  servant 
handed  in  a  card  bearing  Frank  Yan  Buren's  name.  He 
was  in  the  office,  the  waiter  said.  Should  he  show  the 
gentleman  up? 

Ethie  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  taking  her  pencil 
wrote  upon  the  back  of  the  card,  "I  am  too  busy  to  see 
5  ou  to-day." 

The  servant  left  the  room,  and  Ethelyn  went  back  t& 
where  her  clothes  were  scattered  about  and  the  great 
trunk  was  standing  open.  She  did  not  care  to  see  Frank 
Van  Buren  now.     He  was  the  direct  cause  of  eveiy  sorrow 
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the  had  ever  known,  and  bitter  feelings  were  swelling  in 
her  heart  in  place  of  the  softer  emotions  she  had  once  experi« 
cnced  toward  him.  He  was  nothing  to  her  now.  Slowly 
but  surely  the  flame  had  been  dying  out,  and  Richard  had 
never  been  so  near  to  winning  his  wife's  entire  devotion  as 
or  that  fatal  night  when,  by  his  jealousy  and  rashness,  ha 
built  so  broad  a  gulf  between  them. 

"  It  is  impossible  that  we  should  ever  live  together  again, 
after  all  that  has  transpired,"  Ethelyn  said,  as  she  stood 
beside  her  trunk  and  involuntarily  folded  up  a  garment  and 
laid  it  on  the  bottom. 

She  had  reached  a  decision,  and  her  face  grew  whiter, 
stonier,  as  she  made  haste  to  act  upon  it.  Every  article 
which  Richard  had  bought  was  laid  aside  and  put  away  in 
the  drawers  aud  bureaus  she  would  never  see  again.  These 
Were  not  numerous,  for  her  bridal  trousseau  had  been  so  ex- 
tensive that  but  few  demands  had  been  made  upon  her 
kasband's  purse  for  dress,  and  Ethelyn  felt  glad  that  it  was 
so.  It  did  not  take  long  to  put  them  away,  or  very  long 
to  pack  the  trunk,  and  then  Ethie  sat  down  to  think  "  what 
next  2 " 

Only  a  few  days  before,  a  Mr.  Bailey,  who  boarded  in 
the  house,  and  whose  daughter  was  taking  music  lessons, 
^ad  tried  to  purchase  her  piano,  telling  her  that  so  fine  a 
p^vt;r  ought  to  have  one  with  a  longer  key-board.  Ethie  had 
thought  so  herself,  wishing  sometimes  that  she  had  a  larger 
instrument,  which  was  better  adapted  to  the  present  style 
of  music,  but  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  part  with  Aunt 
Barbara's  present.  Now,  however,  the  case  was  different. 
Money  she  must  have,  and  as  she  scorned  to  take  it  from 
the  bank,  where  her  check  was  always  honored,  she  would 
sell  her  piano.     It  was  hers,  to  do  with  as  she  liked,  and 
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when  Mr.  Bailey  passed  her  door  at  dinner-time,  she  asked 
him  to  step  in.  She  had  changed  her  mind  with  regard 
to  her  piano,  she  said.  She  was  willing  to  sell  it  now ;  ther« 
was  snch  a  superb  affair  down  at  Shumway's  Music  Rooma 
Had  Mr.  Bailey  seen  it? 

Ethie's  voice  was  not  quite  steady,  for  she  was  not  accus* 
tomed  to  deception  of  this  kind,  and  the  first  step  was  hard. 
But  Mr.  Bailey  was  not  at  all  suspicious,  and  concluded  the 
bargain  at  once ;  and  two  hours  later  Ethie's  piano  was 
standing  between  the  south  windows  of  Mrs.  Bailey's  apart- 
ment, and  Ethie,  in  her  own  room,  was  counting  a  roll  of 
three  hundred  dollars,  and  deciding  how  far  it  would  go. 

"  There  are  my  pearls,"  she  said.  "  If  worst  comes  to 
worst  I  can  sell  them  and  my  diamond  ring." 

She  did  not  mean  Daisy's  ring.  She  would  not  barter 
that,  or  take  it  with  her,  either.  Daisy  never  intended  it 
for  a  runaway  wife,  and  Ethelyn  must  leave  it  where  Richard 
would  find  it  when  he  came  back  and  found  her  gone.  And 
then  as  Ethie  in  her  anger  exulted  over  Richard's  surprise 
and  possible  sorrow  when  he  found  himself  deserted,  some 
demon  from  the  pit  whispered  in  her  ear,  "  Give  him  back 
the  wedding  ring.  Leave  that  for  him  too,  and  so  remove 
every  tie  which  once  bound  you  to  him." 

It  was  hard  to  put  off  Daisy's  ring,  and  Ethelyn  paused 
as  tho  clear  stone  seemed  to  reflect  the  fair,  innocent  face 
hanging  on  the  walls  at  Olney.  But  Ethie  argued  that  she 
had  no  right  to  it,  and  so  the  dead  girl's  ring  was  laid  aside  , 
«md  then  the  trembling  fingers  fluttered  about  the  plain 
gold  band  bearing  the  date  of  her  marriage.  But  when  she 
essayed  to  remove  that  too,  blood-red  circles  danced  before 
her  eyes,  and  such  a  terror  seized  her  that  her  hands  drop 
ped  powerless  into  her  lap  and  the  ring  remained  in  its  placa 
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It  was  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  and  the  cars  for  0> 
ney  left  at  seven.     She  was  going  that  way  as  far  as  Mil 
ford,  where  she  could  take  another  route  to  the  East.     She 
would  thus  throw  Richard  off  the  track  if  he  tried  to  follow 
her,  and  also  avoid  immediate  remark  in  the  hotel.     They 
would  think  it  quite  natural  that  in  her  husband's  absence 
she  should  go  for  a  few  days  to  Olney,  she  reasoned ;  and 
they  did  think  so  in  the  office  when  at  six  she  asked  that 
her  trunk  be  taken  to  the  station.     Her  rooms  were  all  in 
order.     She  had  made  them  so  herself,  sweeping  and  dust- 
ing, and  even  leaving  Richard's  dressing-gown  and  slippers 
by  the  chair  where  he  usually  sat  the  evenings  he  was  at 
home.     The  vacancy  left  by  the  piano  would  strike  him  at 
once,  she  knew;  and  so  she  moved  a  tall  bookcase  up  there, 
and  put  a  sofa  where  the  bookcase  had  been,  and  a  large 
chair  where  the  sofa  had  been,  and  pushed  the  centre-table 
into  the  large  chair's  place ;  and  then  her  work  was  done, — 
the  last  she  would  ever  do  in  that  room,  or  for  Richard, 
either.     The  last  of  everything  is  sad,  and  Ethie  felt  a  thrill 
of  pain  as  she  whispered  to  herself,  "  It  is  the  last,  last 
time,"  and  then  thought  of  the  outer  world  which  lay  all 
unknown  before  her.     She  would  not  allow  herself  to  think 
long,  lest  her  courage  should  give  way  ;  and  she  tried,  by 
dwelling  continually  upon  Richard's  cruel  words,  to  steel 
her  heart  against  the  good  impulses  which  were  beginning 
to  suggest  that  what  she  was  doing  might  not,  after  all,  be 
the  wisest  course.     What  would  the  world  say  ? — and  deal 
Aunt  Barbara,  too  ?     How  it  would  wring  her  heart  when 
Bhe  heard  the  end  to  which  her  darling  had  come  !     And 
Andy, — simple,    conscientious,    praying     Andy, — Ethie's 
heart  came  up  in  her  throat  when  she  thought  of  him  and 
bis  grief  at  her  desertion. 
10* 
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"I  will  write  to  Andy,"  she  said.  "  I  wi'l  tell  bim  bo« 
thoughts  of  him  almost  deterred  me  from  my  purjx  so,'1 
and  opening  her  little  writing-desk,  which  Richard  gave 
her  at  Christmas,  she  took  up  her  pen  and  held  it  poised  a 
moment,  while  something  said,  "Write  to  Richard,  to> 
Surely  you  can  do  so  much  for  him.  You  can  tell  him  thf 
truth,  and  let  him  know  how  he  misjudged  you." 

And  so  the  name  which  Ethie  first  wrote  down  upon  the 
paper  was  not  "  Dear  Brother  Andy,"  but  simply  that  of 
*  Richard." 


-+++- 


CHAPTER  XXII. 


ETHIE  S    LETTERS. 


"  Stafford  House,  Feb.  — ,  ) 
5  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  ) 
ICHARD :  I  am  going  away  from  you  forever, 
and  when  you  recall  the  words  you  spoke  to  me 
last  night,  and  the  deep  humiliation  you  put 
upon  me,  you  will  readily  understand  that  I  go  because  we 
cannot  live  together  any  longer  as  man  and  wife.  You 
said  things  to  me,  Richard,  which  women  find  hard  to  for- 
give, and  which  they  never  can  forget.  I  did  not  deserve 
that  you  should  treat  me  so,  for,  bad  as  I  may  have  been 
in  other  respects,  I  am  innocent  of  the  worst  thing  you 
alleged  against  me,  and  which  seemed  to  excite  you  sc 
much.  Until  I  heard  it  from  you,  I  did  not  know  Frank 
Van  Buren  was  within  a  thousand  miles  of  Camden.  The 
note  from  him  which  I  leave  with  this  letter,  and  which 
you  will  remember  was  brought  to  the  door  by  a  servant. 
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who  said  it  had  been  mislaid  and  forgotten,  will  prove  that 
T  tell  you  truly.  The  other  note  which  yon  found,  ana 
which  must  have  fallen  from  the  box  where  I  kept  it,  was 
written  years  ago,  when  I  was  almost  a  little  girl,  with  no 
thought  that  I  ever  could  be  the  humbled,  wretsned  crea 
ture  I  am  now. 

"  Let  me  tell  you  about  it,  Richard, — how  I  happened  to 
be  engaged  to  Frank,  and  how  wounded,  and  sore,  and 
sorry  I  was  when  you  came  the  second  time  to  Chicopee, 
and  asked  me  to  be  your  wife." 

Then  followed  the  whole  story  of  Ethelyn's  first  love. 
Nothing  was  concealed,  nothing  kept  back.  Even  the 
ireariness  of  the  day  when  Aunt  Van  Buren  came  up  from 
Boston  and  broke  poor  Ethie's  heart,  was  described  and 
dwelt  lpon  with  that  particularity  which  shows  how  the 
lights,  and  shadows,  and  sunshine,  and  storms  which  mark 
certain  events  in  one's  history  will  impress  themselves  upon 
one's  mind,  as  parts  of  the  great  joy  or  sorrow  which  can 
aever  be  forgotten.  Then  she  spoke  of  meeting  Richard,  and 
the  train  of  circumstances  which  finally  led  to  their  betrothal. 

"  I  wanted  to  tell  you  about  Frank  that  night,  on  the 
shore  of  the  pond,  when  you  told  me  of  Abigail,  and  twice 
I  made  up  my  mind  to  do  so,  but  something  rose  up  to 
prevent  it,  and  after  that  it  was  very  hard  to  do  so." 

She  did  not  tell  him  how  she  at  first  shrank  away  from 
his  caresses ;  but  she  confessed  that  she  did  not  love  him, 
even  when  taking  the  marriage  vow. 

"  But  I  meant  to  be  true  to  you,  Richard.  I  meant  to 
be  a  good  wife,  and  never  let  you  know  how  I  felt.  Yon 
were  different  from  Frank  ;  different  from  most  men  whom 
I  had  met,  and  you  Jid  annoy  me  at  times.  You  will  tell 
me  I  was  foolish  to  lay  so  much  stress  on  little  things,  and 
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so,  pei haps,  I  was;  but  little  things,  rather  than  "big,  niaks 
up  the  sum  of  human  happiness,  and,  besides,  I  was  too 
young  fully  to  understand  how  any  amount  of  talent  and 
brain  could  atone  for  absence  of  all  culture  of  manner. 
Then  I  was  disappointed  in  your  home  and- family.  You 
know  how  unlike  they  are  to  my  own,  but  you  can  never 
know  how  terrible  it  was  to  me  who  had  formed  so  differ- 
ent an  estimate  of  them.  I  suppose  you  will  say  I  did  not 
try  to  assimilate,  and  perhaps  I  did  not.  How  could  I, 
when  to  be  like  them  was  the  thing  I  dreaded  most  of  all  ? 
I  do  believe  they  tried  to  be  kind,  especially  your  brothers, 
and  I  shall  ever  be  grateful  to  them  for  their  attempt  to 
please  and  interest  me  during  that  dreadful  winter  I  spent 
alone,  with  you  m  Washington.  You  did  wrong,  Richard, 
not  to  take  me  w  ith  you,  when  I  wanted  so  much  to  go. 
I  know  that,  after  what  happened,  you  and  your  mother 
think  you  were  fully  justified  in  what  you  did ;  but,  Rich- 
ard, you  are  mistaken.  The  very  means  you  took  to  avert 
a  catastrophe  hastened  it  instead.  The  cruel  disappoint- 
ment and  terrible  homesickness  which  I  endured  hastened 
our  baby's  birth,  and  cost  its  little  life.  Had  it  lived, 
Richard,  I  should  have  been  a  better  woman  than  I 
am  now.  It  would  have  been  something  for  me  to  love, 
and  my  heart  did  ache  so  for  an  object  on  which  to  fasten. 
I  did  not  love  you  when  I  became  your  wife,  but  I  was 
leaning  to  do  so.  When  you  came  home  from  Washing- 
ton, 1  was  glad  to  see  you,  and  I  used  to  listen  for  your  step 
wher  you  went  to  Olney  and  it  was  time  for  you  to  return. 
Just  irc.  proportion  as  I  was  drawn  toward  yeu,  Frank  fell 
in  my  estimation,  and  I  wanted  to  tell  you  all  about  it,  and 
oegin  anew.  Do  you  remember  that  night  of  our  retur* 
torn  St.  Paul's  ?     I  found  a  letter  from  Aunt  Van  Buren, 
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and  asked  if  you  would  like  to  hear  it.  You  seemed  so 
indifferent,  and  almost  cross  about  it,  that  the  good  angel 
left  me,  and  your  chance  was  lost  again.  There  was  some- 
thing in  that  letter  about  Frank  and  me, — something  whicl 
would  have  called  forth  questions  from  you,  and  I  meant 
to  explain  if  you  would  let  me.  Think,  Richard.  Yot 
will  remember  the  night.  You  lay  upon  the  sofa,  and  J 
sat  down  beside  you,  and  smoothed  your  hair.  I  was  neare* 
to  loving  you  then  than  I  ever  was  before  ;  but  you  put  me 
off,  and  the  impulse  did  not  come  again, — that  is,  the  im- 
pulse of  confession.  A  little  more  consideration  on  your 
part  for  what  vou  call  my  airs  and  high  notions  would  have 
won  me  to  you,  for  I  am  not  insensible  to  your  many  ster- 
ling virtues,  and  I  do  believe  that  you  did  love  me  once. 
But  all  that  is  over  now.  I  made  a  great  mistake  when  1 
came  to  you,  and  perhaps  I  am  making  a  greater  one  in 
going  from  vou.  But  I  think  not.  We  are  better  apart, 
especially  after  the  indignities  of  last  night.  Where  I  am 
going  it  does  not  matter  to  you.  Pursuit  will  be  useless, 
inasmuch  as  I  shall  have  the  start  of  a  week.  Neither  do 
I  think  you  will  search  for  me  much.  You  will  be  happier 
without  me,  and  it  is  better  that  I  should  go.  You  will 
give  the  accompanying  note  to  Andy.  Dear  Andy,  my 
heart  aches  to  its  very  core  when  I  think  of  him,  and  know 
that  his  grief  for  me  will  be  genuine.  I  leave  you  Daisy's 
ring.  I  am  not  worthy  to  keep  that,  and  so  I  give  it  back. 
I  wish  I  could  make  you  free  from  me  entirely,  if  that  should 
be  your  wish.  Perhaps  some  time  you  will  be,  and  then 
when  I  am  nothing  to  you  save  a  sad  memrry,  you  will 
think  better  of  me  than  you  do  now. 

"  Good-by,   Richard.     We   shall   probably   never   meet 
again.      Good-by.  Ktiiie." 
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She  did  not  stop  to  read  what  she  had  written.     Then 
was  not  time  for  that,  and  taking  a  fresh  sheet,  she  wrote 

"  Dear,  darling  Andy  : — If  all  the  world  were  as  good, 
and  hind,  and  true  as  you,  I  should  not  be  writing  this 
letter,  with  my  arrangements  made  for  flight.  Richard  will 
tell  you  why  I  go.  It  would  take  me  too  long.  I  have 
been  very  unhappy  here,  though  none  of  my  wretchedness 
has  been  caused  by  you.  Dear  Andy,  if  I  could  tell  you 
how  much  I  love  you,  and  how  sorry  I  am  to  fall  in  your 
opinion,  as  I  surely  shall  when  you  hear  what  has  hap- 
pened. Do  not  hate  me,  Andy,  and  sometimes  when  you 
pray,  remember  Ethie,  won't  you  ?  She  needs  your  prayers 
so  much,  for  she  cannot  pray  herself.  I  do  not  want  to  be 
wholly  bad, — do  not  want  to  be  lost  forever  ;  and  I  have 
faith  that  God  will  hear  you.  The  beautiful  consistency  of 
your  everyday  life  and  your  simple  trust  have  been  power- 
ful sermons  to  me,  convincing  me  that  there  is  a  reality  in 
the  religion  you  profess.  Go  on,  Andy,  as  you  have  begun , 
ana  may  the  God  whom  I  am  not  worthy  to  name,  bless 
you,  and  keep  you,  and  give  you  every  possible  good.  In 
fancy  I  wind  my  arms  around  your  neck,  and  kiss  your 
dear,  kind  face,  as  with  tears  I  write  you  my  good-by. 

"  Farewell,  Andy,  darling  Andy,  farewell." 

Ethelyn  had  not  wept  before,  but  now,  as  Andy  rose  up 
before  her  with  the  thought  that  she  should  see  him  no 
more,  her  tears  poured  like  rain,  and  blotted  the  sheet  on 
which  she  had  written  to  hi?n.  It  hurt  her  more,  if  pos- 
sible, to  lose  his  respect  than  that  of  any.  other  person,  and 
for  a  half  instant  she  wavered  in  the  decision.  But  it  was 
too  late  now.     The  piano  was  sold  and  delivered,  and  i/ 
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she  tarried  she  had  no  special  excuse  to  offer  fcr  its  sale, 
She  must  carry  out  her  plan,  even  though  it  proved  tkfl 
greatest  mistake  of  her  life.  So  the  letters  were  directed^ 
and  put,  with  Daisy's  ring,  in  the  little  drawer  of  the 
bureau,  where  Richard  would  be  sure  to  find  them  when 
he  came  back.  Perhaps,  as  Ethie  put  them  there,  she 
thought  bow  they  might  be  the  means  of  a  reconciliation; 
that  Richard,  after  reading  her  note,  would  move  heaven 
and  earth  to  find  her,  and  having  done  so,  would  thence- 
forth be  her  willing  slave ;  possibly,  too,  remembering  the 
harsh  things  he  had  so  recently  said  to  her,  she  exulted  a 
little  as  she  saw  him  coming  back  to  his  deserted  home, 
and  finding  his  domestic  altar  laid  low  in  the  dust.  But  if 
this  were  so  she  gave  no  sign,  and  though  her  face  waa 
deathly  pale,  her  nerves  were  steady  and  her  voice  calm,  as 
she  gave  orders  concerning  her  baggage,  and  then  when  it 
was  time,  turned  the  key  upon  her  room,  and  left  it  with 
the  clerk,  to  whom  she  said, 

"  I  shall  not  be  back  until  my  husband  returns." 
She  was  going  to  Olney,  of  course,  the  landlady  said, 
when  she  heard  Mrs.  Markham  had  gone ;  and  so  no  won- 
der was  created  among  the  female  boarders,  except  that 
Etbelyn  had  not  said  good-by  to  a  single  one  of  them. 
She  was  not  equal  to  that.  Pier  great  desire  was  to  escape 
unseen,  and  with  a  veil  drawn  closely  over  her  face,  she 
sat  in  the  darkest  corner  of  the  ladies'  room,  waiting  im- 
patiently for  the  arrival  of  the  train,  and  glancing  furtively 
at  the  people  around  her.  Groups  of  men  were  walking 
up  and  down  upor.  the  platform  without,  and  among  them 
Frank  Yar  Baren.  On  his  way  to  the  care  he  had  called 
again  at  the  Stafford  House,  and  learned  that  Mrs.  Mark 
nam  was  out. 
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"  I'll  see  her  when  I  return,"  he  thought,  and  so  went 
his  way  to  the  train,  which  would  take  him  to  his  next 
point  of  destination. 

Never  once  dreaming  how  near  he  was  to  her,  Ethie 
entered  the  car,  and  drew  her  veil  and  furs  more  closely 
around  her,  and  turning  her  face  to  the  frosty  window, 
gazed  drearily  out  into  the  wintry  darkness  as  they  sped 
swiftly  on.  She  hardly  knew  where  she  was  going  or  what 
she  could  do  when  she  was  there.  She  was  conscious  only 
of  the  fact  that  she  was  breaking  away  from  scenes  and 
associations  which  had  been  so  distasteful  to  her, — that 
she  was  leaving  a  husband  who  had  been  abusive  to  her, 
and  she  verily  believed  she  had  just  cause  for  going.  The 
world  might  not  see  it  so,  perhaps,  but  she  did  not  care  foi 
the  world.  She  was  striking  out  a  path  of  her  own,  and 
with  her  heart  as  sore  and  full  of  anger  as  it  then  was,  she 
felt  able  to  cope  with  any  difficulty,  so  that  her  freedom 
was  achieved.  They  were  skirting  across  the  prairie  now, 
and  the  lights  of  Olney  were  in  sight.  Perhaps  she  could 
see  the  farm-house ;  and  rubbing  with  her  warm  palm  the 
moisture  from  the  window-pane,  she  looked  wistfully  out 
in  the  direction  of  Richard's  home.  Yes,  there  it  was,  and  a 
light  was  shining  from  the  sitting-room  window,  as  if  they 
expected  her.  But  Ethie  was  not  going  there ;  and  with 
a  sigh  as  she  thought  of  Andy  so  near,  yet  separated  so 
widely  from  her,  she  turned  from  the  window  and  rested 
her  tired  head  upon  her  hands  while  they  stayed  at  Olney. 
It  was  only  a  moment  they  stopped,  but  to  Ethie  it  seemed 
an  age ;  and  her  heart  almost  stopped  its  beating  when  she 
heard  the  voice  of  terrible  Tim  just  outside  the  car.  He 
was  not  coming  in,  as  she  found  after  a  moment  of  breath- 
less waiting;  he  was  only  speaking  to  an  acquaintance,  who 
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stepped  inside  and  took  a  seat  by  the  stove,  just  as  the 
train  plunged  again  into  the  darkness,  leaving  behind  a 
fiery  track  to  mark  its  progress  across  the  level  prairie 


CHAPTER   XXIII. 

THE    DESERTED    HUSBAND. 

ICHARD  had  been  very  successful  in  St.  Louis 
The  business  which  took  him  there  had  been 
more  than  satisfactorily  arranged.  He  had  col- 
lected a  thousand-dollar  debt  he  never  expected  to  get, 
and  had  been  everywhere  treated  with  the  utmost  defer- 
ence and  consideration,  as  a  man  whose  worth  was  known 
and  appreciated.  But  Richard  was  ill  at  ease,  and  his 
face  wore  a  sad,  gloomy  expression,  which  many  remarked, 
wondering  what  could  be  the  nature  of  the  care  so  evidently 
preying  upon  him.  Do  what  he  might,  he  could  not  forget 
the  white,  stony  face  which  had  looked  at  him  so  strangely 
in  the  gray  morning,  nor  shut  out  the  icy  tones  in  which 
Ethie  had  last  spoken  to  him.  Besides  this,  Richard  was 
thinking  of  all  he  had  said  to  her  in  the  heat  of  passion, 
and  wishing  he  could  recall  it  in  part  at  least.  He  was  very 
indignant,  very  angry  still,  for  he  believed  her  guilty  of 
planning  to  meet  Frank  Van  Buren  at  the  party  and  leave 
him  at  home,  while  his  heart  beat  with  keen  throbs  of  pain 
when  he  remembered  that  Ethie's  first  love  was  not  given 
to  him, — that  she  would  have  gone  to  her  grave  more 
willingly  than  she  went  with  him  to  the  altar ;  but  he  need 
not  have  been  so  harsh  with  her, — that  was  no  way  to  make 
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her  lore  hiin.  Kindness  must  win  her  back  should  she  evei 
be  won,  and  impatient  to  be  reconciled,  if  reconciliation 
were  now  possib'e,  Richard  chafed  at  the  necessary  delays 
which  kept  him  a  day  longer  in  St.  Louis  than  he  had  at  first 
intended. 

Ethie  had  been  gone  just  a  week  when  he  at  last  found 
himself  in  the  train  which  would  take  him  back  to  Camden. 
First,  however,  he  must  stop  at  Olney  ;  the  case  was  impel 
ative, — aud  so  he  stepped  from  the  train  one  snowy  after- 
noon when  the  February  light  shone  cold  and  blue  upon  the 
little  town  and  the  farm-house  beyond.  His  brothers  were 
feeding  their  flocks  and  herds  in  the  rear  yard  to  the  east  • 
but  they  came  at  once  to  greet  him,  and  ask  after  his  wel- 
fare. The  light  snow  which  had  fallen  that  day  was  lying 
upon  the  front  door-steps,  undisturbed  by  any  track,  so 
Richard  entered  at  the  side.  Mrs.  Markham  was  dipping 
candles,  and  the  faint,  sickly  odor  of  the  hot  melted  tallow, 
whiih  filled  Richard's  olfactories  as  he  came  in,  was  never 
forgotten,  but  remembered  as  part  and  parcel  of  that  terrible 
day  which  would  have  a  place  in  his  memory  so  long  as  be- 
ing lasted.  Every  little  thing  was  impressed  upon  his  mind, 
and  came  up  afterward  with  vivid  distinctness  whenever  he 
thought  of  that  wretched  time.  There  was  a  bit  of  oil-cloth 
on  the  floor  near  to  the  dripping  candles,  and  he  saw  the 
spots  of  tallow  which  had  dropped  and  dried  upon  it, — saw, 
too,  his  mother's  short  gown,  and  blue  woollen  stockings, 
as  she  got  up  to  meet  him,  and  smelling  the  cabbage  cook- 
ing on  the  stove,  for  they  were  having  a  late  dinner  that  day 

Richard  had  seen  his  mother  dip  candles  before, — nay, 
bad  sometimes  assisted  at  the  dipping.  He  had  seen  her 
short  striped  gown  and  blue  woollen  stockings,  and  smelled 
the  cooking  cabbage,  but  they  never  struck  him  with  so 
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great  a  sense  of  discomfort  as  they  did  to-day  when  he 
stood,  hat  in  hand,  wondering  why  home  seemed  so  cheer* 
less.  It  was  as  if  the  shadow  of  the  great  shock  awaiting 
him  had  already  fallen  upon  him,  oppressing  him  with  a 
weight  he  could  not  well  shake  off.  He  had  no  thought 
that  any  harm  had  come  to  Ethie,  and  yet  his  first  question 
was  for  her.  Had  his  mother  heard  from  her  while  he 
was  away,  or  did  she  know  if  she  was  well  ? 

Mrs.  Markham's  under-jaw  dropped,  in  the  way  peculiar 
to  her  when  at  all  irritated,  but  she  did  not  answer  at  once ; 
she  waited  a  moment,  while  she  held  the  rod  poised  over 
the  iron  kettle,  and  with  her  forefinger  deliberately  separ- 
ated any  of  the  six  candles  which  showed  a  disposition  to 
stick  together ;  then  depositing  them  upon  the  frame  and 
taking  up  another  rod,  she  said — 

"  Miss  Plympton  was  down  to  Camden  three  or  four 
days  ago,  and  she  said  Ann  Merrills,  the  chamber-maid  at 
the  Stafford  House,  told  her  Ethelyn  had  come  to  Olney 
to  stay  with  us  while  you  was  away ;  but  she  must  have 
gone  somewhere  else,  as  we  have  not  seen  her  here.  Gone 
to  visit  that  Miss  Amsden,  most  likely,  that  lives  over  the 
creek." 

"  What  makes  you  think  she  has  gone  there?"  Richard 
asked,  with  a  sudden  spasm  of  fear,  for  which  he  could  not 
account,  and  which  was  not  in  anywise  diminished  by  his 
mother's  reply  :  "  Ann  said  she  took  the  six  o'clock  train 
for  Olney,  and  as  Miss  Amsden  lives  beyond  us,  it's  likely 
she  went  there,  and  is  home  by  this  time." 

Richard  accepted  this  supposition ;  but  it  was  far  from 
reassuring  him.  The  load  he  had  felt  when  he  first  cama 
into  the  kitchen  was  pressing  more  and  more  heavily,  and 
he  wished  that  he  had  gone  straight  on  instead  of  stopping 
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at  Olney.  But  now  there  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  wait 
with  what  patience  he  could  command  until  the  next  train 
came  and  carried  him  to  Camden. 

It  was  nine  o'clock  when  he  reached  there,  and  a  silfil 
north-easter  was  blowing  down  the  streets  with  gusts  of 
sleet  and  rain ;  but  he  did  not  think  of  it  as  he  hurried  on 
toward  the  Stafford  House,  with  that  undefined  dread  grow- 
ing stronger  and  stronger  as  he  drew  near.  He  did  not  know 
what  he  feared,  nor  why  he  feared  it.  He  should  find  Ethie 
there,  he  said.  She  surely  had  returned  from  her  visit  by  this 
time  ;  he  should  see  the  light  from  the  windows  shining 
out  upon  the  park,  just  as  he  had  seen  it  many  other  nights 
when  hastening  back  to  Ethie.  He  would  take  the  short- 
est route  down  that  dark,  narrow  alley,  and  so  gain  a  mo- 
ment of  time.  The  alley  was  traversed  at  last,  also  the 
square,  and  he  turned  the  corner  of  the  street  on  which  the 
Stafford  House  stood.  Halting  for  an  instant,  he  strained 
his  eyes  to  see  if  he  were  mistaken,  or  was  there  no  light 
in  the  window,  no  sign  that  Ethie  was  there.  There  were 
lights  below,  and  lights  above,  but  the  second  floor  was 
dark,  the  shutters  closed,  and  all  about  them  a  look  of 
silence  and  desertion  which  quickened  Richard's  footsteps 
to  a  run.  Up  the  private  staircase  he  went,  and  through 
the  narrow  hall,  till  he  reached  his  door  and  found  it  locked. 
Ethie  was  surely  gone.  She  had  not  expected  him  so 
soon.  Mrs.  Amsden  had  urged  her  to  stay,  and  she  had 
stayed.  This  was  what  Richard  said,  as  he  went  down  to 
the  office  for  the  key,  which  the  clerk  handed  him,  with  the 
remark,  "  Mrs.  Markham  went  to  Olney  the  very  day  you 
left.  I  thought  perhaps  you  would  stop  there  and  bring 
her  home." 

Richard  did  not  reply,  but  hurried  back  to  the  darkened 
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room,  where  everything  was  in  order;  even  Ethie's  work- 
box  was  in  its  usual  place  upon  the  little  table,  and  Ethie'? 
chair  was  standing  near ;  but  something  was  missing,— 
something  besides  Ethle, — and  its  absence  made  the  room 
look  baio  and  strange  as  the  gas-light  fell  upon  it.  The 
piano  was  gone,  or  moved.  It  must  be  the  latter,  and 
Richard  .ooked  for  it  in  every  corner,  even  searching  in  the 
bed-room  and  opening  the  closet  door,  as  if  so  ponderous  a 
thing  could  have  been  hidden  there  !  It  was  gone,  and  so 
was  Ethie's  trunk,  and  some  of  Ethie's  clothes,  for  he  look- 
ed to  see,  and  then  mechanically  went  out  into  the  hall, 
just  as  Mr.  Bailey  came  up  stairs  and  saw  him. 

"  Ho,  Judge !  is  that  you  ?  Glad  to  see  you  back. 
Have  been  lonesome  with  you  and  your  wife  both  away. 
Do  you  know  of  the  trade  we  made, — she  and  I, — the  very 
day  you  left  ?  She  offered  me  her  piano  for  three  hundred 
dollars,  and  I  took  her  up  at  once.  A  fine  instrument,  but 
a  little  too  small  for  her.  Answers  very  well  for  Angeline 
It's  all  right,  isn't  it  ? "  the  talkative  man  continued,  as  he 
saw  the  blank  expression  on  Richard's  face  and  construed 
it  into  disapprobation  of  the  bargain. 

"Yes,  all  right,  of  course.  It  was  her  piano,  not  mine," 
Richard  said,  huskily.  Then  feeling  the  necessity  of  a  little 
duplicity,  he  said,  "  Mrs.  Markham  went  the  same  day  I 
did,  I  believe  ? " 

"  Really,  now,  I  don't  know  whether  'twas  that  day  01 
the  next,"  Mr.  Bailey  replied,  showing  that  what  was  so 
important  to  Richard  had  as  yet  made  but  little  impression 
apon  him.  "  No,  I  can't  say  which  day  it  was ;  but  here's 
Hal  Clifford, — he'll  know,"  and  Mr.  Bailey  stepped  aside 
as  Harry  came  up  the  hall. 

He  had  been  to  call  upon  a  friend  who  occupied  the  flooi 
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above,  and  seeing  Richard,  came  forward  to  speaK  to  linn,  the 
look  of  shame  upon  his  face  showing  that  he  had  not  for- 
gotten the  circumstances  under  which  they  had  last  met 
As  Harry  came  in  Mr.  Bailey  disappeared,  and  so  the  two 
men  were  alone  when  Richard  asked,  "  Do  you  know  what 
day  Mrs.  Markham  left  Camden?" 

Richard  tried  to  be  natural.  But  Harry  was  not  deceived. 
There  was  something  afloat, — something  which  had  some 
connection  with  his  foolish,  drunken  talk  and  Ethie's  non- 
appearance at  the  masquerade.  Blaming  himself  for  what  he 
remembered  to  have  said,  he  would  not  now  willingly  annoy 
Richard,  and  he  answered,  indifferently,  "  She  went  the 
same  day  that  you  did ;  that  is,  she  left  here  on  the  six 
o'clock  train.  I  know,  for  I  called  in  the  evening  and 
found  her  gone."  -*■ 

"  Was  she  going  to  Olney  ? " 

Richard's  lips  asked  this  rather  than  his  will,  and  Harry 
replied,  "  I  suppose  so.     Isn't  she  there  ? " 

It  was  an  impudent  question,  but  prompted  purely  by 
curiosity,  and  Richard  involuntarily  answered,  "  She  has 
not  been  there  at  all." 

For  several  seconds  the  two  men  regarded  each  other  in- 
tently ;  one  longing  so  much  to  ask  a  certain  question,  and 
the  other  reading  that  question  in  the  wistful,  anxious  eyes 
bent  so  earnestly  upon  him. 

"  He  left  in  that  same  train,  and  took  the  same  route, 
too." 

Harry  said  this,  and  Richard  staggered  forward,  till  he 
leaned  upon  the  door-post,  while  his  face  was  ashy  pale. 
Harry  had  disliked  Richard  Markham,  who  he  knew  so 
strongly  disapproved  of  his  conduct;  but  he  pitied  birn 
qow  and  tried  to  comfort  him. 
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"It  cannot  be  they  went  together.  I  saw  no  indication* 
of  such  an  intention  on  the  part  of  Frank.     I  hardly  think 

he  saw  her,  either.     He  was  going  to ,  he  said,  and 

should  be  back  in  a  few  days.     Maybe  eht  is  somewhere." 

Yes,  maybe  she  was  scmswhere,  but  so  lung  as  Richard 
did  not  know  where,  it  was  poor  comfort  for  him.  One 
thing,  however,  he  could  do, — he  could  save  her  good  name 
until  the  matter  was  further  investigated ;  and  pulling 
Harry  after  him  into  his  room,  he  sat  down  by  the  cold, 
dark  stove,  over  which  he  crouched  shiveringly,  while  he 
said,  "  Ethie  has  gone  to  visit  a  friend,  most  likely, — a  Mrs. 
Amsden,  who  lives  in  the  direction  of  Olney.  So  please, 
for  her  sake,  do  not  say  either  now  or  ever  who  went  on 
the  train  with  her." 

"  You  have  my  word  as  a  gentleman  that  I  will  not," 
Harry  replied;  "  and  as  no  one  but  myself  ever  knew  that 
they  were  cousins  and  acquaintances,  their  names  need  not 
be  mentioned  together,  even  if  she  never  returns." 

"  But  she  will, — she  will  come  back,  Ethie  will.  She 
has  only  gone  to  Mrs.  Amsden's,"  Richard  replied,  his 
teeth  chattering  and  his  voice  betraying  all  the  fear  and 
anguish  he  tried  so  hard  to  hide. 

Harry  saw  how  cold  he  seemed,  and  with  his  own  hands 
built  a  quick  wood-fire,  and  then  asked — 

"  Shall  I  leave  you  alone,  or  would  you  prefer  me  to 
stay  ? " 

"  Yes,  stay.  I  do  not  like  being  here  alone,  though 
Ethis  will  come  back.  She's  only  gone  to  visit  Mrs.  Airs- 
den,"  and  Richard  whispered  the  words  "  gone  to  visit  Mrs. 
Ar^sden/' 

It  is  pitiful  to  see  a  strong  man  cut  down  so  suddenly, 
U;d  every  nerve  of  Harry's  throbbed  in  sympathy  as  h« 


240  THE  DESERTED  HUSBAND. 

sat  watching  the  deserted  husband  walking  up  and  dowa 
the  room,  now  holding  his  cold  fingers  to  the  fire,  and  uovf 
saying  to  himself,  "  She  has  only  gone  to  Mrs.  Amsden'fe. 
She  will  be  back  to-morrow." 

At  l&flt  the  clock  struck  eleven,  and  then  Richard  roused 
from  his  lethargy  and  said,  "  The  next  train  for  Olney 
passes  at  twelve.  I  am  going  there,  Harry, — going  aftei 
Ethie.     You'll  see  her  coming  back  to-morrow." 

Richard  hardly  knew  why  he  was  going  back  to  Olney, 

unless  it  were  from  a  wish  to  be  near  his  own  kith  and  kin 

in  this  his  hour  of  sorrow.     He  knew  that  Ethie  had  gone, 

and  the  Mrs.  Amsden  ruse  was  thrown  out  for  the  benefit 

■of  Harry,  who,  frightened  at  the  expression  of  Richard's 

face,  did  not  dare  leave  him  alone  until  he  saw  him  safely 

on  board  the  train  which  an  hour  later  dropped  him  upon 

the  slippery  platform  in  Olney,  and  then  went  speeding  on 

in  the  same  direction  Ethie  once  had  gone. 

****** 

Mrs.  Markham's  candles  were  finished,  and  in  straight, 
even  rows  were  laid  away  in  the  candle-box,  the  good 
woman  finding  to  her  great  satisfaction  that  there  were  just 
ten  dozen,  besides  the  slim  little  thing  she  had  burned 
during  the  evening,  and  which,  with  a  long  crisp  snuff,  like 
the  steeple  of  a  church,  was  now  standing  on  the  chair  by 
her  bed.  The  hash  was  chopped  ready  for  breakfast,  the 
coffee  was  prepared,  and  the  kindlings  were  lying  near  the 
stove,  where,  too,  were  hanging  to  dry  Andy's  stockings, 
which  he  had  that  day  wet  through.  They  had  sat  up 
later  than  usual  at  the  farm-house  that  night,  for  Melinda 
.iiii  Ler  mother  had  been  over  there,  and  the  boys  had 
made  molasses  candy,  and  "stuck  up"  every  dish  and 
spoon,  <*s  Mrs.  Markham  said.     Tim  had  come  after  hii 
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mother  and  sister,  and  as  he  had  a  good  deal  to  sa} ,  the 
clock  struck  eleven  before  the  guests  departed,  and  Andy 
buttoned  the  door  of  the  wood-shed  and  put  the  nail  over 
die  window  by  the  sink.  Mrs.  Markham  had  no  suspicion 
of  the  trial  in  store  for  her,  but  for  some  cause  she  felt 
"ftstless  and  nervous,  and  even  scary,  as  she  expressed  it  to 
uerself.  "  Worked  too  hard,  I  guess,"  she  thought,  as  she 
tied  on  her  high-crowned,  broad-frilled  night-cap,  and  then 
wound  the  clock  before  stepping  into  bed. 

It  was  nearly  midnight,  and  for  some  little  time  she  lay 
awake  listening  to  the  wind  as  it  swept  past  the  house,  or 
screamed  through  the  key-hole  of  the  door.  But  she  did 
not  hear  the  night  train  when  it  thundered  through  the 
town  ;  nor  the  gate  as  it  swung  back  upon  its  hinges  ;  nor 
the  swift  step  coming  up  the  walk ;  nor  the  tap  upon  her 
window  until  it  was  repeated,  and  Richard's  voice  called 
faintly,  "  Mother,  mother,  let  me  in  !  " 

Andy,  who  was  as  good  as  a  watch-dog,  was  awake  by 
this  time,  and  with  his  window  open  was  looking  down  at 
the  supposed  burglar,  while  his  hand  felt  for  some  missile 
to  hurl  at  the  trespasser's  head.  With  a  start  Mrs.  Mark- 
ham  awoke,  and  springing  up  listened  till  the  voice  said 
again,  "  Mother,  mother,  it's  7";  let  me  in  !  " 

The  Japan  candle-stick  Andy  had  secured  was  dropped 
in  a  trice,  and  adjusting  his  trowsers  as  he  descended  the 
stairs,  he  reached  the  door  simultaneously  with  his  mother, 
and  pulling  Richard  into  the  hall,  asked  why  he  was  there, 
and  what  had  happened.  Richard  did  not  know  for  certain 
as  anything  had  happened.  "Ethie  was  most  probably 
with  Mrs.  Amsden.  She  would  be  home  to-morrow,"  and 
Andy  felt  how  his  brother  leaned  against  him,  and  his 
hand  pressed  upon  his  shoulder  as  he  went  up  to  the  stove, 
11 
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and  crouched  down  before  it  just  as  he  had  done  in  Camden* 
The  candle  was  lighted,  and  its  dim  light  fell  upon  that 
strange  group  gathered  there  at  midnight,  and  looking  into 
each  other's  faces  with  a  wistful  questioning  as  to  what  it 
all  portended. 

"  It  is  very  cold ;  make  more  fire,"  "Richard  said,  shiver- 
ing, as  the  sleet  came  driving  against  the  window ;  and  in 
an  instant  all  the  morning's  kindlings  were  thrust  into  the 
etove,  where  they  roared,  and  crackled,  and  hissed,  and 
diffused  a  sense  of  warmth  and  comfort  through  the  shadowv 
room. 

"  What  is  it,  Richard  ?  What  makes  you  so  white  and 
qneer  ? "  his  mother  asked,  trying  to  pull  on  her  stockings 
and  in  her  trepidation  jamming  her  toes  into  the  heel,  and 
drawing  her  shoe  over  the  bungle  thus  made  at  the  bottom 
of  her  foot. 

"  Ethie  was  not  there,  and  has  not  been  since  the  night 
I  left.  She  sold  her  piano,  and  took  the  money,  and  her 
trunk,  and  her  clothes,  ana  ivent  to  visit  Mrs.  Amsden" 

This  was  Richard's  explanation,  which  Andy  thought  a 
mighty  funny  reason  for  his  brother's  coming  at  midnight, 
and  frightening  them  so  terribly.  But  his  mother  saw 
things  differently.  She  knew  there  was  something  under- 
lying all  this, — something  which  would  require  all  her  skill 
and  energy  to  meet, — and  her  face  was  almost  as  white  as 
Richard's  as  she  asked,  "  Why  do  you  think  she  has  gone 
to  Mrs.  Amsden's  ?  " 

"  You  told  me  so,  didn't  you  ? "  and  Richard  looked  up  at 
her  in  a  bewildered,  helpless  way,  which  showed  that  all 
he  knew  upon  the  Amsden  question  was  what  she  had  said 
herself,  and  that  was  hardly  enough  to  warrant  a  conclusion 
'*f  any  kind. 
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"Was  theic  any  reason  why  Ethelyn  should  go  away  3" 
site  asked  next,  and  Richard's  head  dropped,  and  his  eyes 
were  cast  down  in  shame,  as  he  replied — 

"  Yes ;  we — quar .    We  differed,  I  mean,  the  night 

fc*r:;re  I  went  away,  and  I  kept  her  from  the  masquerade. 
I  would  not  let  her  go.  I  locked  the  door,  and  now  she 
has  gone — gone  to  Mrs.  Amsden's." 

He  persisted  in  saying  that,  as  if  he  would  make  himself 
believe  it  against  his  better  judgment. 

"  What  is  it  all  about  ?  What  does  it  mean  ? "  Andy 
asked,  in  great  perplexity ;  and  his  mother  answered  for 
Richard — 

"  It  means  just  this,  as  far  as  I  can  see :  Ethelyn  has  got 
mad  at  Richard  for  keepin'  her  in,  which  he  orto  have 
done  long  ago,  and  so,  with  her  awful  temper,  she  has  run 
away." 

Mrs.  Markham  had  defined  it  at  last, — had  put  into  words 
the  terrible  thing  which  had  happened,  the  disgrace  which 
she  saw  coming  upon  them  ;  and  with  this  definition  of  it  she, 
too,  defined  her  own  position  with  regard  to  Ethelyn,  and 
stood  bristling  all  over  with  anger  and  resentment,  and 
ready  to  do  battle  for  her  son  against  the  entire  world. 

"  Mother  !  mother  !  "  Andy  gasped,  and  his  face  was 
whiter  than  Richard's.  "  It  is  not  true.  Ethie  never  went 
and  done  that, — never  !  Did  she,  Dick  ?  Tell  me  !  Speak  ! 
Has  Ethie  run  away  ? " 

Andy  was  down  on  one  knee  now,  and  looking  into 
Richard's  face  with  a  look  which  would  almost  have 
brought  Ethie  back  could  she  have  seen  it.  Andy  had 
faith  in  her,  and  Richard  clung  to  him  rather  than  to  the 
mother  denouncing  her  so  bitterly. 

"  I  don't  know,  Andy,"  he  said.    "  I  hope  not.    I  think 
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not.     She  must  have  gone  to  Mrs.  Amsden's.     We  wj] 
wait  till  morning  and  see." 

The  sound  of  voices  had  aroused  both  James  and  John, 
who,  half-dressed,  came  down  to  inquire  what  had  hap- 
pened, and  why  Dick  was  there  at  that  unseemly  hour  of 
the  night.  James'  face  was  very  pale  as  he  listened,  and 
when  his  mother  spoke  of  the  disgrace  which  would  come 
upon  them  all,  his  hard  fists  were  clenched  for  a  mo- 
ment, while  he  thought  of  Melinda,  and  wondered  if 
with  her  it  would  make  any  difference.  Both  James  and 
»vohn  liked  Ethelyn,  and  as  the  temper  about  which 
their  mother  talked  so  much  had  never  been  exhibited  to 
them,  they  were  inclined  to  take  her  part,  and  cautious 
John  suggested  that  it  might  not  be  so  bad  as  his  mother 
feared.  To  be  sure  he  didn't  know  how  hard  Dick  and 
ilthie  might  have  spatted  it,  or  what  had  gone  before ;  but 
aay  way  his  advioe  would  be  to  wait  and  see  if  she  was  not 
really  at  Mrs.  Amsden's,  or  somewhere  else.  Richard  let 
tnem  manage  it  all  for  him.  He  was  powerless  to  act,  and 
stunned  and  silent  he  sat  shivering  by  the  stove,  which 
they  made  red-hot  with  the  blocks  of  wood  they  put  in 
hoping  thus  to  warm  him.  There  was  no  more  sleep  at 
the  farm-house  that  night,  though  James  and  John  went 
back  to  bed,  and  Andy,  too,  crept  up  to  his  lonely  room ; 
but  not  to  sleep.  His  heart  was  too  full  for  that,  and 
kneeling  by  his  wooden  chair,  he  prayed  for  Ethie, — that 
she  had  not  run  away,  but  might  be  at  Mrs.  Amsden's, 
where  he  was  going  for  her  himself  the  moment  the  morn- 
ing broke.  He  had  claimed  this  privilege,  and  his  mother 
bad  granted  it,  knowing  that  many  allowances  would  be 
made  for  whatever  Andy  might  say,  and  feeling  that,  on 
this    account,   he   womY    do    better    than    either  of  hii 
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brothers.  Richard,  of  course,  could  not  go.  He  scarcely 
nad  strength  to  move,  and  did  not  look  up  from  his  stoop 
ing  posture  by  the  stove  when  at  day-dawn  Andy  drew  on 
his  butternut  overcoat,  and  tying  a  thick  comforter  about 
his  neck,  started  for  Mi  s.  Amsden's. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THE      INVESTIGATION. 

ICHARD  knew  she  was  not  there, — at  least  all  the 
probabilities  were  against  it ;  and  still  he  clung 
to  the  vague  hope  that  Andy  would  bring  him 
some  good  news,  and  his  thoughts  went  after  the  brother 
whose  every  breath  was  a  prayer,  as  he  galloped  over  the 
SDOwy  ground  toward  Mrs.  Amsden's.  They  were  early 
risers  there,  and  notwithstanding  the  sun  was  just  com- 
ing up  the  eastern  sky,  the  family  were  at  breakfast, 
when  Andy's  horse  stopped  before  their  gate,  and  Andy 
himself  knocked  at  their  door  for  admission.  Andy's 
faith  was  great, — so  great  that,  in  answer  to  his  petitions, 
he  fully  expected  to  see  Ethie  herself  at  the  table  when 
the  door  was  opened,  and  he  caught  a  view  of  the  occu- 
pants of  the  dining-room  ;  but  no  Ethie  was  there,  nor  had 
been,  as  they  said,  in  answer  to  his  eager  questionings. 

"  What  made  you  think  she  was  here  ?  When  did  she 
go  away  ?  Was  she  intending  to  visit  me!"  Mrs.  Atnsdeu 
asked. 

But  Andy,  while  praying  that  Ethie  might  bo  there, 
had  also  asked  that  if  she  were  not.  "he  didn't  make  a 
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fool  of  himself,  nor  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag;"  and  he 
didn't ;  he  merely  replied — 

"  She  left  home  a  few  days  ago.  Dick  was  in  St.  Louis, 
and  it  was  lonesome  stayin'  alone.  I'll  find  her,  most 
likely,  as  she  is  somewhere  else." 

Andy  was  in  his  saddle  n\ow,  and  his  fleet  steed  flew 
swiftly  along  toward  home,  where  they  waited  so  anxiously 
for  him,  Richard  tottering  to  the  window  so  as  to  read  hip 
fate  in  Andy's  face 

"  She  is  not  there.  I  knew  she  was  not.  She  has  gone 
with  that  villain." 

Richard  did  not  mean  to  say  that  last.  It  dropped  from 
bin  mechanically,  and  in  an  instant  his  mother  seized  upon 
it,  demanding  what  he  meant,  and  who  was  the  villain  re- 
ferred to.  Richard  tried  to  put  her  off,  but  she  would 
know  what  he  meant,  and  so  to  her  and  his  three  brothers 
he  told  as  little  as  he  could  and  make  any  kind  of  a  story, 
and  as  he  talked  his  heart  hardened  toward  Ethie,  who  had 
done  him  this  wrong.  It  seemed  a  great  deal  worse  when 
put  into  words,  and  the  whole  expression  of  Richard's  face 
was  changed  when  he  had  finished  speaking,  while  he  was 
conscious  of  feeling  much  as  he  had  felt  that  night  when  he 
denounced  Ethie  so  terribly  to  her  face.  "  Had  it  been  a 
man,  or  half  a  man,  or  anybody  besides  that  contemptible 
puppy,  it  would  not  seem  so  bad ;  but  to  forsake  me  for 
him !  "  Richard  said,  while  the  great  ridges  deepened  in 
his  forehead,  and  a  hard,  black  look  crept  into  his  eyes,  and 
about  the  corners  of  his  mouth.  He  was  terrible  in  his 
anger,  which  grew  upon  him  until  even  his  mother  stood 
appalled  at  the  expression  of  his  face. 

"  He  would  do  nothing  to  call  her  back,"  he  said,  when 
James  suggested  the  propriety  of  trying  in  a  quiet  way  to 
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sscertain  where  she  had  gone.  "  She  had  chosen  her  own 
path  to  ruin,  and  she  might  tread  it  foi  all  of  him.  He 
would  not  put  forth  a  hand  to  save  her,  and  if  she  came 
back,  he  never  could  forgive  her." 

Richard  was  talking  up  and  down  the  room,  white  with 
rage,  as  he  said  this,  and  Andy,  cowering  in  a  corner,  wag 
looking  on  and  listening.  He  did  not  speak  until  Richard 
declared  his  incapacity  for  forgiving  Ethie,  when  he  started 
up,  and  confronting  the  angry  man,  said  to  him,  rebukingly : 

"  Hold  there,  old  Dick  !  You  have  gone  a  leetle  too  far. 
If  God  can  forgive  you  and  me  all  them  things  we've  done, 
which  He  knows  about,  and  other  folks  don't,  you  can,  or 
or'to,  forgive  nister  Ethie,  let  her  sin  be  what  it  may. 
Ethie  was  yor.ng,  Dick,  and  child-like,  and  so  pretty,  too, 
and  I  know  you  aggravated  her  some,  if  you  talked  to  her 
as  you  feel  now ;  and  then,  too,  Dick,  and  mother,  and  all 
of  you,  I  don't  care  who  says  it,  or  thinks  it,  it's  a  big  lie  ! 
Ethie  never  went  off  with  a  man, — never  !  I  know  she 
didn't.  She  wa'n't  that  Mud.  I'll  swear  to  it  in  the  court. 
I  won't  hear  nobody  say  that  about  her.  I'll  fight  'em 
first,  even  if  'twas  my  own  kin  who  did  it !  "  And  in  his 
excitement,  Andy  began  to  shove  back  his  wrist-bands  from 
his  strong  wrists,  as  if  challenging  some  one  to  the  fight  he 
had  threatened. 

Andy  was  splendid  in  his  defence  of  Ethie,  and  both 
James  and  John  stepped  up  beside  him,  showing  their  ad- 
hesion to  the  cause  he  pleaded  so  well.  Ethie  might  have 
ran  away,  but  she  had  surely  gone  alone,  they  said,  and 
their  advice  was  that  Richard  should  follow  her  as  soon  as 
possible.  But  Richard  would  not  listen  to  such  a  proposi- 
tion now,  and,  quietly  aided  and  abetted  by  his  mother,  he 
§till  dec/rred  his  intention  of  "  letting  her  alone."    She  had 
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chosen  her  course,  he  said,  and  she  must  abide  by  it.  "  If 
she  has  gone  with  that  villain," — and  Richard  ground  hi* 
teeth  together, — "  she  can  never  come  back  again  to  me.  If 
she  has  not  gone  with  him,  and  chooses  to  return,  I  do  not 
say  the  door  is  shut  against  her." 

Eichard  seemed  very  determined  and  unrelenting,  and, 
knowing  how  useless  it  was  to  reason  with  him  when  in 
so  stern  a  mood,  his  brothers,  gave  up  the  contest,  Andy 
thinking  within  himself  how  many,  many  times  a  day 
he  should  pray  tor  Ethie  that  she  might  come  back 
again.  Richard  would  not  return  to  Camden  that  day, 
he  said.  He  could  not  face  his  acquaintance  there  until 
the  first  shock  was  over,  and  they  were  a  little  accus- 
tomed to  thinking  of  the  calamity  which  had  fallen  upon 
him.  So  he  remained  with  his  mother,  sitting  near 
the  window  which  looked  out  upon  the  railroad-track 
over  which  Ethie  had  gone.  What  his  thoughts  were 
none  could  fathom,  save  as  they  were  expressed  by  the 
dark,  troubled  expression  of  his  face,  which  showed  how 
much  he  suffered.  Perhaps  he  blamed  himself  as  he  went 
over  again  the  incidents  of  that  fatal  night  when  he  kept 
Ethelyn  from  the  masquerade  ;  but  if  he  did,  no  one  was 
the  wiser  for  it,  and  so  the  first  long  day  wore  on,  and  the 
night  fell  again  upon  the  inmates  of  the  farm-house.  The 
darkness  was  terrible  to  liichard,  for  it  shut  out  from  his 
view  that  strip  of  road  which  seemed  to  him  a  part  of 
Ethie.  She  had  been  there  last,  and  possibly  looked  up  at 
the  old  home, — her  first  home  after  her  marriage ;  possi- 
bly, too,  she  had  thought  of  him.  She  surely  did,  if,  as 
Andy  believed,  she  was  alone  in  her  flight.  If  not  alone, 
he  wanted  no  thought  of  hers  ;  and  Richard's  hands  wera 
clenched   as  he  moved  from  the  darkening  window,   and 
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took  his  seat  behind  the  stove,  where  he  sat  the  ^nhce 
evening,  like  some  statue  of  despair,  brooding  over  hia 
mined  hopes. 

The  next  day  1  rought  the  Joneses, — Melinda  and  Tim, — 
The  latter  of  whom  had  heard  from  Mrs.  Amsden's  son  of 
Andy's  strange  errand  there.  There  was  something  in  the 
wind,  and  Melinda  came  to  learn  what  it  was.  Always 
communicative  to  the  Jones  family,  Mrs.  Markham  told  the 
story  without  reserve,  not  even  omitting  the  Van  Bureii 
part.,  but  asking  as  a  precaution  that  Melinda  would  not 
spread  a  story  which  would  bring  disgrace  on  them.  Me- 
linda was  shocked,  astonished,  and  confounded,  but  she  did 
not  believe  in  Frank  Yan  Buren.  Ethie  never  went  with 
him, — never.  She,  like  Andy,  would  swear  to  that,  and  she 
said  as  much  to  Richard,  taking  Ethie's  side  as  strongly  as 
she  could,  without  casting  too  much  blame  on  him.  And 
Richard  felt  better,  hearing  Ethie  upheld  and  spoken  for, 
even  if  it  were  against  himself.  Melinda  was  still  his  good 
angel,  while  Ethie,  too,  had  just  cause  for  thanking  the  kind 
girl  who  stood  by  her  so  bravely,  and  even  made  the  mother- 
in-law  less  harsh  in  her  expressions. 

There  was  a  letter  for  Richard  that  night,  from  Harry 
Clifford,  who  wrote  as  follows : — 

"  I  do  not  know  whether  you  found  your  wife  at  Mrs. 
Amsden's  or  not ;  but  I  take  the  liberty  of  telling  you  that 
Frank  Van  Buren  has  returned,  and  solemnly  affirms  that 
if  Mrs.  Markham  was  on  board  the  train  which  left  here  on« 
the  17th,  he  did  not  know  it.  Neither  did  he  see  her  at 
all  when  in  Camden.  He  called  on  his  way  to  the  depot 
that  night,  and  was  told  she  was  out.  Excuse  my  writing 
you  this.  If  your  wife  has  not  come  back,  it  wil)  ^tpov« 
11* 
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a  painful  doubt;  and  if  she  has,  please  burn  this  and  forget 
it — Yours,  H.  Clifford.* 

"  Thank  Heaven  for  that ! "  was  Richard's  exclamation, 
as  in  the  first  revulsion  of  feeling  he. sprang  from  his  chair, 
■while  every  feature  of  his  face  was  irradiated  with  joy. 

"  What  is  it,  Dick?  Is  Ethie  found?  I  knew  she 
would  be.  I've  prayed  for  it  fifty  different  times  to-day, 
and  I  had  faith  that  God  would  hear,"  Andy  said,  the 
great  tears  rolling  down  his  smooth,  round  face,  as  he  gave 
*ent  to  his  joy. 

But  Andy's  faith  was  to  be  put  to  a  stronger  test,  and  his 
countenance  fell  a  little  when  Richard  explained  the  nature 
of  the  letter.  Ethie  was  not  found ;  she  was  only  proved 
innocent  of  the  terrible  thing  Richard  had  feared  for 
her,  and  in  being  proved  innocent,  she  was  for  a  moment 
almost  wholly  restored  to  his  favor.  She  would  come  back 
some  time.  She  could  not  mean  to  leave  him  forever. 
She  was  only  doing  it  for  a  scare,  and  to  punish  him  for 
what  he  did  that  night.  He  deserved  some  punishment, 
too,  he  thought,  for  he  was  pretty  hard  on  her ;  and  as  he 
surely  had  been  punished  in  all  he  had  suffered  during  the 
last  forty-eight  hours,  he  would,  when  she  came  back,  call 
everything  even  between  them,  and  begin  anew. 

This  was  Richard's  reasoning;  and  that  night  he  slept 
soundly,  dreaming  that  Ethie  had  returned,  and  on  her  knees 
was  suing  for  his  forgiveness,  while  her  voice  was  broken 
with  tears  and  choking  sobs.  As  a  man  and  husband  whe 
had  been  deserted,  it  was  his  duty  to  remain  impassive  a 
few  moments,  while  Ethie  atoned  fully  for  her  misdeeds ; 
then  he  would  forgive  her ;  and  so  he  waited  an  instant, 
and  while   he  waited   he  woke  to  find  only  Andy,  witi 
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whom  lie  was  sleeping,  kneeling  by  the  bedside,  with  the 
wintry  moonlight  falling  on  his  upturned  face,  as  he  prayed 
for  the  dear  sister  Ethie,  whose  steps  had  "  rnewandered ,{ 
so  far  away. 

"  Don't  let  any  harm  come  to  her ;  don't  let  anybody 
look  at  her  for  bad,  but  keep  her, — keep  her, — keep  hei 
in  safety,  and  send  her  back  to  poor  old  Dick  and  me,  and 
make  Dick  use  her  better  than  I  most  know  he  has,  for 
he's  got  the  Markham  temper  in  him,  and.  everybody  knows 
what  that  is." 

This  was  Andy's  prayer,  the  outpouring  of  his  sample, 
honest  heart,  and  Richard  heard  it,  wincing  a  little  a?> 
Andy  thus  made  confession  for  him  of  his  own  sins  ;  but 
hi  did  not  pray  himself,  though  he  was  glad  of  Andy's 
prayers,  and  placed  great  hopes  upon  them.  God  would 
hear  Andy,  and  if  he  did  not  send  Ethie  back  at  once,  he 
would  surely  keep  her  from  harm. 

The  next  day  Richard  went  back  to  Camden.  Melinda 
Jones  had  suggested  that  possibly  Ethie  left  a  letter,  or 
note,  which  would  explain  her  absence,  and  Richard  caught 
at  it  eagerly,  wondering  he  had  not  thought  of  it  before, 
and  feeling  very  impatient  to  be  off,  even  though  he  dreaded 
to  meet  his  old  friends,  and  be  questioned  as  to  the  where- 
abouts of  his  wife.  He  did  not  know  that  the  story  of 
his  desertion  was  already  there, — Mrs.  Amsden  having  gone 
to  town  with  her  mite,  which,  added  to  the  sale  of  the 
piano,  Ethie's  protracted  absence,  Richard's  return  to  Olney 
at  midnight,  and  Harry  Clifford's  serious  and  mysterious 
manner,  was  enough  to  set  the  town  in  motion.  Various 
opinions  were  expressed,  and,  what  was  very  strange,  so 
popular  were  both  Richard  and  Ethel yn  that  everybody 
disliked  blaming  either,  and  so  but  few  unkind  remarks 
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had  as  yet  been  made,  and  those  by  people  who  "nad  been 
jealons  or  envious  of  Ethelyn's  high  position.  No  one 
knew  a  whisper  of  Frank  Van  Buren,  for  Harry  kept  hif 
promise,  and  no  worse  motive  was  ascribed  to  Ethie's  de- 
sertion than  want  of  perfect  congeniality  with  her  husband* 
Thus  they  were  not  foes,  but  friends,  who  welcomed  Rich* 
ard  back  to  Camden,  watching  him  curiously,  and  wishing 
so  much  to  ask  where  Mrs.  Markham  was.  That  she  was 
not  with  him,  was  certain,  for  only  Andy  came, — Andy,  who 
held  his  head  so  high,  and  looked  round  so  defiantly,  as  he 
kept  close  to  Richard's  side  on  the  way  to  the  hotel.  It 
was  very  dreary  going  up  the  old,  familiar  stair-case  into 
the  quiet  hall,  and  along  to  the  door  of  the  silent  room, 
which  seemed  drearier  than  on  that  night  when  he  first 
came  back  to  it,  and  found  Ethie  gone.  There  were  ashes 
now  upon  the  stove-hearth  where  Hal  Clifford  had  kindled 
the  fire,  and  the  two  chairs  they  had  occupied  were  stand- 
ing just  where  they  had  left  them.  The  gas  had  not  been 
properly  turned  off,  and  a  dead,  sickly  odor  filled  the  room, 
making  Andy  heave  as  he  hastened  to  open  the  window,  and 
admit  the  fresh,  pure  air. 

"  Seems  as  it  did  the  day  Daisy  died,"  Andy  said,  and 
his  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

To  Richard  it  was  far  worse  than  the  day  Daisy  died,  for 
he  had  then  the  memory  of  her  last  loving  words  in  his  ear, 
and  the  feeling  of  her  clinging  kiss  upon  his  lips,  while  now 
the  memories  of  the  lost  one  were  only  bitter  and  sad  in  the 
extreme. 

"  Melinda  suggested  a  letter  or  something.  Where  do 
you  suppose  she  would  put  it  if  there  were  one  ?"  Richarc 
asked,  in  a  helpless,  appealing  way,  as  he  sank  into  a  chaa 
and  looked  around  the  room. 


THE    INVESTIGATION.  253 

He  had  been  very  bold  ana  strong  in  the  cars  and  in  the 
street  ;  but  here,  in  the  deserted  room,  where  Ethie  used 
to  be,  and  where  something  said  she  would  never  be  again, 
he  was  weak  as  a  girl,  and  leaned  wholly  upon  Andy,  who 
seemed  to  feel  how  much  was  depending  upon  him,  and  so 
kept  up  a  cheery  aspect  while  he  kindled  a  fresh  fire  and 
cleared  the  ashes  from  the  hearth  by  blowing  them  off  upon 
the  oil-cloth ;  then,  as  the  warmth  began  to  make  itself  felt 
and  the  cold  to  diminish,  he  answered  Richard's  query. 

"  In  her  draw,  most  likely  ;  mother  mostly  puts  her  traps 
there."  So,  to  the  "  draw  "  they  went, — the  very  one 
where  Daisy's  ring  was  lying ;  and  Richard  saw  that  first, 
knowing  now  for  sure  that  Ethelyn  had  fled. 

He  knew  so  before,  but  this  made  it  more  certain, — more 
dreadful,  too,  for  it  showed  a  determination  never  to  re- 
turn. 

"  It  was  Daisy's,  you  know,"  he  said  to  And}'-,  who,  at 
his  side,  was  not  looking  at  the  ring,  but  on  beyond  it,  to 
the  two  letters,  his  own  and  Richard's,  both  of  which  he 
seized,  with  a  low  cry,  for  he,  too,  was  sure  now  of  Ethie's 
flight. 

"  See,  Dick,  there's  one  for  you  and  one  for  me,"  he  ex- 
claimed, and  his  face  grew  very  red  as  he  tore  open  his  own 
note  and  began  to  devour  the  contents,  whispering  the 
words,  and  breaking  down  entirelv  amid  a  storm  of  sobs 
and  tears  when  he  reached  the  words  : 

"  Dear  Andy — I  wish  I  could  tell  you  how  much  I  love 
you,  and  how  soiTy  I  am  to  fall  in  your  good  opinion,  as  I 
surely  shall  when  you  hear  what  has  happened.  Do  not 
hate  me,  Andy;  and  sometimes,  when  you  pray,  remenibei 
Ethie,  wou'tyou?" 
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He  could  get  no  farther  than  this,  and  with  a  great  cry 
be  buried  his  face  in  his  hands  and  sobbed,  "Yes,  Ethie,  I 
will,  I  will ;  but  oh  !  what  is  it  ?  What  made  you  go ! 
Why  did  she,  Dick  ?  "  and  he  turned  to  his  brother,  who, 
frith  lightning  rapidity,  was  reading  Ethelyn's  long  letter. 
He  did  not  doubt  a  word  she  had  written,  and  when  the 
fetter  was  finished  he  put  it  in  Andy's  hand,  and  then,  with 
a  bitter  groan,  laid  his  throbbing  head  upon  the  cushion  of 
the  lounge  where  he  was  sitting.  There  were  no  tears  in 
his  eyes, — nothing  but  red  circles  floating  before  them ; 
while  the  aching  balls  seemed  starting  from  their  sockets 
with  their  pressure  of  pain.  He  had  had  his  chance  with 
Ethie,  and  lost  it ;  and  though,  as  yet,  he  saw  but  dimly 
where  he  had  been  to  blame,  where  he  had  made  a  mistake, 
he  endured  for  the  time  all  he  was  capable  of  enduring, 
and  if  revenge  had  been  her  object,  Ethie  had  more  than 
her  desire. 

Andy  was  stunned  for  a  moment,  and  sat  staring  blankly 
at  the  motionless  figure  of  his  brother ;  then,  as  the  terrible 
calamity  began  to  impress  itself  fully  upon  him,  intense  pity 
for  Richard  became  uppermost  in  his  mind,  and  stooping 
over  the  crushed  man  he  laid  his  arm  across  his  neck,  and, 
tender  as  a  sorrowing,  loving  mother,  kissed  and  fondled  the 
damp  brown  hair,  and  dropped  great  tears  upon  it,  and 
murmured  words  of  sympathy,  incoherent  at  first,  for  the 
anguish  choking  his  own  utterance,  but  gradually  gathering 
force  and  sound  as  his  quivering  lips  kept  trying  to  articu- 
late, "  Dick,  poor  old  Dick,  dear  old  Dick,  don't  keep  so 
still  and  look  so  white  and  stony.  She'll  come  back  again, 
Ethie  wil.  I  feel  it,  I  see  it,  I  know  it.  I  shall  pray  foi 
her  every  hour  until  she  comes.  Prayer  will  reach  hef 
where  nothing  else  can  find  her.     Poor  Dick,  I  am  so  sorrv. 
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Don't,  don't  look  so ;  you  scare  me.  Try  to  cry ;  try  to 
make  a  fuss ;  try  to  do  anything  rather  than  that  dreadful 
look.  Lay  your  head  on  me,  so,"  and  lifting  up  the  bowed 
head,  which  offered  no  resistance,  Andy  laid  it  gently  on 
his  arai,  and  smoothing  back  the  hair  from  the  pallid  fore 
head,  went  on  :  "  Now  cry,  old  boy,  cry  with  all  youi 
might;"  and  with  his  hand  Andy  brushed  away  the 
scalding  tears  which  began  to  fall  like  rain  from  Richard's 
eyes. 

"Better  so,  a  great  deal  better,  than  that  other  way. 
Don't  hold  up  till  you've  had  it  out,"  he  kept  repeating, 
while  Richard  wept  until  the  fountain  was  dry  and  the 
tears  refused  to  flow. 

"  I've  been  a  brute,  Andy,"  he  said,  when  at  last  he 
could  speak.  "  The  fault  was  all  my  own.  I  did  not 
understand  her  in  the  least.  I  ought  never  to  have  married 
her.     She  was  not  of  my  make  at  all." 

Andy  would  hear  nothing  derogatory  of  Richard  any 
more  than  of  Ethelyn,  and  he  answered  promptly,  "  But, 
Dick,  Ethie  was  some  to  blame.  She  didn't  or'to  marry 
you,  feclin'  as  she  did.     That  was  where  the  wrong  begun." 

This  was  the  most  and  the  worst  Andy  ever  said  against 
Ethelyii,  and  he  repented  of  that  the  moment  the  words 
were  out  of  his  mouth.  It  was  mean  to  speak  ill  of  the 
absent,  especially  when  the  absent  one  was  Ethie,  who  had 
written,  "In  fancy  I  put  my  arms  around  your  neck  and 
kiss  your  dear,  kind  face."  Andy  deemed  himself  a  mon- 
ster of  ingratitude  when  he  recalled  those  lines,  and  remem- 
bered that  of  her  who  penned  them  he  had  said,  "  She  waa 
some  tc  blame."  He  took  it  all  back  to  himself,  and  tried 
to  exonerate  Ethie  entirely,  though  it  was  hard  work  to  do 
so  when  he  saw  how  broken,  and  stunned,  and  crushed  his 
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brother  was,  and  how  little  he  realized  what  was  passing 
around  him. 

"He   don't  know  much  more  than   I   do,"  was  Andj'i 
mental  comment,  when  to  his  question,  "  What  shall  we  do 
next  ?  "  Eichard  replied,  in  a  maudliu  kind  of  way,  "  Yes 
that's  a  very  proper  course.     I  leave  it  entirely  to  you." 

Andy  felt  that  a  great  deal  was  depending  upon  himself, 
and  he  tried  to  meet  the  emergency.  Seeing  how  Richard 
continued  to  shiver,  and  how  cold  he  was,  he  persuaded 
him  to  lie  down  upon  the  bed,  and  piling  the  blankets  upon 
him,  made  such  a  fire  as  he  said  to  himself  "  would  roast  a 
common  ox ; "  then,  when  Hal  Clifford  came  to  the  door 
and  knocked,  he  kept  him  out,  with  the  word  that  "Dick 
had  been  broke  of  his  rest,  and  was  tryin'  to  make  it 
up." 

But  this  state  of  things  could  not  last  long.  Richard 
was  growing  ill,  and  talking  so  strangely  withal,  that  Andy 
l/egan  to  feel  the  necessity  of  having  somebody  there  beside 
himself;  "some  of  the  wimmen  folks,  who  knew  what  to 
do,  for  I'm  no  better  than  a  settin'  hen,"  he  said. 

Very  naturally  his  thoughts  turned  to  his  mother  as  the 
proper  person  to  come,  "though  Melinda  Jones  was  the 
properest  of  the  two.  There  was  snap  to  her,  and  she 
would  not  go  to  pitchin'  in  to  Ethie." 

Accordingly,  the  next  mail  carried  to  Melinda  Jones  a 
note  from  Andy,  which  was  as  follows  : 

"  Miss  Melinda  Jones  :  Dear  Madam — We  found  the 
letters  Ethie  writ,  one  to  me  and  one  to  Dick,  and  Dick's 
was  too  much  for  him.  He  lies  like  a  punk  of  wood,  makin' 
a  moanin'  noise,  and  talkin'  such  queer  things,  that  I  guess 
you  or  somebody  or'to  come  and  see  to  him.     I  send  U 
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you  because  there's  no  nonsense  about  you,  and  )ou  are 
made  of  the  right  kind  of  stuff. 

"  Yours  to  command, 

"  Anderson  Markham,  Esq  " 

This  note  Melinda  carried  straight  to  Mrs.  Markham,  and 
as  the  result,  four  hours  later  both  the  mother  and  Melinda 
were  on  the  road  to  Camden,  where  Melinda's  services  were 
needed  to  stem  the  tide  of  wonder  and  gossip  which  had 
set  in  when  it  began  to  be  known  that  Ethelyn  was  really 
gone,  and  Richard  was  lying  sick  in  his  room,  tended  only 
by  A.ndy,  who  would  admit  no  one,  not  even  the  doctor, 
when,  urged  by  Harry  Clifford,  he  came  to  offer  his  ser- 
vices. 

"  He  wasn't  goin'  to  let  in  a  lot  of  curis  critters  to  hear 
what  Dick  was  talkin',"  he  said  to  his  mother  and  Melinda, 
his  haggard  face  showing  how  much  he  had  endured  in 
keeping  them  at  bay,  and  answering  through  the  keyhole 
their  numerous  inquiries. 

Richard  did  not  have  a  fever,  as  was  feared  at  first ;  but 
for  many  days  he  kept  his  bed,  and  during  that  time  his 
mother  and  Melinda  stayed  by  him,  nursing  him  most  as- 
siduously, but  never  once  speaking  to  each  other  of  Ethelyn. 
Both  had  read  her  letter,  for  Mrs.  Markham  never  thought 
of  withholding  it  from  Melinda,  who,  knowing  that  she 
ought  not  to  have  seen  it,  wisely  resolved  to  keep  to  her- 
self the  knowledge  of  its  contents.  So,  when  she  was  asked, 
as  she  was  repeatedly,  "Why  Mrs.  Markham  had  gone 
away,"  she  answered  evasively,  or  not  at  all,  and  finding 
that  nothing  couli  be  obtained  from  her,  the  people  at  last 
left  her  in  quiet  and  turned  to  their  own  resources,  which 
furnished  various  reason  s  for  the  desertion.     They  knew  i 
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was  a  desertion  now,  and  hearing  how  sick  and  brokea 
Richard  was,  popular  opinion  was  in  his  favor  mostly, 
though  many  a  kind  and  wistful  thought  went  after  the 
lair  young  wife;  who  had  been  a  belle  in  their  midst,  and 
a  general  favorite  too.  Where  was  she  now,  and  what  was 
she  doing,  while  the  winter  crept  on  into  spring,  and  the 
March  winds  blew  raw  and  chill  against  the  windows  of  the 
chamber  where  Richard  battled  with  the  sickness  which  he 
finally  overcame,  so  that  by  the  third  week  of  Ethie's  ab- 
sence he  was  up  again  and  able  to  go  in  quest  of  her,  if  so 
be  she  might  be  found  and  won  to  the  love  she  never  had 
returned. 


-~+— 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

IN    CHICOPEE. 

HEY  were  having  a  late  dinner  at  Aunt  Barbara's, 
a  four  o'clock  dinner  of  roast  fowls  with  onions 
||  and  tomatoes,  and  the  little  round  table  was  nicely 
arranged  with  the  silver  and  china  and  damask  for  two, 
while  in  the  grate  the  fire  was  blazing  brightly,  and  on  the 
hearth  the  tabby  cat  was  purring  out  her  appreciation  of 
the  comfort  and  good  cheer.  But  Aunt  Barbara's  heart 
was  far  too  sorry  and  sad  to  care  for  her  surroundings,  or 
think  how  pleasant  and  cozy  that  little  dining-room  looked 
to  one  who  did  not  know  of  the  grim  skeleton  which  had 
walked  in  there  that  very  day  along  with  Mrs.  Dr,  Van 
Buren,  from  Boston.  That  lady  had  come  up  on  the  morn- 
ing train,  and  in  her  rustling  black  silk  with  velvet  trim- 
mings, and  her  lace  barb  hanging  from  her  head,  she  sat 
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before  the  fire  with  a  look  of  deep  dejection  and  thought 
fulness  upon  her  face,  as  if  she  too  recked  little  of  the  crea- 
ture comforts  around  her.  Aunt  Barbara  had  known  noth- 
ing of  her  coming,  and  was  taken  by  surprise  when  the  vil- 
lage hack  stopped  at  her  door,  and  sister  Sophie's  sable  furs 
and  beaver  cloak  alighted  from  it.  That  something  was  the 
matter  she  suspected  from  her  sister's  face  the  moment 
that  lady  removed  her  veil  and  gave  the  usual  dignified  kiss 
of  greeting.  Things  had  gone  wrong  again  with  Frank  and 
Nettie,  most  likely,  she  thought,  for  she  was  not  ignorant 
of  the  misunderstandings  and  misery  arising  from  that  un- 
fortunate marriage,  and  she  had  about  made  up  her  mind 
to  tell  her  sister  just  where  the  fault  lay.  She  would  not 
spare  Frank  any  longer,  but  give  him  his  just  deserts.  She 
never  dreamed  that  the  trouble  this  time  concerned  Ethie, 
her  own  darling,  the  child  whom  she  had  loved  so  well, 
and  pitied,  and  thought  of  so  much  since  the  time  she  left 
her  in  her  prairie  home.  She  had  not  heard  from  her  for 
some  time,  but,  in  the  last  letter  received,  Ethie  had  written 
in  a  very  cheerful  strain,  and  told  how  gay  and  pleasant  it 
was  in  Camden  that  winter.  Surely  nothing  had  befallen 
her ;  and  the  good  woman  stood  aghast  when  Mrs.  Dr.  Yan 
Buren  abruptly  asked  if  Ethelyn  was  there  or  had  been 
there  lately,  or  heard  from  either.  What  did  it  portend  ? 
Had  any  harm  come  upon  Ethie  ?  And  a  shadow  broke 
the  placid  surface  of  the  sweet  old  face  as  Aunt  Barbara 
put  these  questions,  first  to  herself,  and  then  to  Mrs.  Van 
Buren,  who  rapidly  explained  that  Ethelyn  had  left  hei 
husband,  and  gone,  no  one  knew  whither. 

"  I  hoped  she  might  be  here,  and  came  up  to  see,"  Mrs, 
Yan  Buren  concluded ;  while  Aunt  Barbara  steadied  her 
self  against  the  great  book-case  in  the  corner,  and  wondereo 
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if  she  were  going  oat  of  her  senses,  or  had  she  heard 
aright,  and  was  it  her  sister  Van  Buren  sitting  there  be- 
fore her,  and  saying  such  dreadful  things. 

She  could  not  tell  if  it  were  real  until  Tabby  spiang$ 
with  a  purring,  caressing  sound,  upon  her  shoulder,  and 
nibbed  her  soft  sides  against  her  cap.  That  made  it  real, 
and  brought  the  color  back  to  her  face,  but  brought,  also,  a 
look  of  horror  into  the  blue  eyes,  which  sought  Mrs.  Van 
Buren's  with  an  eager,  and  yet  terribly  anxious  glance. 
Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  understood  the  look.  Its  semblance 
had  been  on  her  own  face  for  an  instant  when  she  first 
heard  the  news,  and  now  she  hastened  to  dispossess  her 
sister's  mind  of  any  such  suspicion. 

"  Nov  Barbara ;  Frank  did  not  go  with  her,  or  even  see 
her  when  in  Camden.  He  is  not  quite  so  bad  as  that,  I 
hope." 

The  mother  nature  was  in  the  ascendant,  and  for  a  mo- 
ment resented  the  suspicion  against  her  son,  even  though 
that  suspicion  had  been  in  her  own  mind  when  Frank 
returned  from  Camden  with  the  news  of  Ethie's  flight. 
That  he  had  had  something  to  do  with  it  was  her  first  fear 
until  convinced  to  the  contrary ;  and  now  she  blamed 
Aunt  Barbara  for  harboring  the  same  thought.  As  sool» 
as  possible  she  told  all  she  had  heard  from  Frank,  ana 
then  went  on  with  her  invectives  against  the  Markhams 
generally,  and  Richard  in  particular,  and  her  endless  sur- 
mises as  to  where  Ethelyn  had  gone,  and  what  was  the 
final  cause  of  her  going. 

For  a  time  Aunt  Barbara  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  what  she 
was  saying,  thinking  only  of  Ethie,  gone ;  Ethie,  drives 
to  such  strait,  that  she  must  either  run  away  or  die ;  Ethie, 
the  little  brown-eyed,  rosy-cheeked,  wilful,  imperious  girl. 
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whom  she  had  loved  so  much  for  the  very  wilful  impen 
ousness  which  always  went  hand  in  hand  with  such  pretty 
fits  of  penitence,  and  sorrow,  and  remorse  for  the  misdeeu 
that  not  to  love  her  was  impossible.  Where  was  she  now, 
and  why  had  she  not  come  at  once  to  the  dear  old  home 
where  she  would  have  been  made  so  welcome  until  such 
time  as  matters  could  be  adjusted  on  a  more  amicable 
basis  ?  For  Aunt  Barbara,  though  inly  taking  Ethie's 
side  altogether,  had  no  thought  that  the  separation  would 
be  final.  She  had  chosen  a  life  of  celibacy  because  she 
preferred  it,  and  had  found  it  a  very  smooth  and  pleasant 
one,  especially  after  Ethie  came  and  brought  the  sunshine 
of  joyous  childhood  to  her  quiet  home  ;  but  "  those  whom 
God  had  joined  together  "  were  bound  to  continue  so,  she 
firmly  believed  ;  and  had  Ethie  come  to  her  with  her  tale 
of  sorrow,  she  would  have  listened  kindly  to  it,  poured  in 
the  balm  of  sympathy  and  love,  and  then,  if  possible, 
restored  her  to  her  husband.  Of  all  this  she  thought 
during  the  few  minutes  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  talked,  and 
Bhe  sat  passive  in  her  chair,  where  she  had  dropped,  with 
her  dumpy  little  hands  lying  so  helplessly  in  her  lap,  and 
her  cap  all  awry,  as  Tabby  had  made  it  when  purring  and 
rubbing  against  it. 

"Then,  you  have  not  seen  her,  or  heard  a  word?"  Mrs. 
Van  Buren  asked  ;  and  in  a  kind  of  uncertain  way,  as  if  she 
wondered  what  they  were  talking  about,  Aunt  Barbara  re- 
plied— 

"  No,  I  have  not  seen  her,  and  I  don't  know,  I  am  sure, 
what  made  the  child  go  off  without  letting  us  know." 

"  She  was  driven  to  it  by  the  pack  of  heathens  around 
her,"  Mis.  Dr.  Van  Buren  retorted,  feeling  a  good  deal  guilty 
herself,  for  having  been  instrumental  in  bringing  about  this 
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unhappy  match,  and  in  proportion  as  she  felt  guilty,  seizing 
with  avidity  any  other  offered  cause  for  Ethie's  wretchedness, 
u  I've  heard  more  about  them  than  you  told  me,"  she  went 
on  to  say.  "  There  was  Mrs.  Ellis,  whose  cousin  lives  in 
Olney, — she  says  the  mother  is  the  most  peculiar  and  old* 
fashioned  woman  imaginable ;  actually  wears  blue  yam 
stockings,  footed  with  black,  makes  her  own  candles,  and 
sleeps  in  the  kitchen." 

With  regard  to  the  candles  Aunt  Barbara  did  not  know ; 
the  sleeping  in  the  kitchen  she  denied,  and  the  footed  stock- 
ing me  admitted ;  saying,  however,  those  she  saw  were 
blaeK,  rather  than  blue.  Black  or  blue,  it  was  all  the  same 
to  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren,  whose  feet  seldom  came  in  contact 
with  anything  heavier  than  silk  or  the  softest  of  lamb's 
wool;  and,  had  there  been  wanting  other  evidence  of 
Mrs.  Markham's  vulgarity,  the  stocking  question  would 
have  settled  the  matter  with  her. 

"  Poor  Ethie  !  "  she  sighed,  as  she  drew  her  seat  to  the 
fire,  and  asked  what  they  ought  to  do. 

Aunt  Barbara  did  not  know.  She  was  too  much  be* 
wildered  to  think  of  anything  just  then,  and  after  ordering 
the  four  o'clock  dinner,  which,  she  knew,  would  suit  hei 
sister's  habits  better  than  an  earlier  one,  she,  too,  sat, 
quietly  down  by  the  fire,  with  her  knitting  lying  idly  in 
her  lap,  and  her  eyes  looking  dreamily  through  the  frosty 
panes  off  upon  the  snowy  hills  where  Ethelyn  used  to 
play.  Occasionally,  in  reply  to  some  question  of  her  sister's, 
she  would  tell  what  she  herself  saw  in  that  prairie-home, 
and  then  look  up  amazed  at  the  exasperating  effect  it 
leeined  to  have  upon  Mrs.  Yan  Buren.  That  .ady  was 
terribly  incensed  against  the  whole  Markham  race,  foi 
through  them  she  had  been  touched    on  a  tender  p  ^int 
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Ethie's  desertion  of  her  husband  would  not  be  wholl}  ex* 
cused  by  the  world ;  there  was  odium  attaching  to  such 
a  step,  however  great  the  provocation,  and  the  disgrace 
was  what  Mrs.  Van  Bureu  would  feel  most  keenly.  That 
a  Bigelow  should  do  so  was  very  humiliating ;  and,  by 
way  of  fortifying  herself  with  reasons  for  the  step,  she  slan- 
dered and  abused  the  Markhams  until  they  would  hardly 
have  recognized  the  remotest  relationship  between  them- 
selves and  the  "  terrible  creatures  "  whom  the  great  lady 
from  Boston  dissected  so  mercilessly  that  afternoon  in 
Chicopee. 

It  was  nearly  four  o'clock  now,  and  the  dinner  was  almost 
ready.  Aunt  Barbara  had  dropped  her  knitting  upon  the 
floor,  where  the  ball  was  at  once  claimed  as  the  lawful  prey 
of  Tabby,  who  rolled,  and  kicked,  and  tangled  the  yarn  in 
a  perfect  abandon  of  feline  delight.  Mrs.  Van  Buren  hav- 
ing exhausted  herself,  if  not  her  topic,  sat  rocking  quietly, 
and  occasionally  giving  little  sniffs  of  inquiry  as  to  whether 
the  totnatoes  were  really  burned  or  not.  If  they  were, 
there  were  still  the  silver-skinned  onions  left ;  and,  as  Mrs. 
Van  Buren  was  one  who  thought  a  great  deal  of  what  she 
ate,  she  was  anticipating  her  dinner  with  a  keen  relish, 
and  wishing  Barbara  and  Betty  would  hurry,  when  a  buggy 
stopped  before  the  door,  and,  with  a  start  of  disagreeable 
surprise,  she  saw  Richard  Markham  coming  through  the 
gate,  and  up  the  walk  to  the  front  door.  He  was  looking 
very  pale  and  worn,  for  to  the  effects  of  his  recent  illness 
were  added  traces  of  his  rapid,  fatiguing  journey,  and  he 
almost  staggered  as  he  came  into  the  room.  It  was  not  in 
kind  Aunt  Barbara  s  nature  to  feel  resentment  toward  him 
then,  and  she  went  to  him  at  once  as  she  would  have  gone 
to  Ethie,  and,  taking  his  hand  in  hers,  said,  softly — 
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"  My  poor  boy  !  We  have  heard  of  your  trouble.  Hart 
you  found  her  yet  ?      Do  you  know  where  she  is  ?  " 

There  was  a  look  of  anguish  and  disappointment  in  Rich- 
ard's eyes' as  he  replied  — 

"  I  thought — I  hoped  I  inight-rLid  hjr  here." 

"  A.nd  that  is  the  reason  of  your  waiting  so  long  before 
coming  ?  "  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  put  in,  sharply. 

It  was  three  weeks  now  since  Ethie's  flight,  and  her  hus- 
band had  shown  himself  in  no  hurry  to  seek  her,  she  rea- 
soned ;  but  Richard's  reply,  "  I  was  away  a  week  before  I 
knew  it,  and  I  have  been  very  sick  since  then,"  mollified 
her  somewhat,  though  she  sat  back  in  her  chair  very  stiff 
*nd  very  straight,  eyeing  him  askance,  and  longing  to 
pounce  upon  him  and  tell  him  what  she  thought.  First, 
however,  she  must  have  her  dinner.  The  tea  would  be 
spoiled  if  they  waited  longer ;  and  when  Aunt  Barbara  be- 
gan to  question  Richard,  she  suggested  that  they  wait  till 
nfter  dinner,  when  they  would  all  be  fresher  and  stronger. 
80  dinner  was  brought  in,  and  Richard,  as  he  took  his  seat 
at  the  nicely-laid  table,  where  everything  was  served  with 
so  much  care,  did  think  of  the  difference  between  Ethie's 
early  surroundings  and  those  to  which  he  had  introduced 
her  when  he  took  her  to  his  mother's  house.  He  was  be- 
ginning to  think  of  these  things  now  ;  Ethie's  letter  had 
opened  his  eyes  somewhat,  and  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  would 
open  them  more  before  she  let  him  go.  She  was  greatly 
refreshed  with  her  dinner.  The  tomatoes  had  not  been 
burned  ;  the  fowls  were  roasted  to  a  most  delicate  brown  ; 
the  currant  jelly  was  of  just  the  right  consistency  ;  the 
trickled  peaches  were  delicious,  and  the  tea  could  not  have 
been  better.  On  the  whole,  Mrs.  Van  Buren  was  satisfied, 
and  able  to  cope  with  a  dozen  men  as  crushed,  and  sore, 
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and  despondent  as  Richard  seemed.  She  had  resumed  her 
seat  by  the  fire,  sitting  where  she  could  look  the  culprit  di- 
rectly in  the  face  ;  while  good  Aunt  Barbara  occupied  tho 
middle  position,  and,  with  her  fat,  soft  hands  shaking  terri- 
bly, tried  to  pick  up  the  stitches  Tabby  had  pulled  out. 
Tabby,  too,  had  had  her  chicken  wing  out  in  the  wood-shed, 
and,  knowing  nothing  of  Ethie's  grievances,  had  mounted 
into  Richard's  lap,  where  she  lay,  slowly  blinking  and  occa 
sionally  purring  a  little,  as  Richard  now  and  then  passed  his 
hand  over  her  soft  fur. 

"  Now  tell  us :  Why  did  Ethelyn  go  away  ? — that  is, 
what  reason  did  she  give  ? " 

It  was  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  who  asked  this  question,  her 
voice  betokening  that  nothing  which  Richard  could  offer 
as  an  excuse  would  be  received.  They  must  have  Ethie's 
reason  or  none.  Richard  would  far  rather  Mrs.  Dr.  Van 
Buren  had  been  in  Boston,  than  there  in  Chicopee,  staring 
so  coolly  at  him  ;  but  as  her  being  there  was  something  he 
could  not  help,  he  accepted  it  as  a  part  of  the  train  of 
calamities  closing  so  fast  about  him,  and  answered, 
respectfully — 

"  It  was  no  one  thing  which  made  her  go,  but  the  cul- 
mination of  many.  There  was  a  mistake  on  my  part.  I 
thought  her  guilty  when  she  was  not,  and  charged  her  with 
it  in  a  passion,  saying  things  I  would  give  much  to  recall. 
This  was  one  night,  and  she  went  the  next,  before  her 
temper  had  time  to  cool.  You  know  she  was  a  little  hasty 
herself  at  times." 

"  Perhaps  so,  though  her  temper  never  troubled  me  any. 
On  the  whole,  I  think  her  about  as  amiable  and  mild  in  dis- 
position as  people  generally  are,"  Mrs.  Van  Buren  replied, 
forgetting,  or  choosing  to   forget,  the  many  occasions  on 
12 
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which  even  she  had  shrunk  from  the  fire  which  blazed  in 
Ethie's  eyes  when  that  young  lady  was  roused. 

But  Aunt  Barbara  had  either  more  conscience  or  a  better 
memory,  and  in  a  manner  half-apologetic  for  her  interfe* 
fence,  she  said  :  "  Yes,  Sophie,  Richard  is  right.  Ethie  had 
a  temper, — at  least  she  was  very  decided.  Don't  you  re- 
member when  she  broke  the  cut-glass  fruit-dish,  because 
she  could  not  have  any  more  pineapple  ? " 

"  Barbara  !  "  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  exclaimed,  her  voice 
indicating  her  surprise  that  her  sister  should  so  far  forget 
herself  as  to  reveal  any  secrets  of  the  family,  and  especially 
any  which  could  be  brought  to  bear  upon  Ethelyn. 

Aunt  Barbara  felt  the  implied  rebuke,  and  while  hex 
sweet  old  face  crimsoned  with  mortification  she  said, 
"  Truth  is  truth,  Sophie.  Ethie  is  as  dear  to  me  as  to  you, 
but  she  was  high-tempered,  and  did  break  the  big  fruit 
bowl,  and  then  denied  herself  sweetmeats  of  all  kinds,  and 
went  without  sugar  in  her  coffee  and  butter  on  her  bread 
until  she  had  saved  enough  to  buy  another  in  its  place. 
Ethie  was  generous  and  noble  after  it  was  all  over,  if  sbs 
was  a  little  hot  at  times.  That's  what  I  was  going  to  say 
when  you  stopped  me  so  sudden." 

Aunt  Barbara  looked  a  little  aggrieved  at  being  caught 
up  so  quickly  by  her  sister,  who  continued  :  "  She  was  a 
Bigelow,  and  everybody  knows  what  kind  of  blood  that  is. 
She  was  too  sensitive,  and  had  too  nice  a  perception  of 

what  was  proper,  to  be  thrown  among "  heathen,  sho 

was  going  to  add,  but  something  in  Aunt  Barbara's  blue 
eyes  kept  her  in  check,  and  so  she  abruptly  turned  to 
Richard  and  asked,  "  Did  she  leave  no  message,  no  reason 
why  she  went?" 

Richard  could  have  boasted  his  Markham  blood  had  he 
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chosen,  an  1  the  white  heats  to  which  that  wai  capable  of 
being  routed  ;  but  he  was  too  utterly  broken  to  feel  more 
than  a  passing  flash  of  resentment  for  anything  which  had 
yet  been  said,  and  after  a  moment's  thought,  during  wMch 
he  was  considering  the  propriety  of  showing  Mrs.  Van 
Buren  what  Ethie  had  written  of  Frank,  he  held  the  letter 
to  her,  saying,  "  She  left  this.  Read  it  if  you  like.  It's  a 
part  of  my  punishment,  I  suppose,  that  her  friends  should 
know  all." 

With  a  stately  bow  Mrs.  Van  Buren  took  the  letter  and 
hastily  read  it  through,  her  lip  quivering  a  little  and  her 
eyelids  growing  moist  as  Ethie  described  the  dreariness  of 
that  dreadful  day  when  "  Aunt  Van  Buren  came  up  from 
Boston  and  broke  her  heart."  And  as  she  read  how  much 
poor  Ethie  had  loved  Frank,  the  cold,  proud  woman  would 
have  given  all  she  had  if  the  past  could  have  been  undone 
and  Ethie  restored  to  her  just  as  she  was  that  summer 
night  years  ago,  when  she  came  from  the  huckleberry  hills 
and  stood  beneath  the  maples.  With  a  strange  obtuseness 
peculiar  to  some  people  who  have  seen  their  dearest  plans 
come  to  naught,  she  failed  to  ascribe  the  trouble  to  herself 
but  charged  it  all  to  Richard.  He  was  the  one  in  fault; 
and  by  the  time  the  letter  was  finished  the  Bigelow  blood 
was  at  a  boiling  pitch,  and  for  a  polished  lady,  Mrs.  Dr.  Van 
Buren,  of  Boston,  raised  her  voice  pretty  high  as  she  asked, 
u  Did  you  presume,  sir,  to  think  that  my  son, — mine, — a 
married  man, — would  make  an  appointment  with  Ethie,  a 
married  woman?  You  must  have  a  strange  misconception 
of  the  manner  in  which  he  was  brought  up  !  But  it  is  all 
of  a  piece  with  the  rest  of  your  abominable  treatment  of 
Ethclyn.  I  wonder  the  poor  girl  stayed  with  you  as  long 
as  she  did.     Think  of  it,  Barbara !     Accused  her  of  going 
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to  meet  Frank  by  appointment,  and  then  locked  her  up  to 
keep  her  at  home,  and  she  a  Bigelow  ! " 

This  was  the  first  inkling  Aunt  Barbara  had  had  of  what 
was  in  the  letter.  She  was,  however,  certain  that  Frank 
was  in  some  way  involved  in  the  matter,  and  anxious  to 
know  the  worst,  she  said,  beseechingly — 

"  Tell  me  something,  do.  I  can't  read  it,  for  my  eyes 
are  dim-like  to-night." 

They  were  full  of  unshed  tears, — the  kind  old  eyes,  which 
did  not  grow  one  whit  sterner  or  colder  as  Mrs.  Van 
)3uren  explained,  to  some  extent,  what  was  in  the  letter; 
reading  a  little,  telling  a  little,  and  skipping  a  little,  where 
Frank  was  specially  concerned,  until  Aunt  Barbara  had  a 
pretty  correct  idea  of  the  whole.  Matters  had  been  worse 
than  she  supposed, — Ethie  more  unhappy,  and  knowing 
her  as  she  did,  she  was  not  surprised  that  at  the  last  she 
ran  away ;  but  she  did  not  say  so, — she  merely  sat  grieved 
aad  helpless,  while  her  sister  took  up  the  cudgels  in  Ethe- 
lyn's  defence,  and,  attacking  Richard  at  every  point,  left 
him  no  quarter  at  all.  She  did  not  pretend  that  Ethie 
was  faultless  or  perfect,  she  said,  but  surely,  if  mortal  ever 
had  just  provocation  for  leaving  her  husband,  she  had. 

"  Her  marriage  was  a  great  mistake,"  she  said ;  "  and  I 
must  say,  Mr.  Markham,  that  you  did  very  wrong  to  take 
her  where  you  did  without  a  word  of  preparation."  You 
ought  to  have  told  her  what  she  was  to  expect ;  the*.,  if 
she  chose  to  go,  very  well.  But  neither  s^e  nor  I  had  any 
idea  of  the  reality ;  and  the  change  must  have  been  terrible 
to  her.  For  my  part,  I  can  conceive  of  nothing  worse 
th*2  to  be  obliged  to  live  with  people  whom  even  sister 
Barbara  called  '  Hottentots,  when  she  came  home  from 
Iowa." 
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"  Not  Hottentots"  mildly  interposed  Aunt  Barbara, 
u  Philistines  was  what  I  called  them,  Sophie ;  and  in  doing 
so,  I  did  not  mean  all  of  them,  you  know." 

"  Well,  Philistines,  then,  if  that's  a  better  word  than 
Hottentots,  which  I  doubt,"  Mrs.  Yan  Buren  retorted 
sharply. 

Aunt  Barbara's  evident  wish  to  smooth  matters  irritated 
her  to  say  more  than  she  might  otherwise  have  done,  and 
she  went  on : 

"  I  know  you  made  exceptions,  but  if  my  memory  serves 
me  right,  your  opinion  of  Ethie's  mother-in-law  was  not 
very  complimentary  to  that  lady.  A  man  has  no  business 
to  take  his  wife  to  live  with  his  mother  when  he  knows 
how  different  they  are." 

"  But  I  did  not  know,"  Richard  said ;  "  that  is,  I  had 
never  thought  much  of  the  things  which  tried  Ethie. 
Mother  was  always  a  good  mother  to  me,  and  I  did  not 
suppose  she  was  so  very  different  from  other  women." 

"  You  certainly  must  be  very  obtuse,  then,"  Mrs.  Van 
Buren  replied  ;  "  for,  if  all  accounts  which  I  hear  are  true, 
your  mother  is  not  the  person  to  make  a  daughter-in-law 
happy.  Neither,  it  seems,  did  you  do  what  you  could  to 
please  her.  You  annoyed  her  terribly  with  your  manners. 
You  made  but  little  effort  to  improve,  thinking,  no  doubt, 
that  it  was  all  nonsense  and  foolishness  ;  that  it  was  just  as 
well  to  wear  your  hat  in  church,  and  sit  with  your  boots 
on  top  of  the  stove,  as  any  other  way." 

"  I  never  wore  my  hat  in  church  ! "  Richard  exclaimed, 
with  more  warmth  than  he  had  before  evinced, 

"  I  don't  suppose  you  did  do  that  particular  thing,  but  you 
were  guilty  of  other  low-bred  habits  which  grated  just  ai 
harshly  as  that.     You  thought  because  you  were  a  judgt 
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and  an  M.  C,  and  had  the  reputation  of  poss  jssing  brains 
that  it  did  not  matter  how  you  demeaned  yourseif ;  and 
there  you  were  mistaken.  The  manners  of  a  gentleman 
would  sit  ten  times  more  gracefully  upon  you  because  you 
had  hrains.  No  one  likes  a  boor,  and  no  man  of  your 
ability  has  any  business  to  be  a  clown.  Even  if  you  were 
not  taught  it  at  home,  you  could  learn  from  observation, 
and  it  was  your  duty  to  do  so.  Instead  of  that,  you  took 
it  for  granted  you  were  right  because  no  one  had  ever  sug- 
gested that  yon  were  wrong,  while  your  mother  had  petted 
you  to  death.  I  have  not  the  honor  of  her  acquaintance, 
but  I  must  say  I  consider  her  a  very  remarkable  person, 
even  for  a  Western  woman." 

"  My  mother  was  born  East,"  Richard  suggested,  and 
Mrs.  Van  Buren  continued — 

"  Certainly ;  but  that  does  not  help  the  matter.  It 
rather  makes  it  worse,  for  of  all  disagreeable  people,  a 
"Western  Yankee  is,  I  think,  the  most  disagreeable.  Such 
an  one  never  improves,  but  adheres  strictly  to  the  customs 
of  their  native  place,  no  matter  how  many  years  have 
passed  since  they  lived  there,  or  how  great  the  march  of 
improvement  may  have  been.  In  these  days  of  railroads 
and  telegraphs  there  is  no  reason  why  your  mother  should 
not  be  up  to  the  times.  Her  neighbors  are,  it  seems,  and 
I  have  met  quite  as  cultivated  people  from  beyond  the 
Rocky  Mountains  as  I  have  ever  seen  in  Boston." 

This  was  a  great  admission  for  Mrs.  Yan  Buren,  who 
verily  believed  there  was  nothing  worth  her  consideration 
out  of  Boston,  unless  it  were  a  few  families  in  the  imme- 
diate vicinity  of  Fifth  Avenue  and  Madison  Square.  She 
was  bent  upon  making  Richard  uncomfortable,  and  could 
at  the  moment  think  of  no  better  way  of  doing  it  than  con 
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fcrasting  Lis  mother's  "  ways  "  with  those  of  her  neighbors. 
Occasionally  Aunt  Barbara  put  her  feeble  oar  into  thesurg* 
mg  tide,  hoping  to  check,  even  if  she  could  »ot  subdue  the 
angry  waters ;  but  she  might  as  well  have  kept  silent,  save 
that  Richard  understood  and  appreciated  her  efforts  to 
spare  him  as  much  as  possible.  Mrs.  Yan  Buren  was  not 
to  be  stopped,  and  at  last,  when  she  had  pretty  fully  set  be- 
fore Richard  his  own  and  his  mother's  delinquencies,  she 
turned  fiercely  on  her  sister,  demanding  if  she  had  not  said 
"  so  and  so "  with  regard  to  Ethie's  home  in  the  West. 
Thus  straitened,  Aunt  Barbara  replied — 

"  Things  did  strike  me  a  little  odd  at  Ethie's,  and  I  don't 
well  see  how  she  could  be  very  happy  there.  Mrs.  Mark- 
ham  is  queer, — the  queerest  woman,  if  I  must  say  it,  that  I 
ever  saw,  though  I  guess  there's  a  good  many  like  her  up 
in  Vermont,  where  she  was  raised,  and  if  the  truth  was 
known,  right  here  in  Chicopee,  too;  and  I  wouldn't  won- 
der if  there  were  some  queer  ones  in  Boston.  The  place 
don't  make  the  difference  ;  it's  the  way  the  folks  act." 

This  she  said  in  defence  of  the  West  generally.  There 
were  quite  as  nice  people  there  as  anywhere,  and  she  be- 
lieved Mrs.  Markham  meant  to  be  kind  to  Ethie  ;  surely 
Richard  did,  only  he  did  not  understand  her.  It  was  very 
wrong  to  lock  her  up,  and  then  it  was  wrong  in  Ethie  to 
marry  him,  feeling  as  she  did.  "  It  was  all  wrong  every 
way,  but  the  heaviest  punishment  for  the  wrong  had  fallen 
on  poor  Ethie,  gone,  nobody  knew  where." 

It  was  not  in  nature  for  Aunt  Barbara  to  say  so  much 
without  crying,  and  her  tears  were  dropping  fast  into  hei 
motherly  lap,  where  Tabby  was  now  lying.  Mrs.  Van 
Buren  was  greatly  irritated  that  her  sister  did  not  rendei 
her  more  assistance,  and  as  a  failure  in  that  quarter  called 
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for  greater  exertions  on  her  own  part,  she  returned  again  tt 
the  charge,  and  wound  up  with  sweeping  denunciation! 
against  the  whole  Markham  family. 

"The  idea  of  taking  a  young  girl  there,  and  trying  to 
bend  her  to  your  ways  of  thinking, — to  debar  her  from  all 
the  refinements  to  which  she  had  been  accustomed,  and 
give  her  for  associates  an  ignorant  mother-in-law  and  a  half- 
witted brother." 

Richard  had  borne  a  great  deal  from  Mrs.  Van  Bureo, 
and  borne  it  patiently,  too,  as  something  which  he  deserved. 
He  had  seen  himself  torn  to  atoms,  until  he  would  never 
have  recognized  any  one  of  the  dissected  members  as  parts 
of  the  Honorable  Judge  he  once  thought  himself  to  be. 
He  had  heard  his  mother  and  her  "  ways  "  denounced  as 
utterly  repugnant  to  any  person  of  decency,  while  James 
and  John,  under  the  head  of  "  other  vulgar  appendages  to 
the  husband,"  had  had  a  share  in  the  general  sifting  down, 
and  through  it  all  he  had  kept  quiet,  with  only  an  occasional 
demur  or  explanation  ;  but  when  it  came  to  Andy,  the 
great,  honest,  true-hearted  Andy,  he  could  bear  it  no  longer, 
and  Bigelow  blood  succumbed  to  the  fiery  gleam  in  Richard's 
eyes  as  he  started  to  his  feet,  exclaiming — 

"  Mrs.  Van  Buren,  you  must  stop,  for  were  you  a  hundred 
times  a  woman,  I  would  not  listen  to  one  word  of  abnse 
against  my  brother  Andy.  So  long  as  it  was  myself  and 
mother,  I  did  not  mind  ;  but  every  hair  of  Andy's  head  is 
eacred  to  us,  who  know  him,  and  I  would  take  his  part 
against  the  world,  were  it  only  for  the  sake  of  Ethie,  who 
loved  him  so  much,  and  whom  he  idolized.  He  would  die 
for  Ethie  this  very  night,  if  need  be, — ay,  die  for  you,  too, 
pel  haps,  if  you  were  suffering,  and  his  life  could  bring  re- 
lief.    You  don't  know  Andy,  or  you  would  know  why  we 
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hold  him  quite  as  dear  as  we  do  the  menu  ty  ol  our  dar- 
ling Daisy ;  and  when  you  taunt  me  with  my  half-witted 
brother,  you  hur4,  me  as  much  as  you  would  to  tear  my 
dead  sister  from  her  grave,  and  expose  her  dear  face  to  the 
gaze  of  brutal  men.  No,  Mrs.  Yan  Buren,  say  what  yoi: 
like  of  me,  but  never  again  sneer  at  my  brother  Andy." 

Richard  paused,  panting  for  breath,  while  Mrs.  Yan 
Buren  looked  at  him  with  entirely  new  sensations  from 
what  she  had  before  experienced.  There  was  some  deli- 
cacy of  feeling  in  his  nature,  after  all, — something  which 
recoiled  from  her  unwomanly  attack  upon  his  weak-minded 
brother, — and  she  respected  him  at  that  moment,  if  she 
had  never  done  so  before.  Something  like  shame,  too,  she 
felt  for  her  cruel  taunt,  which  had  both  roused  and  wounded 
him,  and  she  would  gladly  have  recalled  all  she  had  said  of 
Andy,  if  she  could,  for  she  remembered  now  what  Aunt  Bar 
bara  had  told  her  of  his  kindness,  and  the  strong  attachment 
there  was  between  the  simple  man  and  Ethie.  Mrs.  Yan 
Buren  could  be  generous  if  she  tried ;  and  as  this  seemed 
a  time  for  the  trial,  she  did  attempt  to  apologize,  saying 
her  zeal  for  Ethie  had  carried  her  too  far  ;  that  she  hoped 
Richard  would  excuse  what  she  had  said  of  Andy, — bhe 
had  no  intention  of  wounding  him  on  that  point. 

And  Richard  accepted  the  apology,  but  his  face  did  not 
again  assume  the  cowed,  broken  expression  it  had  worn  at 
first.  There  was  a  compression  about  the  mouth,  a  firm 
shutting  together  of  the  teeth,  and  a  dark  look  in  the 
bloodshot  eyes,  which  warned  Mrs.  Yan  Buren  not  to  re- 
peat much  of  what  she  had  said.  It  would  not  now  be 
receded  as  it  was  at  first.  Richard  would  do  much  to 
bring  Ethie  back,— he  would  submit  to  any  humiliation 
and  bear  anything  for  himself,  but  he  would  never  agair 
12*  " 
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listen  quietly  while  his  mother  and  family  were  abused 
Mrs.  Yan  Buren  felt  this  intuitively ;  and  knowing  thai 
what  she  had  said  had  made  an  impression,  and  would 
after  a  time  be  acted  upon,  perhaps,  she  changed  her  tac- 
tics, and  became  qiite  as  conciliatory  as  Aunt  Barbara 
herself,  talking  and  consulting  with  Richard  as  to  the  best 
course  to  be  pursued  with  regard  to  finding  Ethie,  and  suc- 
ceeding, in  part,  in  removing  from  his  face  the  expression 
it  had  put  on  when  Andy  was  the  subject  of  her  male' 
dictions. 

Richard  had  a  great  dread  of  meeting  his  uncle  in  his 
present  trouble,  and  he  was  not  quite  sure  whether  he  should 
go  there  or  not.  At  least,  he  should  not  to-night ;  and 
when  the  clock  struck  eleven,  he  arose  to  retire. 

"  The  room  at  the  head  of  the  stairs.  I  had  a  fire  made 
far  you  in  there,"  Aunt  Barbara  said,  as  she  handed  him 
fche  lamp. 

Richard  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  asked,  "  Does  any 
.me  occupy  Ethie' s  old  room  ?  Seems  to  me  I  would  rather 
go  there.     It  would  bring  her  nearer  to  me." 

So  to  Ethie's  old  room  he  went,  Aunt  Barbara  lamenting 
that  he  would  find  it  so  cold  and  comfortless,  but  feeling  an 
mcreased  kindliness  toward  him  for  this  proof  of  love  to  her 
darling. 

"  There's  a  great  deal  of  good  about  that  man,  after  all," 
she  said  to  her  sister,  when,  after  he  was  gone  to  his  room, 
they  sat  together  around  their  hearth  and  talked  the  mat- 
ter over  afresh ;  and  then,  as  she  took  off  and  carefully 
smoothed  her  little  round  puffs  of  false  hair,  and  adjusted 
her  night-cap  in  its  place,  she  said,  timidly,  "You  were 
rather  hard  on  him,  Sophie,  at  times." 

It  needed  but  this  for  Mrs.  Van  Buren  to  explode  again 
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an  A  charge  her  sister  with  saying  too  little  rather  than  too 
mixh.  "One  would  think  you  blamed  Ethie  entirely,  01 
at  least  that  you  were  indifferent  to  her  happiness,"  ihe 
said,  removing  her  lace  barb,  and  unfastening  the  heavy 
switch  bound  about  her  head.  "  I  was  surprised  at  you, 
Barbara,  I  must  say.  After  all  your  pretended  affection 
for  Ethelyn,  I  did  expect  you  would  be  willing  to  do  aa 
much  as  to  speak  for  her,  at  least." 

This  was  too  much  for  poor  Aunt  Barbara,  and  without 
any  attempt  at  justification,  except  that  her  sister  in  her 
attack  upon  Richard  had  left  her  nothing  to  say,  she  cried 
quietly  and  sorrowfully,  as  she  folded  up  her  white  apron 
and  made  other  necessary  preparations  for  the  night.  That 
she  should  be  accused  of  not  caring  for  Ethie,  of  not  speak- 
ing for  her,  wounded  her  in  a  tender  point ;  and  long  after 
Mrs.  Van  Buren  had  gone  to  the  front  chamber,  where  she 
always  slept,  Aunt  Barbara  was  on  her  knees  by  the  rock- 
ing-chair, praying  earnestly  for  Ethie,  and  then  still  kneel- 
ing there,  with  her  face  on  the  cushion,  sobbing  softly, 
"  God  knows  how  much  I  love  her.  There's  nothing  of 
personal  comfort  I  would  not  sacrifice  to  bring  her  back ; 
but  when  a  man  wa*s  feeling  as  bad  as  he  csuld,  what  waa 
the  use  )f  making  him  feel  worse  I " 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

WATCHING    AND    WAITING. 


HE  pink  and  white  blossoms  of  the  apple  trees  by 
the  pump  in  Aunt  Barbara's  back  yard  were  drop- 
ping their  snowy  petals  upon  the  clean,  bright 
grass,  and  the  frogs  in  the  meadows  were  croaking  their 
sad  music,  when  Richard  Markham  came  again  to  Chicopee. 
He  had  started  for  home  the  morning  after  his  memorable 
interview  with  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren,  and  to  Aunt  Barbara 
had  fallen  the  task  of  telling  her  troubles  to  the  Colonel's 
family,  asking  that  the  affair  be  kept  as  quiet  as  possible, 
inasmuch  as  Ethie  might  soon  be  found,  and  matters  be- 
tween her  and  Richard  be  made  right.  Every  day,  after  the 
mail  came  from  the  West,  the  Colonel  rang  at  Aunt  Bar- 
bara's door  and  asked  solemnly  "  if  there  was  any  news," — 
good  news  he  meant, — and  Aunt  Barbara  always  shook  her 
head,  while  her  face  grew  thinner,  and  her  round,  straight 
figure  began  to  get  a  stoop  and  a  look  of  greater  age  than 
the  family  bible  would  warrant. 

Ethelyn  had  not  been  heard  from,  and  Richard  could  find 
no  trace  of  her  whatever.  She  had  effectually  covered  her 
tracks,  so  that  not  even  a  clue  to  her  whereabouts  was 
found.  No  one  had  seen  her,  or  any  person  like  her,  and 
the  suspense  and  anxiety  were  becoming  terrible,  when 
thers  came  to  Andy  a  letter  in  the  dear,  familiar  handwri- 
ting.    A  few  lines  only,  and  they  read  : 

"  New  York,  May  — . 
"My  Darling  Andt: — I  know  you  have  not  forgottei 
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me,  and  I  am  superstitious  enough  to  fancy  that  you  are 
with  me  in  spirit  constantly.  I  do  not  know  why  I  am 
writing  this  to  you,  but  s  omething  impels  me  to  do  it,  and 
tell  you  that  I  am  well.  I  cannot  say  happy  yet,  for  the 
sundering  of  every  earthly  relation  made  too  deep  a  wound 
for  me  not  to  feel  the  pain  for  months  and  may  be  years. 
I  have  employment,  though, — constant  employment, — and 
that  helps  me  to  bear,  and  keeps  me  from  dwelling  too  much 
upon  the  past. 

"Andy,  I  want  you  to  tell  Richard  that,  in  thinking  over 
my  married  life,  I  see  many  places  where  I  did  very  wrong, 
and  tried  him  terribly.  I  am  sorry  for  that,  and  hope  he 
will  forgive  me.  I  wish  I  had  never  crossed  his  path,  and 
left  so  dark  a  shadow  on  his  life. 

"  Tell  your  mother  that  I  know  now  T  did  not  try  tc 
make  her  like  me.  Perhaps  I  could  not  if  I  had  ;  but  I 
might  at  least  have  tried.  I  am  sorry  I  troubled  her  so 
much. 

"  Tell  Melinda  Jones,  and  James  and  John,  that  I  remem- 
ber all  their  kindnesses,  and  thank  them  so  much.  And 
Eunice,  too.  She  was  good  to  me  always.  And,  oh  ! 
Andy,  please  get  word  somehow  to  dear  Aunt  Barbara  that 
her  lost  Ethie  is  well,  and  so  sorry  to  give  her  pain,  as  I 
know  I  do.  I  would  write  to  her  myself,  but  I  am  afraid 
&he  blames  me  for  going  away  and  bringing  a  kind  of  dis- 
grace upon  her  and  Aunt  Yan  Buren.  I  cannot  yet  say  I 
am  sorry  for  the  step  I  took,  and  until  I  am  sorry  I  cannot 
write  tc  Aunt  Barbara.  But  you  must  tell  her  for  me  how 
much  I  love  her,  and  hjw  every  night  of  my  life  I  dream 
I  am  back  in  the  dear  old  home  under  the  maples,  and  see 
Upon  the  hills  the  swelling  buds  and  leaves  of  spring.  Tell 
tier  not  to  forget  me,  and  to  be  sure  that,  wherever  I  am  or 
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whatever  may  befall  me,  she  will  be  remembered  as  the 
dearest,  most  precious  memory  of  my  life.      Next  to  her, 
Andy,  you  come )  my  darling  Andy,  who  was  always  so 
kind  to  me  when  my  heart  was  aching  so  hard. 
u  Good-by,  Andy,  good-by." 

This  was  the  letter  which  Andy  read  with  streaming 
eyes,  while  around  him,  on  tiptoe,  looking  over  his  and 
each  other's  shoulders,  stood  the  entire  family,  all  anxious 
and  eager  to  know  what  the  runaway  had  written.  It  was 
ft  very  conciliatory  letter,  and  it  left  a  sadly  pleasant  impres- 
sion on  those  who  read  it,  making  even  the  mother  wipe 
her  eyes  with  the  corner  of  her  apron  as  she  washed  her 
supper  dishes  in  the  sink  and  whispered  to  herself,  "  She 
didn't  trouble  me  so  very  much  more  than  I  did  her. 
might  have  done  different,  too." 

Richard  made  no  comment,  but,  like  Andy,  he  conne« 
that  letter  over  and  over  until  he  knew  it  by  heart,  espe- 
cially the  part  referring  to  himself.  She  had  cast  a  shadow 
upon  his  life,  but  she  was  very  dear  to  him  for  all  of  that,  and 
he  would  gladly  have  taken  back  the  substance,  had  that 
been  possible.  This  letter  Richard  carried  to  Aunt  Barbara, 
whom  he  found  sitting  in  her  pleasant  porch,  with  the  May 
moonlight  falling  upon  her  face,  and  her  eyes  wearing  the 
look  of  one  who  is  constantly  expecting  something  which 
never  comes,  And  Aunt  Barbara  was  expecting  Ethie. 
It  could  not  be  that  a  young  girl  like  her  would  stay  away 
fcr  long.  She  might  return  at  any  time,  and  every  morn- 
ing the  good  woman  said  to  herself,  "  She  will  be  here  to- 
day ; "  every  night,  "  She  will  come  home  to-morrow." 
The  lstter,  however,  did  not  warrant  such  a  conclusion, 
There  was  no  talk  of  coming  back,  but  the  postmark,  "  Ne^w 
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York,"  told  where  she  was,  and  that  was  something  gained, 
They  conld  surely  find  her  now,  Aunt  Barbara  said,  and 
she  and  Richard  talked  long  together  about  what  he  was 
going  to  do,  for  he  was  on  his  way  then  to  the  great  city. 

"Bring  her  at  once  to  me.  It  is  my  privilege  to  have 
her  first,"  Aunt  Barbara  said,  next  morning,  as  she  bade 
Richard  good-by,  and  then  began  to  watch  and  wait  for 
tidings  which  never  came. 

Richard  could  not  find  Ethelyn,  or  any  trace  of  her,  and 
after  a  protracted  search  of  six  weeks,  he  went  back  to  his 
towa  home,  sick,  worn  out,  and  discouraged.  Then  Aunt 
Barbara  roused  herself  for  action.  "  Men  were  good  for 
nothing  to  hunt.  They  could  not  find  a  thing  if  it  was 
right  before  their  face  and  eyes.  It  took  a  woman ;  and 
she  was  o-oing;  to  see  what  she  could  do,"  she  said  to  Mrs. 
Van  Buren,  who  was  up  at  the  homestead  for  a  few  days, 
and  who  looked  aghast  at  her  sister's  proposition,  that  she 
should  accompany  her,  and  help  her  hunt  up  Ethie. 

"  Was  Barbara  crazy,  that  she  thought  of  going  to  New 
York  in  this  hot  weather,  when  the  small-pox,  and  the  dy- 
sentery, and  the  plague,  and  mercy  knew  what  was  there  f 
Besides  that,  how  did  Barbara  intend  to  manage  ?  What 
was  she  going  to  do  ? " 

Barbara  hardly  knew  herself  how  she  should  manage,  or 
what  she  should  do.  "  Providence  would  direct,"  she  said, 
though  to  be  sure  she  had  an  idea.  Ethie  had  written  that 
she  had  found  employment,  and  what  was  more  proba- 
ble than  to  suppose  that  the  employment  was  giving  music 
lessons,  for  wmich  she  w7as  so  well  qualified,  or  teaching  in 
some  gentleman's  family.  Taking  this  as  her  basis,  Aunt 
Barbara  intended  to  inquire  for  every  governess  and  teachei 
in  the  city,  besides  watching  every  house  where  such  an  ap 
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pendage  would  be  likely  to  be  found.  Still  her  great  hope  was 
m  the  street  and  the  Park.  She  should  surely  meet  Ethi« 
there  some  day, — at  least  she  should  try  the  effect  of  hei 
plan  ;  and  she  went  quietly  on  with  her  preparations,  while 
Mrs.  Van  Buren  tried  to  dissuade  her  from  a  scheme 
which  seemed  so  foolish  and  utterly  impracticable. 

"  Suppose  Ethie  was  a  governess,  the  family  most  likely 
would  be  out  of  town  at  that  season  ;  and  what  good  would 
it  do  for  Barbara  to  risk  her  life  and  health  in  the  crowded 
city?" 

This  view  of  the  matter  was  rather  dampening  to  Aunt 
Barbara's  zeal ;  but  trusting  that  Providence  would  interfere 
in  her  behalf,  she  still  insisted  that  she  should  go,  and  again 
expressed  a  wish  that  Sophie  would  go  with  her.  "  It  would 
not  be  so  lonesome,  and  would  look  better,  too,"  she  said, 
"  while  you  know  more  of  city  ways  than  I  do,  and  would 
not  get  imposed  upon." 

Mrs.  Van  Buren  could  go  far  beyond  her  sister  in  abusing 
Richard,  but  when  it  came  to  a  sacrifice  of  her  own  comfort 
and  pleasure,  she  held  back.  Nothing  could  induce  her  to 
go  to  New  York.  She  preferred  the  cool  sea-side,  where 
she  was  to  join  a  party  of  Boston  elite.  Her  dresses  were 
made,  her  room  engaged,  and  she  must  go,  she  said,  urging 
that  Nettie's  health  required  the  change, — Nettie,  who  had 
given  to  her  husband  a  sickly,  puny  child,  which  lived  just 
long  enough  to  warrant  a  grand  funeral,  and  then  was  laid 
to  rest  under  the  shadow  of  the  Var  Buren  Monument, 
out  in  pleasant  Mount  Auburn. 

So  Mrs.  Van  Buren  went  back  to  Boston,  while  Aunt 
Barbara  gave  all  needful  directions  to  Betty  with  regard  U 
the  management  of  the  house,  and  the  garden,  and  plants, 
End  cellar-door,  which  must  be  shut  nights,  and  the  sp^t  or 
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the  roof  which  sometimes  leaked  when  it  rained,  and  the  bur- 
docks and  dandelions  which  must  be  dug  up,  and  the  grass 
which  Uncle  Billy  Thompson  must  cut  once  in  two  weeks, 
and  the  old  cat,  Tabby,  and  the  young  cat,  Jim,  who  had 
come  to  the  door  in  a  storm,  and  was  now  the  pet  of  th* 
house,  and  the  canary  bird,  and  the  yeast.  She  was  also  to 
look  in  the  vinegar  barrel  to  see  that  all  was  right,  and  be  sure 
and  scald  the  milk-pans,  and  turn  them  up  in  the  sun  for  an 
hour,  and  keep  the  doors  locked,  and  the  silver  up  in  the 
scuttle-hole ;  and  if  she  heard  the  rat  which  had  baffled 
and  tormented  them  so  long,  get  some  poison  and  kill  it, 
but  not  on  any  account  let  it  get  in  the  cistern ;  and  keep 
the  door-steps  clean,  and  the  stoop,  and  once  in  a  while 
sweep  the  low  roof  at  the  back  of  the  house,  and  not  sit  up 
late  nights,  or  sleep  very  long  in  the  morning ;  and  inasmuch 
as  there  would  be  so  little  to  do,  she  might  as  well  finish  up 
all  her  own  sewing,  and  then  make  the  pile  of  sheets  and 
pillow-cases  which  had  been  cut  out  since  March.  These 
were  Aunt  Barbara's  directions,  which  Betty,  nothing  ap- 
palled, promised  to  heed,  telling  her  mistress  not  to  worry 
an  atom,  as  things  should  be  attended  to,  even  better  than 
if  she  were  at  home  to  see  to  them  herself. 

Aunt  Barbara  knew  she  could  trust  old  Betty,  and  so, 
after  getting  herself  vaccinated  in  both  arms,  as  a  pre- 
caution against  the  small-pox,  and  procuring  various  dis- 
infecting agents,  and  having  under-pockets  put  in  all  her 
dresses,  by  way  of  eluding  pickpockets,  the  good  woman 
Btarted  one  hot  July  morning  on  her  mission  in  search  of 
Ethie.  But,  alas !  finding  Ethie,  or  any  one,  in  New  York, 
was  like  "  hunting  for  a  needle  in  a  hay-mow,"  as  Aunt 
Barbara  began  to  think  after  she  had  been  for  four  weekg 
or  more  an  inmate  of  an  up-town  boarding-house,  recom 
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mended  as  first-class,  but  terrible  to  Aunt  Barbara,  from 
the  contrast,  it  presented  to  her  own  clean,  roomy  horns 
beneath  the  maple  trees,  which  came  up  to  her  so  vividly 
with  all  its  delicious  coolness  and  fragrance,  and  blos~ 
eommg  shrubs,  and  newly  cut  grass,  with  the  dew  spaii:- 
ling  like  diamonds  upon  it. 

Aunt  Barbara  was  homesick  from  the  first,  but  she  would 
not  give  up  ;  and  so  day  after  day  she  traversed  one  street 
after  another,  looking  wistfully  in  every  face  she  met  foi 
the  one  she  sought,  questioning  children  playiug  in  the 
parks  and  squares  as  to  whether  they  knew  any  teacher  by 
the  name  of  Markham  or  Grant,  ringing  the  door-bells 
of  every  pretentious-looking  house,  and  putting  the  same 
question  to  the  servants,  until  the  bombazine  dress  and 
black  Stella  shawl,  and  brown  Neapolitan  hat,  and  old- 
fashioned  lace  veil,  and  large  sun-umbrella  became  pretty 
well  known  in  various  parts  of  New  York,  while  the  owner 
thereof  grew  to  be  a  suspicious  character,  whom  servants 
watched  from  the  basement  and  ladies  from  the  parlor  win- 
dows, and  children  shunned  on  the  side-walk,  while  eveiL 
the  police  were  cautioned  with  regard  to  the  strange  woman 
who  went  up  and  down  day  after  day,  sometimes  in  stages, 
sometimes  in  cars,  but  oftener  on  foot,  staring  at  every  one 
she  met,  especially  if  they  chanced  to  be  young  or  pretty, 
and  had  any  children  near  them.  Once,  down  near  Wash- 
ington Square,  as  she  was  hurrying  toward  a  group  of  chil- 
dren, in  the  centre  of  which  stood  a  figure  much  like  Ethie's, 
a  tall  man  in  the  blue  uniform  accosted  her,  inquiring  into 
her  reasons  for  wandering  about  so  constantly. 

Aunt  Barbara's  honest  face,  which  she  turned  full  toward 
the  officer,  was  a  sufficient  voucher  for  her  without  th« 
simple,  straightforward  explanation  which  she  made  to  tha 
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effect  that  lier  niece  had  left  home  some  time  ago, — run 
away,  in  fact, — and  she  was  hunting  for  her  here  in  New 
York,  where  her  letter  was  dated.  "  But  it's  wearisome 
work  for  an  old  woman  like  me,  walking  all  over  New 
York,  ?,s  I  have,"  Aunt  Barbara  said,  and  her  lip  began  to 
quiver  as  she  sat  down  upon  one  of  the  seats  in  the  square, 
and  looked  helplessly  up  at  the  policeman.  She  was  not 
afraid  of  him,  nor  of  the  five  others  of  the  craft  who  knew 
her  by  sight,  and  stopped  to  hear  what  she  had  to  say 
She  never  dreamed  that  they  could  suspect  her  of  wrong, 
and  they  did  not  when  they  heard  her  story,  and  saw  the 
truthful,  motherly  face.  Perhaps  they  could  help  her,  they 
said,  and  they  asked  the  name  of  the  runaway. 

At  first  Aunt  Barbara  refused  to  give  it,  wishing  to  spare 
Ethie  this  notoriety ;  but  she  finany  yielded  so  far  as  to 
nay,  "  She  might  on.ll  herself  either  Markham  or  Grant," 
and  that  was  all  they  could  get  from  her ;  but  after  that 
day  the  bombazine  dress,  and  black  Stella  shawl,  and  large 
sun  umbrella  were  safe  from  the  surveillance  of  the  police, 
Bave  as  each  had  a  kindly  care  for  the  owner,  and  an  inter- 
est in  the  object  of  her  search. 

The  light-fingered  gentry,  however,  were  not  as  chary  of 
her.  The  sweet,  motherly  face,  and  wistful,  pleading, 
timid  eyes,  did  not  deter  them  in  the  least.  On  the  con- 
trary, they  saw  in  the  bombazine  and  Stella  shawl  a  fine 
field  for  their  operations ;  and  twice,  on  returning  to  her 
boarding-house,  she  was  horrified  to  find  her  purse  was  miss- 
ing, notwithstanding  that  she  had  kept  her  hand  upon  her 
pocket  every  instant,  except  once,  when  the  man  who 
looked  like  a  minister  had  kindly  opened  the  car  window 
for  her,  and  she  had  gathered  up  her  dress  to  n.ake  more 
^m  for  him  at  her  side,  and  once  when  she  got  entangled 
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in  a  crowd,  and  had  to  hold  on  to  her  shawl  to  keep  it  on 
her  shoulders.  Ten  dollars  was  the  entire  sum  purloined, 
so  the  villains  did  not  make  much  out  of  her,  Aunt  Barbara 
reflected,  with  a  good  deal  of  complacency  ;  but  when  they 
stole  her  gold-bowed  glasses  from  her  pocket,  and  adroitly 
snatched  from  her  hand  the  parcel  containing  the  dress  she 
had  bought  for  Betty  at  Stewart's,  she  began  to  look  upon 
herself  as  specially  marked  by  a  gang  of  thieves  for  one  on 
whom  to  commit  their  depredations ;  and  when  at  last  a 
fire  broke  out  in  the  very  block  where  she  was  boarding, 
and  she,  with  others,  was  driven  from  her  bed  at  midnight, 
with  her  bombazine  only  half  on,  and  her  hoops  left  be- 
hind, she  made  up  her  mind  that  the  fates  were'against  herv 
and  started  for  home  the  very  next  day. 

It  was  sooner  than  Betty  expected  her,  but  the  clean^ 
cool  house,  peeping  out  from  the  dense  shadows  of  tho 
maples,  looked  like  a  paradise  to  the  tired,  dust\  woman, 
who  rode  down  the  street  in  the  village  hack,  and  surprised 
Betty  sitting  in  the  back  door  cutting  off  corn  to  dry  and 
talking  to  Uncle  Billy,  whose  scythe  lay  on  the  grass  while 
he  drank  from  the  gourd  swimming  on  top  of  the  water- 
pail. 

Betty  was  glad  to  see  her  mistress,  and  lamented  that  she 
did  not  know  of  her  coming,  so  as  to  have  had  a  nice  hot 
cup  of  tea  ready,  with  a  delicate  morsel  of  something.  Aunt 
Barbara  was  satisfied  to  be  home  on  any  terms,  though  her 
nose  did  go  up  a  little,  and  something  which  sounded  like 
"  P-shew  ! "  dropped  from  her  lips  as  she  entered  the  dark 
sitting-room,  where  the  odor  was  not  the  best  in  the  world 

"  It's  the  rat,  ma'am,  I  think,"  Betty  said,  opening  both 
blinds  and  windows.  "  I  put  the  pizen  for  him  as  you 
©aid,  and  all  I  could  do  he  would  die  in  the  wall.     It  ain't 
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&a  bad  as  it  has  been,  and  I've  got  some  stuff  here  to  till  it, 
though  I  think  it  smells  worse  than  the  rat  himself,"  and 
Betty  held  her  own  nose  as  she  pointed  out  to  her  mistress 
the  saucer  of  chloride  of  lime  which,  at  Mrs.  Col.  Markham's 
suggestion,  she  had  put  in  the  sitting-room. 

Aside  from  the  rat  in  the  wall,  things  were  mostly  as 
Aunt  Barbara  could  wish  them  to  be.  The  vinegar  had 
made  beautifully.  There  was  fresh  yeast,  brewed  the  day 
before,  in  the  jug.  The  milk-pans  were  bright  and  sweet ; 
the  cellar-door  was  fastened  ;  the  garden  was  looking  its 
best ;  the  silver  was  all  up  the  scuttle-hole,  Betty  having 
climbed  up  every  morning  to  see  if  it  were  safe ;  the  stoop 
and  steps  were  scrubbed,  the  roof  was  swept,  and  both  the 
cats,  Tabby  and  Jim,  were  so  fat  that  they  could  scarcely 
walk  as  they  came  up  to  greet  their  mistress.  Only  two 
mishaps  Betty  had  to  relate.  Jim  had  eaten  up  the  canary 
bird,  and  she  had  broken  the  kitchen  tongs.  She  had  also 
failed  to  accomplish  as  much  sewing  as  she  had  hoped  to 
do,  and  the  pile  of  work  was  not  greatly  diminished. 

"  There  is  so  many  steps  to  take  when  a  body  is  alone, 
and  with  you  gone  I  was  more  particular,"  she  said,  by  way 
of  apology,  as  she  confessed  to  the  rat,  and  the  canary  bird, 
and  the  kitchen  tongs,  and  the  small  amount  of  sewing  she 
had  done. 

These  were  all  the  points  wherein  she  had  been  remiss,  and 
Aunt  Barbara  was  content,  and  even  happy,  as  she  laid  aside 
her  Stella  shawl  and  brown  Neapolitan,  and  out  in  her  pleasant 
dining-room  sat  down  to  the  hasty  meal  which  Betty  impro- 
vised, of  bread  and  butter,  Dutch  cheese,  baked  apples,  and 
huckleberry  pie,  with  a  cup  of  delicious  tea,  such  as  Aunt 
Barbara  did  not  believe  the  people  of  New  York  had  ever 
tasted.     Most  certainly  those  who  were  fortunate  enough  to 
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board  at  first-class  boarding-houses  had  not;  and  as  sh* 
sipped  her  favorite  beverage,  with  Tabby  on  her  dress,  and 
the  cannibal  Jim  in  her  lap,  his  head  occasionally  peering 
above  the  table,  she  felt  comforted  and  rested,  and  thankful 
for  her  cozy  home,  albeit  it  lay  like  a  heavy  weight  upco 
her  that  her  trouble  had  been  for  nothing,  and  no  tidings 
of  Ethie  had  been  obtained. 

She  wrote  to  Richard  the  next  day,  of  her  unsuccessfu 
search,  and  asked  what  they  should  do  next. 

"  We  can  do  nothing  but  wait  and  hope,"  Richard  wrote 
in  reply,  but  Aunt  Barbara  added  to  it,  "  we  can  pray ;  " 
and  so  all  through  the  autumn,  when  the  soft,  hazy  days 
which  Ethie  had  loved  so  well  kept  the  lost  one  forever  in 
mind,  Aunt  Barbara  waited  and  hoped,  and  prayed  and 
watched  for  Ethie's  coming  home,  feeling  always  a  sensation 
of  expectancy  when  the  Western  whistle  sounded  and  the 
Western  train  went  thundering  through  the  town  ;  and 
when  the  hack  came  up  from  the  depot  and  did  not  stop  at 
her  door,  she  said  to  herself,  "  She  would  walk  up,  maybe," 
and  then  waiting  again  she  would  watch  from  her  window 
and  look  far  up  the  quiet  street,  where  the  leaves  of  crim- 
son and  gold  were  lying  upon  the  walk.  No  Ethie  was  to 
be  seen.  Then  as  the  days  grew  shorter  and  the  night  fell 
earlier  upon  the  Chicopee  hills,  and  the  bleak  winds  blew 
across  the  meadow,  and  the  waters  of  the  river  looked  blue 
and  dark  and  cold  in  the  November  light,  she  said,  "She 
will  be  here  sure  by  Christmas.  She  always  liked  that 
day  best,"  and  her  fingers  were  busy  with  the  lamb's-wool 
stockings  she  was  knitting  her  darling. 

"  It  won't  be  much,"  she  said  to  Betty,  "  but  it  will  sho^v 
she  is  not  forgotten  ; "  and  so  the  stocking  giew,  and  was 
shaped  from  a  half-worn  pair  which  Ethie  used  to  wear,  and 
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on  which  Aunt  Barbara's  tears  dropped  as  she  thought  of 
the  dear  little  feet,  now  wandered  so  far  away,  which  the 
at^ckings  used  to  cover. 

Christmas  came,  and  Susie  Granger  sang  of  Bethlehem 
in  the  old  stone  church,  and  other  fingers  than  Ethie's  swept 
the  organ-keys,  and  the  Christmas-tree  was  set  up,  and  the 
presents  were  hung  upon  the  boughs,  and  the  names  were 
called,  and  Aunt  Barbara  was  there,  but  the  lamb's-wool 
stockings  were  at  home  in  the  bureau-drawer  ;  there  was  no 
one  to  wear  them,  no  one  to  take  them  from  the  tree,  if 
they  had  been  put  there  ;  Ethie  had  not  come. 


-+- 


CHAPTER   XXVII. 

AFFAIRS    AT    OLNEY. 

jICHARD  could  not  stay  in  Camden,  where  every- 
thing reminded  him  so  much  of  Ethelyn,  and  at 
his  mother's  earnest  solicitations  he  went  back  to 
Olney,  taking  with  him  all  the  better  articles  of  furniture 
which  Ethie  had  herself  selected,  and  which  converted  the 
plain  farm-house  into  quite  a  palace,  as  both  Andy  and  his 
mother  thought.  The  latter  did  not  object  to  them  in  the 
least,  and  was  even  conscious  of  a  feeling  of  pride  and  satis- 
faction when  her  neighbors  came  in  to  admire,  and  some 
of  them  to  envy  her  the  handsome  surroundings.  Mrs.  Dr. 
Van  Buren's  lesson,  though  a  very  bitter  one,  was  doing 
Richard  good,  especially  as  it  was  adroitly  followed  up  by 
M,4inda  Jones,  who,  on  the  strength  of  her  now  being  hia 
Bister-elect,  took  the  liberty  of  saying  to  him  some  pretty 
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plain  tilings  with  regard  to  Ms  former  intercourse   wifcl 
Ethie. 

James  had  finally  nerved  himself  to  the  point  of  asking 
Melinda  if  she  could  be  happy  with  such  a  hoinespun  fellow 
&s  himself,  and  Melinda  had  answered  that  she  thought  she 
could,  hinting  that  it  was  possible  for  him  to  overcome  much 
which  was  homespun  about  him. 

"  I  do  not  expect  you  to  leave  off  your  heavy  boots  or 
your  coarse  blue  frock  when  your  work  requires  you  to 
wear  them,"  she  said,  stealing  her  hand  into  his  in  a  caress- 
ing kind  of  way  ;  "  but  a  man  can  be  a  gentleman  in  any 
dress." 

James  promised  to  do  his  best,  and,  with  Melinda  for  a 
ueacher,  had  no  fears  for  his  success.  And  so,  some  time 
in  August,  when  the  summer  work  at  the  Joneses  was  nearly 
done,  Melinda  came  to  the  farm-house  and  was  duly  in 
stalled  as  mistress  of  the  chamber  which  James  and  John 
had  occupied, — the  latter  removing  his  Sunday  clothes,  and 
rifle,  and  fishing  lines,  and  tobacco,  and  the  slippers  Ethie 
had  given  him,  into  Andy's  room,  which  he  shared  with  his 
brother.  Mrs.  Markham,  senior,  got  on  better  with  Me- 
linda than  she  had  with  Ethelyn ;  Melinda  knew  exactly 
how  to  manage  her,  and,  indeed,  how  to  manage  the  entire 
household,  from  Richard  down  to  Andy,  who,  though  ex- 
tremely kind  and  attentive  to  her,  never  loved  her  as  he  did 
Ethelyn. 

"  She  was  a  nice,  good  girl,"  he  said,  "  but  couldn't  hold 
a  candle  to  Ethie.  She  was  too  dark  complected,  and  h  ;d 
Eitogether  too  thumpin'  feet  and  ankles,  besides  wearin 
wrinkley  stockings." 

This  was  Andy's  criticism,  confided  to  his  brother  John, 
around  whoso  grave  mouth  there  wss  a  faint  glimmer  of  a 
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smile  as  he  gave  a  hitcla  to  his  suspender  and  replied,  '*/ 
guess  her  stockin's  do  wrinkie  some." 

A  few  of  Melinda's  ways  Mrs.  Markham  designated  as 
Ligh-Sown,  but  one  by  one  her  prejudices  gave  way  as  Me- 
imda  gained  upon  her  step  by  step,  until  at  last  Ethelyn 
would  hardly  have  recognized  the  well-ordered  household, 
so  different  from  what  she  had  known  it. 

"  The  boys  "  no  longer  came  to  the  table  in  their  shirt- 
sleeves, for  Melinda  always  had  their  coats  in  sight,  just 
where  it  was  handy  to  put  them  on  ;  and  the  trousers  were 
slipped  down  over  the  boots  while  the  boys  ate,  and  the 
soft  brown  Markham  hair  always  looked  smooth  and  shi- 
ning, and  Mrs.  Markham  tidied  herself  a  little  before  coming 
to  the  table,  no  matter  how  heavy  her  work,  and  never  but 
once  was  she  guilty  of  sitting  down  to  her  dinner  in  her 
pasteboard  sun-bonnet,  giving  as  an  excuse  that  her  "  hair 
was  at  sixes  and  sevens."  She  remembered  seeing  her 
mother  do  this  fifty  years  before,  and  she  had  clung  to  the 
habit  as  one  which  must  be  right  because  they  used  to  do 
so  in  Vermont.  Gradually,  too,  there  came  to  be  napkins 
for  tea,  and  James'  Christmas  present  to  his  wife  was  a  set 
of  silver  forks,  while  John  contributed  a  dozen  individual 
salts,  and  Andy  bought  a  silver  bell,  to  call  he  did  not  know 
whom,  only  it  looked  pretty  on  the  table,  and  he  wanted 
it  there  every  meal,  ringing  it  himself  sometimes  when 
anything  was  needed,  and  himself  answering  the  call.  On 
the  whole,  the  Markhams  were  getting  to  be  "  dreadfully 
stuck-up,"  Eunice  Plympton's  mother  said,  while  Eunice 
doubted  if  she  should  like  living  there  now  as  well  as  in  the 
days  of  Ethelyn.  She  had  been  a  born  lady,  and  Eunice 
conceded  everything  to  her ;  but  "  to  see  the  airs  that 
Melinda  Jones  put  on  "  was  a  little  too  much  for  Eunice's 
13 
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democratic  blood,  and  she  and  her  mother  made  many 
invidious  remarks  concerning  "  Mrs.  Jim  Markham,"  who 
wore  such  heavy  silk  to  church,  and  sported  such  handsome 
furs.  One  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  the  cape  alone  had 
cost,  it  was  rumored,  and  when  to  this  Richard  added  a 
dark,  rich  muff  to  match,  others  than  Eunice  looked  envi- 
ously at  Mrs.  James,  who,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  was 
the  same  frank,  outspoken  person  that  she  was  when  she 
wore  a  plain  scarf  around  her  neck,  and  rode  to  church  in 
her  father's  lumber-wagon  instead  of  the  handsome  turn-out 
James  had  bought  since  his  marriage.  Nothing  could  spoil 
Melinda,  and  though  she  became  quite  the  fashion  in  Olney, 
and  was  frequently  invited  to  Camden  to  meet  the  elite  of 
the  town,  she  was  up  just  as  early  on  Monday  mornings  as 
when  she  lived  at  home,  and  her  young,  strong  arms  saved 
Mrs.  Markham  more  work  than  Eunice's  had  done.  She 
would  not  dip  candles,  she  said,  nor  burn  them  either,  ex- 
cept as  a  matter  of  convenience  to  carry  around  the  house ; 
and  so  the  tallows  gave  way  to  kerosene,  and  as  Melinda 
liked  a  great  deal  of  light,  the  house  was  sometimes  illumi- 
nated so  brilliantly  that  poor  Mrs.  Markham  had  either  to 
shade  her  eyes  with  her  hands,  or  turn  her  back  to  the  lamp. 
She  never  thought  of  opposing  Melinda ;  that  would  have 
done  no  good ;  and  she  succumbed  with  the  rest  to  the  will 
which  was  ruling  them  so  effectually  and  so  well. 

Some  very  plain  talks  Melinda  had  with  Richard  with 
regard  to  Ethelyn  ;  and  Richard,  when  he  saw  how  anxious 
James  was  to  please  his  wife,  even  in  little  things  which  he 
had  once  thought  of  no  consequence,  regretted  so  much 
that  his  own  course  had  not  been  different  with  Ethelyn. 
rf  Poor,  dear  Ethie,"  he  called  her  to  himself,  as  he  sat  alone 
at  night  in  the  room  where  she  used  to  he.     A.t  first,  he 
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had  freely  talked  of  her  with  his  family.  That  was  when 
like  Aunt  Barbara,  they  were  expecting  her  back,  or  rathei 
expecting  constantly  to  hear  from  her  through  Aunt  Bar- 
bara. She  would  go  to  Cliicopee  first,  they  felt  assured, 
and  then  Aunt  Barbara  would  write,  and  Richard  would 
start  at  once.  How  many  castles  he  built  of  that  second 
bringing  her  home,  where  Melinda  made  everything  so 
pleasant,  and  where  she  could  be  happy  for  a  little  time, 
when  ther  would  go  where  she  liked, — it  did  not  matter 
where.  Richard  was  willing  for  anything,  only  he  did 
want  her  to  stay  a  little  time  at  the  farm-house,  just  to  sec 
how  they  had  improved,  and  to  learn  that  his  mother  could 
be  kind  if  she  tried.  She  meant  to  be  so  if  Ethelyn  ever 
came  back,  for  she  had  said  as  much  to  him  on  the  receipt 
of  Ethie's  message,  sent  in  Andy's  letter,  and  her  tears  had 
fallen  fast  as  she  confessed  to  not  always  having  felt  or  acted 
right  toward  the  young  girl.  With  Melinda  the  ruling 
spirit  they  would  have  made  it  very  pleasant  for  Ethelyn, 
and  they  waited  for  her  so  anxiously  all  through  the  au- 
tumnal days  till  the  early  winter  snow  covered  the  prakies, 
and  the  frost  was  on  the  window-panes,  and  the  wind 
howled  dismally  past  the  door,  just  as  it  did  one  year  ago, 
when  Ethelyn  went  away.  But,  alas !  no  Ethie  came,  or 
tidings  of  her  either,  and  Richard  ceased  to  speak  of  her  at 
last,  and  his  face  wore  so  sad  a  look  whenever  she  was  men- 
tioned, that  the  family  stopped  talking  of  her  ;  or,  if  they 
spoke  her  name,  it  was  as  they  spok<-  A  Daisy,  or  of  one 
that  was  dead. 

For  a  time  Richard  kept  up  a  correspondence  with  Aunt 
Barbara  *  but  that,  too,  gradually  ceased,  and  as  his  uncle, 
the  old  colonel,  died  in  the  spring,  and  the  widow  went  to 
her  friends  in  Philadelphia,  he  seemed  to  be  cut  off  from 
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any  connection  with  Chicopee,  and  but  for  the  sad,  harass- 
ing memory  of  what  had  been,  he  was  to  all  intents  and 
purposes  the  same  grave,  silent  bachelor  as  of  yore,  follow- 
ing the  bent  of  his  own  inclinations,  coming  and  going  as 
he  liked,  sought  after  by  those  who  wished  for  an  honest 
man  to  transact  their  business,  and  growing  gradually  more 
and  more  popular  with  the  people  of  his  own  and  the  ad 
joining  counties. 


CHAPTER    XXVIII. 

THE  GOVERNOR. 


HEY  were  to  elect  a  new  one  in  Iowa,  and  there 
were  rumors  afloat  that  Richard  Markham  would 
be  the  man  chosen  by  his  party.  There  had  been 
similar  rumors  once  before,  but  Mrs.  Markham  had  regarded 
them  as  mythical,  never  dreaming  that  such  an  honor  could 
be  in  store  for  ber  boy.  Now,  however,  matters  began  to 
look  a  little  serious.  Crowds  of  men  came  frequently  to 
the  farm-house  and  were  closeted  with  Richard.  Tim  Jones 
rode  up  and  down  the  country,  electioneering  for  "  Dick." 
Hal  Clifford,  in  Camden,  contributed  his  influence,  though 
he  belonged  to  the  other  party.  Others,  too,  of  Harrv's 
way  of  thinking,  cast  aside  political  differences  and  "  weut 
m,"  as  they  said,  for  the  best  man, — one  whom  they  knew 
to  be  honest  and  upright,  like  Judge  Markham.  Each  in 
nis  own  way,-— James  and  John,  and  Andy  and  Melinda, — 
worked  for  Richard,  who  was  frequently  absent  from  home 
for  several  days,  sometimes  taking  the  stump  himself,  but 
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often er  remaining  quiet  while  others  presented  his  cause 
Search  as  they  might,  his  opponents  could  find  nothing 
against  him,  except  that  sad  affair  with  his  wife,  who,  one 
paper  said,  "  had  been  put  out  of  the  way  when  she  became 
troublesome,"  hinting  at  every  possible  atrocity  on  the  hus- 
band's  part,  and  dilating  most  pathetically  upon  the  in- 
jured, innocent,  and  beautiful  young  wife.  Then,  with  a 
face  as  pale  as  ashes,  Richard  made  his  "  great  speech  "  in 
Camden  Court-house,  asking  that  the  whole  matter  be  drop- 
ped at  once,  and  saying  that  he  would  far  rather  live  a  life 
of  obscurity  than  have  the  name,  more  dear  to  him  than  the 
names  of  the  dead,  bandied  about  from  lip  to  lip  and  made 
the.  subject  for  newspaper  paragraphs.  They  knew  Richard 
in  Camden,  and  they  knew  Ethelyn,  too,  and  liked  both  so 
wen.,  that  the  result  of  that  speech  was  to  increase  Richard's 
popularity  tenfold,  and  to  carry  in  his  fawor  the  entire 
town. 

The  day  of  election  was  a  most  exciting  one,  especially 
in  Olney,  where  Richard  had  lived  from  boyhood.  It  was 
something  for  a  little  town  like  this  to  furnish  the  Gov- 
ernor, the  Olneyites  thought ;  and  though,  for  party's  sake, 
there  were  some  opponents,  the  majority  went  for  Richard; 
and  Tim  Jones  showed  his  zeal  by  drinking  with  so  many, 
that  at  night  he  stopped  at  the  farm-house,  insisting  that 
he  had  reached  home,  and  should  stay  there,  "  for  all  of 
Mclind"  and  hurrahing  so  loud  for  " Richud — Mark-um — 
Square,"  that  he  woke  up  the  little  blue-eyed  boy  which 
for  six  weeks  had  been  the  pride,  and  pet,  and  darling  oi 
the  household. 

Andy's  tactics  were  different.  He  had  voted  in  the 
morning,  and  prayed  the  rest  of  the  day,  that,  if  it  were 
right,  "  old  Dick  migh*.  lick  the  whole  of  'em,"  adding  the 
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petition  that  "he  need  not  be  stuck  \xp  if  be  was  Gov 
ernor,"  and  that  Ethie  might  come  back  to  share  his  great- 
ness, Others  than  Andy  were  thinking  of  Ethelyn  that 
day,  for  not  the  faintest  echo  of  a  huzza  reached  Richard's 
ear  that  did  not  bring  with  it  regretful  thoughts  of  her. 
And  when  at  last  success  was  certain,  and,  flushed  with 
triumph,  he  stood  receiving  the  congratulations  of  his 
friends,  and  the  Olney  bell  was  ringing  in  honor  cf  the 
aew  Governor,  and  bonfires  were  lighted  in  the  streets, 
there  was  not  a  throb  of  his  heart  which  did  not  go  out 
after  the  lost  one,  with  a  yearning  desire  to  bring  her  back, 
and,  by  giving  her  the  highest  position  in  the  State,  atone 
*n  part  for  all  which  had  been  wrong.  But  Ethie  was  very, 
very  far  away, — further  than  he  dreamed, — and  strain  ear 
?nd  eye  as  she  might,  she  could  not  see  the  lurid  blaze 
which  lit  up  the  prairie  till  the  tall  grass  grew  red  in  the 
ruddy  glow,  or  hear  tire  deafening  shouts  which  rent  the 
sky  for  Governor  Markham,  elected  by  an  overwhelming 
majority.  Oh,  how  lonely  Richard  felt,  even  in  the  first 
moments  of  his  success  !  And  how  he  longed  to  get  away 
from  all  the  noise  and  din  which  greeted  him  at  every  step, 
and  be  alone  again,  as  since  Ethie  went  away  he  had  chosen 
to  be  so  much  of  his  time.  Melinda  guessed  at  his  feelings 
in  part ;  and  when  he  came  home  at  last,  looking  so  pale 
and  tired,  she  pitied  him,  and  showed  her  pity  by  letting 
him  alone;  and  when  supper  was  ready,  sending  his  tea  to 
his  room,  whither  he  had  gone  as  soon  as  his  mother  had 
unwound  her  arms  from  his  neck,  and  told  him  how  glad 
she  was. 

These  were  also  days  of  triumph  to  Melinda,  for  it  was 
soon  kncwn  that  she  was  to  be  the  lady  of  the  Governor's 
mansion,  and  the  knowledge  gave  her  a  fresh  accession  of 
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dignity  among  her  friends.  It  was  human  that  Mel  in  da 
should  feel  her  good  fortune  a  little,  and  perhaps  she  did, 
And  j  thought  so,  and  prayed  silently  against  the  pomps 
and  vanities  of  the  world,  especially  after  her  new  purple 
sUk  was  sent  home,  with  the  velvet  cloak  and  crimson 
morning-gown.  These  had  been  made  in  Camden,  a  thing 
which  gave  mortal  offence  to  Miss  Henry,  the  Olney  dress- 
maker, who  wondered  "  what  Melinda  Jones  was  thai 
she  should  put  on  such  airs,  and  try  to  imitate  Mr3. 
Richard  Markham."  They  had  expected  such  things  from 
Ethelyn,  and  thought  it  perfectly  right.  She  was  born  to 
it,  they  said ;  but  for  Melinda,  whom  all  remembered  a? 
wearing  a  red  woollen  gown  when  a  little  girl,  "  for  her  to 
set  up  so  steep  was  another  matter."  But  when  Melinda 
ordered  a  blue  merino,  and  a  flannel  wrapper,  and  a  blue 
silk,  and  a  wh'te  cloak  for  baby,  made  at  Miss  Henry's, 
and  told  that  functionary  just  how  her  purple  was  trimmed, 
and  even  offered  to  show  it  to  her,  the  lady  changed  her 
mind,  and  quoted  "  Mrs.  James  Markham's  "  wardrobe  foi 
months  afterward. 

Richard,  and  James,  and  Melinda,  and  baby,  and  Eunice 
Plympton  as  baby's  nurse,  all  went  to  Des  Moines,  and  left 
the  house  so  lonely  that  Andy  lay  flat  upon  the  floor  and 
cried,  and  his  mother's  face  wore  the  look  of  one  who  had 
just  returned  from  burying  her  dead.  It  was  something, 
however,  to  be  the  mother  and  brother  of  a  governor,  and 
a  comfort  to  get  letters  from  the  absent  ones,  to  hear  of 
Richard's  immense  popularity,  and  the  very  graceful  man- 
ner in  which  Melinda  discharged  her  duties.  But  to  see 
their  names  in  print,  to  find  something  about  Governor 
Markham  in  almost  every  paper, — that  was  best  of  all ; 
and  Andy  spent  half  his  time  in  cutting  out  and  saving 


296  THE    GOVERNOR. 

eveij  little  scrap  pertaining  to  the  "Governors  family,1 
and  ^  hat  they  did  at  Des  Moines.  Andy  was  laid  up  with 
rheumatism  toward  spring;  but  Tim  Jones  used  to  brina 
him  the  papers,  rolling  his  quids  of  tobacco  rapidly  from 
side  to  side  as  he  pointed  to  the  paragrapns  so  interesting 
to  both.  Tim  hardly  knew  whether  himself,  or  Richard, 
or  Melinda,  was  the  Governor.  On  the  whole,  he  gave  the 
preference  to  "  Melind"  after  the  Governor's  levee,  at  which 
she  had  appeared  in  "  royal  purple,  with  ostrich  feathers  in 
her  hair,"  and  was  described  in  the  Camden  Leader  as  the 
"  elegant  and  accomplished  Mrs.  James  Markham,  who  had 
received  the  guests  with  so  much  dignity  and  grace." 

"  Ain't  Melind  a  brick  ?  and  only  to  think  how  she  used 
to  milk  the  cows,  and  I  once  chased  her  with  a  garter 
snake,"  Tim  said,  reading  the  article  aloud  to  Andy,  who, 
while  assenting  that  she  was  a  brick,  and  according  all  due 
credit  to  her  for  what  she  was,  and  what  she  did,  never  for 
a  moment  forgot  Ethelyn. 

She  would  have  done  so  much  better,  and  looked  so  much 
neater,  especially  her  shoes  !  Andy  could  not  quite  forgive 
Melinda  her  big  feet  and  ankles,  especially  as  his  contempt 
for  such  appendages  was  constantly  kept  in  mind  by  the 
sight  of  the  little,  half-worn  slippers  which  Ethie  had  left 
in  her  closet  when  she  moved  to  Camden,  and  which,  now 
that  she  was  gone,  he  kept  as  something  almost  as  sacred 
as  Daisy's  hair,  admiring  the  dainty  rosettes  and  small  high 
heels  more  than  he  had  admired  the  whole  of  Melinda' a 
wardrobe  when  spread  upon  the  bed,  and  tables,  and  chairs, 
preparatory  to  packing  it  for  Des  Moines.  Richard,  too, 
remembered  Ethelyr.,  and  never  did  Melinda  stand  at  hia 
side  in  any  gay  saloon  that  he  did  not  see  in  her  place  a 
brown-eyed,  brown-haired  woman,  who  would  have  moved 
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a  very  queen  among  the  people.  Ethelyn  w.iS  never  for 
gotten,  whether  in  the  eapitol,  or  the  street,  or  at  home,  «>: 
awake  or  asleep.  Ethie's  face  and  Ethie's  form  were  every* 
where,  and  if  earnest,  longing  thoughts  could  have  availed 
to  bring  her  back,  she  would  have  come,  whether  across 
the  rolling  sea,  or  afar  from  the  trackless  desert.  But  they 
could  not  reach  her.  Ethie  did  not  come,  and  the  term  of 
Richard's  governorship  glided  away,  and  he  declined  a  re- 
election, and  went  back  to  Olney,  looking  ten  years  oldei 
than  when  he  left  it,  with  an  habitual  expression  of  sadness 
on  his  face,  which  even  strangers  noticed,  wondering  what 
was  the  heart-trouble  which  was  ageing  him  so  fast,  and 
turning  his  brown  hair  gray. 

For  a  time  the  stillness  and  quiet  of  Olney  were  very  a/> 
ceptable  to  him,  and  then  he  began  to  long  for  more  ex. 
citement, — something  to  divert  his  mind  from  the  harrow- 
ing fear,  daily  growing  more  and  more  certain,  that  Ethie 
would  never  come  back.  It  was  four  years  since  she  went 
away,  and  nothing  had  been  heard  from  her  since  the  letter 
sent  to  Andy  from  New  York.  "  Dead,"  he  said  to  him- 
self many  a  time,  and  but  for  the  dread  of  the  hereafter,  he, 
too,  would  gladly  have  lain  down  in  the  graveyard  where 
Daisy  was  sleeping  so  quietly.  With  Andy  it  was  differ- 
ent. Ethie  was  not  dead, — he  knew  she  was  not, — and 
some  time  she  would  surely  come  back.  There  was  com- 
fort in  Andy's  strong  assurance,  and  Richard  always  felt 
better  after  a  talk  with  his  hopeful  brother.  Perhaps  she 
would  come  back,  and  if  so  he  must  have  a  place  worthy  of 
her,  he  said,  one  day,  to  Melinda,  who  seized  the  oppor- 
tunity to  unfold  a  plan  she  had  long  been  meditating.  Dur- 
ing the  two  years  spent  in  Des  Moines,  James  had  devoted 
himself  to  the  study  of  law,  preferring  it  to  his  farming,  and 
13* 
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now  lie  was  looking  out  for  a  good  locality  where  to  settle 
and  practise  his  profession. 

"  Let's  go  together  somewhere  and  build  a  house,"  Me- 
linda said.  "  You  know  Ethie's  taste.  You  can  fashion  it 
as  you  think  she  would  like  it,  and  until  she  comes  back  we 
will  live  with  you  and  see  to  you  a  little.  You  need  some 
looking  after,"  and  Melinda  laid  her  hand  half  pityinglj 
upon  the  bowed  head  of  her  brother-in-law,  who,  but  fol 
her  strong,  upholding  influence,  and  Andy's  cheering  faith, 
would  have  sunk  ere  this  into  hopeless  despondency. 

Melinda  was  a  fine  specimen  of  true  womanhood.  She 
had  met  many  highly  cultivated  people  at  Des  Moines  and 
other  towns  where,  as  the  Governor's  sister-in-law,  she  had 
spent  more  or  less  of  the  last  two  years,  and  as  nothing 
ever  escaped  her  notice,  she  had  improved  wonderfully, 
until  even  Mrs.  Van  Buren,  of  Boston,  would  have  been 
proud  of  her  acquaintance.  She  had  known  sorrow,  too ; 
for  in  the  cemetery  at  Des  Moines  she  had  left  her  little 
blue-eyed  baby  boy  when  only  six  months  old,  and  her 
heart  had  ached  to  its  very  core,  until  there  came  another 
child,  a  little  girl,  w7hom  they  had  christened  "  Ethelyn 
Grant,"  and  who,  on  this  account,  was  quite  as  dear  to 
Richard  as  to  either  of  its  parents.  Richard  was  happier 
with  that  little  brown-haired  girl  than  with  any  one  else, 
and  when  Melinda  suggested  they  should  go  together  some- 
where, he  assented  readily,  mentioning  Davenport  as  a 
place  where  Ethelyn  had  many  times  said  she  would  like 
to  live.  Now,  as  ever,  Melinda's  was  the  active,  ruling 
voice,  and  almost  before  Richard  knew  it,  he  was  in  Daven- 
port and  bargaining  for  a  vacant  lot  which  overlooked  the 
river  and  the  country  beyond.  Davenport  suited  them  all^ 
and  by  September   Melinda,  who  had  spent  the  summe 
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ttilb  her  mother,  was  located  at  a  hotel  and  making  her 
self  very  useful  to  Richard  with  her  suggestions  with  re 
gard  to  the  palatial  mansion  he  was  building. 

There  was  nothing  in  Davenport  like  the  "  Governor's 
house,"  and  the  people  watched  it  curiously  as  it  went 
rapidly  up.  There  was  a  suite  of  rooms  called  Ethelyn's, 
and  to  the  arrano-ement  and  adorning  of  these  Richard 
gave  his  whole  attention,  sparing  nothing  which  could 
make  them  beautiful  and  attractive,  and  lavishing  so  much 
expense  upon  them  that  strangers  came  to  inspect  and 
comment  upon  them,  wondering  why  he  took  so  much 
pains,  and  guessing,  as  people  will,  that  he  was  contem- 
plating a  second  marriage  as  soon  as  a  divorce  could  be 
flbtained  from  his  runaway  wife. 

The  house  was  finished  at  last,  and  Richard  took  posses- 
sion, installing  Melinda  as  house-keeper,  and  feeling  how 
happy  he  should  be  if  only  Ethie  were  there.  Somehow 
he  expected  her  now.  Andy's  prayers  would  certainly  be 
answered  even  if  his  own  were  not,  for  he,  too,  had  begun 
to  pray,  feeling,  at  times,  that  God  was  slow  to  hear,  aa 
weeks  and  weeks  went  by  and  still  Ethie  did  not  come. 
"Hope  deferred  maketh  the  heart  sick,"  and  the  weary 
waiting  told  upon  his  bodily  health,  which  began  to  fail  so 
rapidly  that  people  said  "Governor  Markham  was  going 
into  a  decline,"  and  the  physicians  urged  a  change  of  air, 
and  Mr.  Townsend,  who  came  in  May  for  a  day  to  Daven- 
port, recommended  him  strongly  to  try  what  Clifton  Springs, 
in  Western  New  York,  could  do  for  him, — the  Clifton, 
whose  healing  waters  and  wonderful  power  to  cure  were 
famous  from  the  shores  of  the  Atlantic  to  the  California!) 
hills. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX 

AFTER    TEARS    OF    WMTIK3. 

HE  weather  in  Chicopee  that  spring  was  as  capii 
cious  as  the  smiles  of  the  most  spoiled  coquette, 
The  first  days  of  April  were  warm,  and  balmy, 
and  placid,  without  a  cloud  upon  the  sky  or  a  token  of 
storms  in  the  air.  The  crocuses  and  daffodils  showed  theil 
heads  in  the  little  borders  by  Aunt  Barbara's  door,  and 
Uncle  Billy  Thompson  sowed  the  good  woman  a  bed  of  let- 
tuce, and  peas,  and  onious,  which  came  up  apace,  and  were 
the  envy  of  the  neighbors.  Taking  advantage  of  the  warmth 
and  the  suushine,  and  Uncle  Billy's  being  there  to  whip 
her  carpets,  Aunt  Barbara  even  began  her  house-cleaning, 
commencing  at  the  chambers  first, — the  rooms  which, 
since  the  last  "  reign  of  terror,"  had  only  been  used  when 
a  clergyman  spent  the  Sunday  there,  and  when  Mrs.  Dr. 
Van  Buren  was  up  for  a  few  days  from  Boston,  with  Nettie 
and  the  new  girl  baby,  which,  like  Melinda's,  bore  the  name 
of  Ethelyn.  Still  they  must  be  renovated,  and  cleaned,  and 
scrubbed,  lest  some  luckless  moth  were  hiding  there,  or 
some  fly-speck  perchance  had  fallen  upon  the  glossy  paint. 
Aunt  Barbara  was  not  an  untidy  house-cleaner, — one  who 
tosses  the  whole  house  into  chaos,  and  simultaneous  with 
the  china  from  the  closet,  brings  up  a  basket  of  battles! 
from  the  cellar  to  be  washed  and  rinsed.  She  took  one 
room  at  a  time,  settling  as  she  went  along,  so  that  her  house 
never  was  in  that  state  of  dire  confusion  which  so  many 
houses  present  every  fall  and  spring.     Her  house  was  nof 
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hard  to  clean,  and  the  chambers  were  soon  done,  except 
Ethie's  old  room,  where  Aunt  Barbara  lingered  longest, 
turning  the  pretty  ingrain  carpet  the  brightest  side  up, 
rubbing  the  furniture  with  polish,  putting  a  bit  of  paini 
cpon  the  window-sills  where  it  was  getting  worn,  and  once 
revolving  the  propriety  of  hanging  new  paper  upon  the  wall. 
But  that,  she  reasoned,  would  be  a  needless  expense.  Since 
the  night  Richard  spent  there,  no  one  had  slept  in  thu 
room,  and  no  one  should  sleep  there,  either,  till  Ethie  came> 
back  again. 

"Til!  Ethie  comes  home  again."  Aunt  Barbara  rarely 
said  tliis  now,  for  with  each  fleeting  year  the  chance  for 
Ethie's  coming  grew  less  and  less,  until  now  she  seldom 
spoke  of  it  to  Betty,  the  only  person  to  whom  she  ever 
talked  of  Ethie.  Even  with  her  she  was  usually  very  reti- 
cent unless  something  brought  the  wanderer  to  mind  more 
vividly  than  usual.  Cleaning  her  room  was  such  an  oc- 
casion, and  sitting  down  upon  the  floor,  while  she  darned 
a  hole  in  the  carpet  which  the  turning  had  brought 
to  view,  Aunt  Barbara  spoke  of  her  darling,  and  the 
time  when  a  little  toddling  thing  of  two  years  old 
she  first  came  to  the  homestead,  and  was  laid  in  that 
very  room,  and  "  on  that  very  pillow,"  Aunt  Barbara  said, 
seeing  again  the  hollow  left  by  the  little  brown  head 
when  the  child  awoke  and  stretched  its  fat  arms  toward 
her. 

"Julia,  her  mother,  died  in  that  bed,"  Aunt  Barbara 
went  on,  "  and  Ethie  always  slept  there  after  that.  We'll 
put  on  the  sheets  marked  with  her  name,  Betty,  and  the 
ruffled  pillow-cases.  I  want  it  to  seem  as  if  she  was  here,'* 
and  Aunt  Barbara's  chin  quivered,  and  her  eyes  grew 
moist,  as  her  fat  hands  smoothed  and    patted  the  plump 
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pillows,  and  ticked  in  the  white  spread,  and  picked  up  a 
feather,  and  moved  a  chair,  and  shut  the  blin  Is,  and 
dropped  the  curtains,  and  then  she  went  softly  out  an^ 
ehut  the  door  behind  her. 

Two  weeks  from  that  day,  the  soft,  bland  air  was  full 
of  sleet,  and  snow,  and  rain,  which  beat  down  the  poor 
daffies  on  the  borders,  and  pelted  the  onions,  and  let- 
tuce, and  peas,  which  Uncle  Billy  had  planted,  and  dashed 
against  the  closed  windows  of  Ethie's  room,  and  came 
in  under  the  door  of  the  kitchen,  and  through  the  bit 
of  leaky  roof  in  the  dining-room,  while  the  heavy  north- 
easter, which  swept  over  the  Chicopee  hills,  screamed 
fiercely  at  Betty  peering  curiously  out  to  see  if  it  was 
going  to  be  any  kind  of  drying  for  the  clothes  she 
had  put  out  early  in  the  day,  and  then,  as  if  bent  on 
a  mischievous  frolic,  took  from  the  line,  and  carried  far 
down  the  street,  Aunt  Barbara's  short  night-gown  with 
the  patch  upon  the  sleeve.  On  the  whole  it  was  a  bleak, 
raw,  stormy  day,  and  when  the  night  shut  down,  the  snow 
lay  several  inches  deep  upon  the  half-frozen  ground,  mak- 
ing the  walking  execrable,  and  giving  to  the  whole  village 
that  dirty,  comfortless  appearance  which  a  storm  in  April 
always  does.  It  was  pleasant,  though,  in  Aunt  Barbara's 
sitting-room.  It  was  always  pleasant  there,  and  it  seemed 
doubly  so  to-night  from  the  contrast  presented  to  the 
world  without  by  the  whitewashed  ceiling,  the  newly 
whipped  carpet,  the  clean,  white  curtains,  and  the  fire 
blazing  on  the  hearth,  where  two  huge  red  apples  were 
roasting.  This  was  a  favorite  custom  of  Aunt  Barbara's, 
roasting  apples  in  the  evening.  She  used  to  do  it  when 
Ethie  was  at  home,  for  Ethie  enjoyed  it  quite  as  much 
as  she  did,  and  when  the  red  cheeks  burst,  and  the  white 
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frothy  pulp  came  oozing  out,  she  used,  as  a  little  girl. 
to  clap  her  hands  and  cry,  "  The  apples  begin  to  bleed, 
auntie  !  the  apples  begin  to  bleed  ! " 

Aunt  Barbara  never  roasted  them  now  that  she  did  not 
remember  her  darling,  and  many  times  she  put  one  down  for 
Ethie,  feeling  that  the  "  make  believe  "  was  better  than 
nothing;  at  all.  There  was  one  for  her  to-nig;ht,  and  Aunt 
Barbara  sat  watching  it  as  it  simmered  and  sputtered,  and 
finally  burst  with  the  heat,  "  bleeding,"  just  as  her  heart 
was  bleeding  for  the  child  whose  feet  had  wandered  so  long. 
It  was  after  nine,  and  Betty  had  gone  to  bed,  so  that  Aunt 
Barbara  was  there  alone,  with  the  big  Bible  in  her  lap. 
She  had  been  reading-  the  Parable  of  the  Prodigal,  and 
though  she  would  not  liken  Ethie  to  him,  she  sighed 
softly,  "  If  she  would  only  come,  we  would  kill  the  fatted 
calf."  Then,  thoughtfully,  she  turned  the  leaves  of  the 
good  book  one  by  one,  till  she  found  the  "  Births,"  and 
read  in  a  low  whisper,  "  Ethelyn  Adelaide,  Born,"  and 
bo  forth.  Then  her  eye  moved  on  to  where  the  mar- 
riage of  Ethelyn  Adelaide  with  Richard  Markham,  of 
Iowa,  had  been  recorded;  and  then  she  turned  to  the  list 
of  "  Deaths,"  wondering  if,  unseen  by  her,  Ethie's  name 
had  been  added  to  the  list. 

Suddenly,  as  Aunt  Barbara  sat  there,  with  her  Bible  in 
her  lap,  there  was  heard  the  distant  rumbling  of  the  New 
York  express,  as  it  came  rolling  across  the  plains  from 
West  Chicopee.  Then,  as  the  roar  became  more  muffled 
as  it  moved  under  the  hill,  a  shrill  whistle  echoed  on  the 
night  air,  and  half  the  people  of  Chicopee  who  were 
awake  said  to  each  other,  "  The  train  is  stopping.  Some* 
body  has  come  from  New  York."  It  was  not  often  that 
the  New  York  express  stopped  in  Chicopee,  and  when  it 
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did,  it  was  made  a  matter  of  comment.  To-night,  how 
ever,  it  was  too  dark,  and  stormy,  and  late  for  any  one  to 
see  who  had  come  ;  and  guessing  it  was  some  of  the 
Lewises,  who  now  lived  in  old  Col.  Markharn's  house,  the 
people,  one  by  one,  went  to  their  beds,  until  nearly  every 
light  in  Chicopee  was  extinguished  save  the  one  shining 
out  in  the  darkness  from  the  room  where  Aunt  Barbara 
sat,  with  thoughts  of  Ethie  in  her  heart.  And  up  the 
steep  hill,  from  the  station,  a  girlish  figure  toiled  through 
the  deep  snow, — the  white,  thin  face  looking  down  the 
maple-lined  street  when  the  corner  by  the  Common  was 
turned,  and  the  pallid  lips  whispering  softly,  "  I  wonder  if 
she  will  know  me  ?  " 

There  were  flecks  of  snow  upon  the  face  and  on  the  browr 
hair  and  travel-soiled  dress ;  clogs  of  snow,  too,  upon  the 
tired  feet, — the  feet  Andy  had  admired  so  much ;  but 
the  traveller  kept  bravely  on,  till  the  friendly  light  shone 
aut  beneath  the  maples,  and  then  she  paused,  and  leaning 
for  a  moment  against  the  fence,  sobbed  aloud,  but  not  sadly 
or  bitterly.  She  was  too  near  home  for  that, — too  near 
the  darling  Aunt  Barbara,  who  did  not  hear  gate  or  door 
unclose,  or  the  step  in  the  dark  hall.  But  when  the  knob 
of  the  sitting-room  door  moved,  she  heard  it,  and,  without 
turning  her  head,  called  out,  "What  is  it,  Betty  ?  I  thought 
you  in  bed  an  hour  ago." 

The  supposed  Betty  did  not  reply,  but  stood  a  brief 
instant  taking  in  every  feature  in  the  room,  from  the  two 
pples  roasting  pn  the  hearth  to  the  little  woman  sitting 
with  her  ringer  on  the  page  where  possibly  Ethie's  death 
ought  to  be  recorded.  Auut  Barbara  was  waiting  for  Betty 
to  answer,  and  she  turned  her  head  at  last,  just  as  a  rapid 
step   glided   across  the   floor,  and  a  voice,  which    thrilled 
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every  vein,  first  with  a  sudden  fear,  and  then  with  a  joj 
Unspeakable,  said,  "  Aunt  Barbara,  it's  I.  It's  Ethie,  coma 
.flack  to  you  again.     Is  she  welcome  here  ? " 

Was  she  welcome?  Answer,  the  low  cry,  and  gasping! 
sob,  and  outstretched  arms,  which  held  the  wanderer  in  so 
loving  an  embrace,  while  a  rain  of  tears  fell  upon  the  dear 
head  from  which  the  bonnet  had  fallen  back  as  Ethelyn  sank 
upon  her  knees  before  Aunt  Barbara.  Neither  could  talk 
much  for  a  few  moments.  Certainly  not  Aunt  Barbara, 
who  sat  bewildered  and  stupefied,  while  Ethelyn,  more 
composed,  removed  her  hat,  and  cloak,  and  overshoes,  and 
shook  out  the  folds  of  her  damp  dress ;  and  then  drawing 
a  little  covered  stool  to  Aunt  Barbara's  side,  sat  down  upon 
it,  and  leaning  her  elbows  on  Aunt  Barbara's  lap,  looked 
up  in  her  face,  with  the  old,  mischievous,  winning  smile, 
and  said,  "  Auntie,  have  you  forgiven  your  Ethie  for  run- 
ning away  ? " 

Then  it  began  to  seem  real  again, — began  to  seem  as  if 
the  last  few  years  were  blotted  out,  and  things  restored  to 
what  they  were  when  Ethie  was  wont  to  sit  at  her  aunt's 
feet  as  she  was  sitting  now.  There  was  this  difference, 
however :  the  bright,  round,  rosy  face,  which  used  to  look 
so  flushed,  and  eager,  and  radiant,  and  assured,  was  changed, 
and  the  one  confronting  Aunt  Barbara  now  was  pale,  andthin, 
and  worn,  and  there  were  lines  across  the  brow,  and  the  eyes 
were  heavy  and  tired,  and  a  little  uncertain  and  anxious  in 
their  expression  as  they  scanned  the  sweet  old  face  above 
them.  Aunt  Barbara  saw  it  all,  and  this,  if  nothing  else, 
would  have  brought  entire  pardon  even  had  she  been  inclined 
to  withhold  it,  which  she  was  not.  Ethie  was  back  again, 
arid  that  was  enough  for  her.  She  would  not  chide  01 
blame  ever  so  little,  and  her  warm,  loving  hands  took  the 
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thin  white  face  and  held  it  while  she  Mssed  the  parted  lipa^ 
the  blue- veined  forehead,  and  the  hollow  cheeks,  whispering. 
"  My  own  darling.  I  am  so  glad  to  have  you  back.  I  have 
been  so  sad  without  you,  and  mourned  for  you  so  much 
fearing  you  were  dead.  Where  has  my  darling  been  that 
none  of  us  could  find  you?" 

"  Did  you  hunt,  Aunt  Barbara  ?  Did  you  really  hunt 
for  me  ? " 

And  something  of  Ethie's  old  self  leaped  into  her  eyea 
and  flushed  into  her  cheeks  as  she  asked  the  question. 

"  Yes,  darling.  All  the  spring  and  all  the  summer  long, 
and  on  into  the  fall,  and  then  I  gave  it  up." 

"  Were  you  alone,  auntie  ?  That  is,  did  nobody  help  you 
hunt  ? "  was  Ethelyn's  next  query  ;  and  Richard  would  have 
read  much  hope  for  him  in  the  eagerness  of  the  eyes,  which 
waited  for  Aunt  Barbara's  answer,  and  which  dropped  so 
shyly  upon  the  carpet  when  Aunt  Barbara  said,  "  Alone, 
child?  No;  he  did  all  he  could, — Richard  did, — but  we 
could  get  no  clue." 

Ethelyn  could  not  tell  her  story  until  she  had  been  made 
easy  on  several  important  points,  and  smoothing  the  folds 
of  Aunt  Barbara's  dress,  and  still  looking  beseechingly  into 
her  face,  she  said,  "  And  Richard  hunted,  too.  Was  he 
sorry,  auntie  ?     Did  he  care  because  I  went  away  ?" 

"  Care  f  Of  course  he  did.  It  almost  broke  his  hearts, 
and  wasted  him  to  a  skeleton.  You  did  wrong,  Ethie,  to 
go  and  stay  so  long.     Richard  did  not  deserve  it." 

It  was  the  first  word  of  censure  Aunt  Barbara  had  uttered, 
and  Ethelyn  felt  it  keenly,  as  was  evinced  by  her  quivering 
lip  and  trembling  voice,  as  she  said,  "  Don't,  auntie,  don't 
vou  scold  me,  please.  I  can  bear  it  better  from  any  one 
else.     I  want  you  to  stand  by  me.     I  know  I  was  hasty 
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and  did  very  wrong.  I've  said  so  a  thousand  times  ;  but  1 
was  so  unhappy  and  wretched  at  first,  and  at  the  last  he 
made  me  so  angry  with  his  unjust  accusations." 

"  Yes  ;  he  told  me  all,  and  showed  me  the  letter  you  left, 
I  know  the  whole,"  Aunt  Barbara  said,  while  Ethelyn  con- 
tinued— 

"Where  is  he  now?  How  long  since  you  heard  frcm 
him?" 

"  It  is  two  years  or  more.  He  wrote  the  last  letter. 
I'm  a  bad  correspondent,  you  know,  and  as  I  had  no  good 
news  to  write,  I  did  not  think  it  worth  while  to  bother 
him.  I  don't  know  where  he  is  since  he  quit  being  Gov- 
ernor." 

There  was  a  sudden  lifting  of  Ethie's  head,  a  quick  arch- 
ing of  her  eyebrows,  which  told  that  the  Governor  part  wag 
news  to  her.  Then  she  asked,  quietly,  "  Has  he  been  Gov 
ernor  ? " 

"  Yes,  Governor  of  Iowa  ;  and  James'  wife  lived  with  him. 
She  was  Melinda  Jones." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  and  Ethie's  foot  beat  the  carpet  thought- 
fully, while  her  eyes  were  cast  down,  and  the  great  tears 
gathered  slowly  in  the  long-fringed  lids,  then  fell  in  perfect 
showers,  as  laying  her  head  in  Aunt  Barbara's  lap  she  sob- 
bed piteously. 

Perhaps  she  was  thinking  of  all  she  had  thrown  away, 
and  weeping  that  another  had  taken  the  post  she  would  have 
been  so  proud  to  fill.  Aunt  Barbara  did  not  know,  and  she 
kept  smoothing  the  bowed  head  until  it  was  lifted  up  again, 
and  the  tears  were  dried  in  Ethie's  eyes  where  there  was 
not  the  same  hopeful  expression  there  had  been  at  first  when 
she  heard  of  Richard's  hunting  for  her.  Some  doubt  or  fear 
had  crossed  her  mind,  and  her  hands  were  folded  togethe? 
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in  a  hopeless  kind  of  way  as,  at  Aunt  Barbara's  uigeal 
request,  she  began  the  story  of  her  wanderings. 


CHAPTER   XXX. 
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OTJ  say  you  read  my  letter,  auntie;  and  if  you 
did,  you  know  nearly  all  that  made  me  go 
away.  I  do  not  remember  now  just  what  was  in 
it,  but  I  know  it  was  very  concise  and  plain,  and  literal ; 
for  I  was  angry  when  I  wrote  it,  and  would  not  spare 
Richard  a  bit.  But,  oh !  I  had  been  so  tried  and  so 
wretched.  You  can't  guess  half  how  wretched  I  was  at 
the  farm-house  first,  where  they  were  all  so  different.  I 
mean  Richard's  mother,  auntie.  I  liked  the  others, — they 
were  kind  and  good ;  especially  Andy.  Oh,  Andy  !  dear 
old  Andy  !  I  have  thought  of  him  so  often  during  the 
last  five  years,  and  bad  as  I  am  I  have  prayed  every  night 
that  he  need  not  forget  me. 

"  Aunt  Barbara,  I  did  not  love  Richard,  and  that  was  my 
great  mistake.  I  ought  not  to  have  married  him,  but  I 
was  so  sore  and  unhappy  then  that  any  ch-inge  was  a  relief. 
I  do  not  see  now  how  I  ever  could  have  loved  Frank  ;  but  I 
did,  or  thought  I  did,  and  was  constantly  contrasting  Richard 
with  him  and  making  myself  more  miserable.  If  I  had 
loved  Richard  things  would  have  been  so  much  easier  to 
bear.  I  was  beginning  to  love  him,  and  life  was  «o  much 
pleasanter,  wher  he  got  so  angry  about  Frsnk  aod  cbarge^ 
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me  with  those  dreadful  things,  driving  me  frantic,  and 
making  me  feel  as  if  I  hated  him,  and  could  do  much  tc 
worry  him.  Don't  look  so  shocked.  I  know  how  wicked 
it  was,  and  sometimes  I  fear  God  never  can  forgive  me , 
but  I  did  not  think  of  Him  then.  I  forgot  everything  but 
myself  and  my  trouble,  and  so  I  went  away,  going  first  to 
Milford,  so  as  to  mislead  Richard,  and  then  turning  straight 
back  to  New  York. 

"  Do  you  remember  Abby  Jackson,  who  was  at  school  in 
Boston,  and  who  once  spent  a  week  with  me  here  ?  She  is 
baarried,  and  lives  in  New  York,  and  believes  in  women's 
rights  and  wears  the  Bloomer  dress.  She  would  take  my 
part,  1  said,  and  I  went  at  once  to  her  house  and  told  her 
all  I  had  done,  and  asked  if  I  could  stay  until  I  found  em- 
ployment. Aunt  Barbara,  this  is  a  queer  world,  and  there 
are  queer  people  in  it.  I  thought  I  was  sure  of  Abby,  she 
used  to  protest  so  strongly  against  the  tyranny  of  men,  and 
say  she  should  like  nothing  better  than  protecting  females 
who  were  asserting  their  own  rights.  I  was  asserting  mine, 
and  I  went  to  her  for  sympathy.  She  was  glad  to  see  me 
at  first,  and  petted  and  fondled  me  just  as  she  used  to  do 
at  school.  She  was  five  years  older  than  I,  and  so  I  looked 
up  to  her.  But  when  I  told  my  story  her  manner  changed, 
and  it  really  seemed  as  if  she  looked  upon  me  as  a  sus- 
picious person  who  had  done  something  terrible.  She 
advocated  women's  rights  as  strongly  as  ever,  but  could  not 
advise  me  to  continue  in  my  present  course.  It  would 
bring  odium  upon  me,  sure.  A  woman  separated  from  her 
husband  was  always  pointed  at,  no  matter  what  cause  she 
had  for  the  separation.  It  was  all  wrong,  she  argued,  that 
public  opinion  should  be  thus,  and  ere  long  she  trusted 
then>  would  be  a  change.     Till  then  I  would  do  well  tc 
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return  to  Iowa  and  make  it  up  with  Richard.  That  •  * 
what  she  said,  and  it  made  me  very  angry,  and  I  resoit  j 
to  leave  her  the  next  day ;  but  I  was  sick  in  the  mornb  $, 
and  remained  sick  for  several  weeks,  so  that  I  could  not 
leave  her  house. 

"  She  nursed  me  carefully  and  tried  to  be  kind,  but  1 
could  see  that  my  being  there  was  a  great  annoyance  to  her 
Once  she  suggested  writing  to  Richard,  but  I  begged  her 
not  to  do  it,  and  she  did  not.  Her  husband  had  an  aunt, — ■ 
a  rich,  eccentric  old  lady, — who  came  sometimes  to  see  me, 
and  seemed  interested  in  me.  Forgive  me,  auntie,  if  it  was 
wrong.  I  dropped  the  name  of  Markham  and  took  yours, 
asking  Abby  to  call  me  Miss  Bigelow  to  her  friends.  Her 
husband  knew  my  real  name,  but  to  all  others  I  was  Ade- 
laide Bigelow.  Old  Mrs.  Plum  did  not  know  I  was  mar- 
ried, for  Abby  was  as  anxious  to  keep  the  secret  as  I  was 
myself.  Mrs.  Plum  was  going  abroad,  and  being  a  nervous 
invalid,  she  was  looking  for  some  young,  handy  person  as 
travelling  companion.  When  I  was  better  and  Abby  found 
that  I  was  still  resolved  not  to  go  home,  she  spoke  of  Mrs. 
Plum,  and  asked  if  I  would  go.  I  caught  at  the  idea 
eagerly,  and  in  May  I  was  sailing  over  the  sea  to  France.  I 
wrote  a  few  lines  to  Andy  before  I  went,  and  I  wanted  to 
write  to  you,  but  I  fancied  you  must  be  vexed  and  morti- 
fied, and  I  would  not  trouble  you. 

"  Mrs.  Plum  was  very  nervous,  and  capricious,  and  ex- 
acting, and  my  life  with  her  was  not  altogether  an  easy  one, 
I  suppose  I  have  a  high  temper.  She  thought  so,  and  yet 
she  could  not  do  without  me,  for  she  was  lame  in  her  arms, 
and  unable  to  help  herself  readily  ;  besides  that,  I  spoke 
the  French  language  well  enough  to  make  myself  under* 
stood,  and  so  was  necessary  to  her.     There  were  many  ex 
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cellent  traits  of  character  about  her,  and  after  a  time  I  liked 
her  very  much,  and  I  know  that  she  liked  me.  She  took 
me  everywhere,  even  into  Russia  and  Palestine  ;  but  the 
last  two  years  of  our  stay  abroad  were  spent  in  Southern 
France,  where  the  days  were  one  long  bright  summer  dream 
and  I  should  have  been  so  happy  if  the  past  had  been  for 
gotten." 

"  And  did  you  hear  nothing  from  us  in  all  that  time  ?  " 
Aunt  Barbara  asked,  and  Ethelyn  replied,  "  Nothing  from 
Richard,  and  nothing  direct  from  you.  I  requested  as  a  favor 
that  Mrs.  Plum  should  order  the  Boston  Traveller  and 
Springfield  Republican  to  be  sent  to  her  address  in  Paris, 
which  we  made  our  head-quarters.  I  knew  you  took  both 
these  papers,  and  if  anything  happened  to  you,  it  would  ap- 
pear in  their  columns.  I  saw  the  announcement  of  Col. 
Markham's  death,  and  after  that  I  used  to  grow  so  faint 
and  cold,  for  fear  I  might  find  yours.  I  came  across  a  New 
York  paper,  too,  and  saw  that  Aunt  Van  Buren  had  arrived 
at  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel,  knowing  then  that  she  was  just 
as  gay  as  ever.  Richard's  name  I  never  saw  ;  neither  did 
Abby  know  anything  about  him.  I  called  at  her  house 
yesterday.  She  has  seven  children  now, — four  born  since 
I  went  away, — and  her  women's  rights  have  given  place  to 
theories  with  regard  to  soothing-syrups  and  baby-jumpers, 
and  the  best  means  of  keeping  one  child  quiet  while  she 
dresses  the  other.  Mrs.  Plum  died  six  weeks  ago,  in  Paris ; 
and,  auntie,  I  was  kind  to  her  in  her  last  sickness,  bearing 
everything,  and  finding  my  reward  in  her  deep  gratitude, 
expressed  not  only  in  words,  but  in  a  most  tangible  form. 
She  mad?  her  will,  and  left  me  ten  thousand  dollars.  So 
you  see  I  am  not  poor  nor  dependent.  I  told  her  my  story, 
too, — -told  her  the  whole  as  it  was;    and  she  made  me 
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promise  to  come  back,  to  you  at  least,  if  not  to  Richard 
Going  to  him  would  depend  upon  whether  he  wanted  me 
I  said.     Do  you  think  he  has  forgotten  me  ? " 

Again  the  eager,  anxious  expression  crept  into  Ethie's 
eyes,  which  grew  very  soft,  and  even  dewy,  as  Aunt  Bar- 
bara replied,  "Forgotten  you?  No.  I  never  saw  a  man 
feel  as  he  did  when  he  first  came  here,  and  Sophie  talked 
so  to  him,  as  he  sat  there  in  that  very  willow  chair." 

Involuntarily  Ethie's  hand  rested  itself  on  the  chair  where 
Richard  had  sat,  and  Ethie's  face  crimsoned  when  Aunt 
Barbara  asked — 

"Do  you  love  Richard  now  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  tell.  I  only  know  that  I  have  dreamed  of  him 
so  many  times,  and  thought  it  would  be  such  perfect  rest 
to  put  my  tired  head  in  his  lap,  as  I  never  did  put  it. 
When  I  was  on  the  ocean,  coming  home,  there  was  a  fear- 
ful storm,  and  I  prayed  to  live  till  I  could  hear  him  say 
that  he  forgave  me  for  all  the  trouble  I  have  caused  him.  I 
might  not  love  him  if  I  were  to  see  him  again  just  as  he 
used  to  be.  Sometimes  I  think  I  should  not,  but  I  would 
try.  Write  to  him,  auntie,  please,  and  tell  him  I  am  here, 
but  nothing  more.  Don't  say  I  want  to  see  him,  or  that  I 
am  any  changed  from  the  wilful,  high-tempered  Ethie  who 
made  him  so  unhappy,  for  perhaps  I  am  not." 

Awhile  then  they  talked  of  Aunt  Van  Buren,  and  Frank, 
and  Nettie,  and  Susie  Granger,  who  was  married  to  a  mis- 
sionary and  gone  to  heathen  lands ;  and  the  clock  was  strik- 
ing one  before  Aunt  Barbara  lighted  her  darling  up  to  the 
old  room,  and,  kissing  her  good-night,  went  back  to  weep 
glad  tears  of  joy  in  the  rocking-chair  by  the  hearth,  and 
to  thank  her  Heavenly  Either  for  sending  home  her  long 
lost  Ethelyn 
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HE  was  always  tossing  up  just  when  she  was  not 
wanted,  Ethie  used  to  say  in  the  olden  days, 
when  she  saw  the  great  lady  alighting  at  the 
gate  in  time  to  interfere  with  and  spoil  some  favorite  pro- 
ject arranged  for  the  day,  and  she  certainly  felt  it,  if  she 
did  not  say  it,  when,  on  the  morning  following  her  arrival 
in  Chicopee,  she  heard  Betty  exclaim,  "  If  there  ain't 
Miss  Yan  Buren !     I  wonder  what  sent  her  here  !  " 

Ethie  wondered  so,  too,  and  drawing  the  blanket  closer 
around  her  shoulders  (for  she  had  taken  advantage  of  her 
fatigue  and  languor  to  lie  very  late  in  bed)  she  wished  her 
aunt  had  stayed  in  Boston,  for  a  little  time  at  least. 
It  had  been  very  delightful,  waking  up  in  the  dear  old 
room  and  seeing  Betty's  kind  face  bending  over  her, — 
Betty,  who  had  heard  of  her  young  mistress's  return  with 
a  gush  of  glad  tears,  and  then  at  once  bethought  herself  as 
to  what  there  was  nice  for  the  wanderer  to  eat.  Just  as  she 
used  to  do  when  Ethie  was  a  young  lady  at  home,  Betty 
had  carried  her  pan  of  coals  and  kindlings  into  the  cham- 
ber where  Ethie  was  lying,  and  kneeling  on  the  hearth  had 
made  the  brightest  of  fires,  while  Ethie,  with  half  closed 
iids,  watched  her  dreamily,  thinking  how  nice  it  was  to  be 
cared  for  again,  and  conscious  only  of  a  vague  feeling  of 
delicious  rest  and  quiet,  which  grew  almost  into  positive 

hapDiness  as  she  counted  me  days  it  would  take  for  Aunt 
14 
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Barbara's  letter  to  go  to  Iowa  and  for  Richard  to  answei 
it  in  person,  as  he  surely  would  do  if  all  which  Aunt  Bar- 
bara had  said  was  true. 

Ethie  was  not  quite  sure  that  she  loved  him  even  now, 
ll>ut  she  had  thought  of  him  so  much  during  the  last  two 
years,  and  now,  when  he  was  so  near,  she  longed  to  see 
him  again,— to  hear  his  voice  ana  look  into  his  eyesr 
They  were  handsome  eyes,  as  she  remembered  them , 
kindly  and  pleasant,  too, — at  least  they  had  been  so  to  Ler, 
save  on  that  dreadful  night,  the  memory  of  which  always 
made  her  shiver  and  grow  faint.  It  seemed  a  dream  now, 
— a  far-off,  unhappy  dream, — which  she  would  fain  forget 
just  as  she  wanted  Richard  to  forget  her  foibles  and  give 
her  another  chance.  She  had  bidden  Aunt  Barbara  write 
to  say  that  she  was  there,  and  so  after  the  tempting  break- 
fast, which  had  been  served  in  her  room,  and  which  she 
had  eaten  sitting  up  in  bed,  because  Betty  insisted  that  it 
should  be  so, — and  she  was  glad  to  be  petted  and  humored 
and  made  into  a  comfortable  invalid, — Aunt  Barbara 
brought  her  writing  materials  into  the  room,  and  bid- 
ding Eithie  lie  still  and  rest  herself,  began  the  letter  to 
Richard. 

But  only  the  date  and  name  were  written,  when  Betty, 
coming  in  with  a  few  geranium  leaves  and  a  white  fuchsia 
which  she  had  purloined  from  her  mistress's  house  plants, 
announced  Mrs.  Van  Buren's  arrival,  and  the  pleasant 
morning  was  at  an  end.  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  had  come  up 
from  Boston  to  borrow  money  from  her  sister  for  the  liqui- 
dation of  certain  debts  contracted  by  her  son,  and  which 
she  had  not  the  ready  means  to  meet.  Aunt  Barbara  had 
accommodated  her  once  or  twice  before,  saying  to  her  as 
sbe  signed  the  check,  "  That  money  in  the  bank  was  put 
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there  for  Ethie,  but  no  one  knows  if  she  will  ever  need  it 
so  it  may  as  well  do  somebody  some  good." 

It  had  done  good  by  relieving  Mrs.  Van  Buren  of  a  load 
of  harassing  care,  for  money  was  not  as  plenty  with  her  as  for- 
merly, and  now  she  wanted  more.  She  was  looking  rathci 
old  and  worn,  and  her  cloak  was  last  year's  fashion,  but 
good  enough  for  Chicopee,  she  reflected,  as  she  hurried  into 
the  house  and  stamped  the  muddy,  melting  snow  from  her 
feet. 

Utter  amazement  seemed  the  prevailing  sensation  in  hei 
mind  when  she  learned  that  Ethelyn  had  returned,  and 
then  her  selfishness  began  to  suggest  that  possibly  Barbara's 
funds,  saved  for  Ethie,  might  not  now  be  as  accessible  for 
Frank.  She  was  glad,  though,  to  see  her  niece,  but  pro- 
fessed herself  terribly  shocked  at  her  altered  appear- 
ance. 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  would  not  have  recognized  you," 
she  said,  sitting  down  upon  the  bed  and  looking  Ethie 
fully  in  the  face. 

Aunt  Barbara,  thinking  her  sister  might  like  to  have 
Ethie  alone  for  a  little,  had  purposely  left  the  room,  and  so 
Mrs.  Van  Buren  was  free  to  say  what  she  pleased.  She 
had  felt  a  good  deal  irritated  toward  Ethie  for  some  time 
past.  In  fact,  ever  since  Richard  became  Governor,  she 
had  blamed  her  niece  for  running  away  from  the  honor 
which  might  have  been  hers.  As  aunt  to  the  Governor's 
lady,  she,  too,  would  have  come  in  fty  a  share  of  the  eclat ; 
and  so,  as  she  smoothed  out  the  folds  of  her  stone-colored 
merino,  she  felt  as  if  she  had  been  sorely  aggrieved  by  that 
thin,  white-faced  woman,  who  really  did  not  greatly  re- 
semble the  rosy,  bright  faced  Ethelyn  to  whom  Frank  V*a* 
Buren  had  once  talked  love  among  the  Chicopee  hills. 
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"  No,  I  dou't  believe  I  should  have  known  you,"  Mrs, 
Van  Buren  continued.  "  What  have  you  been  about  to 
fade  you  so  ? " 

Few  women  like  to  hear  that  they  have  faded,  even  if 
they  know  it  to  be  true,  and  Ethie's  cheek  flushed  a  little 
as  she  asked,  with  a  smile,  "  Am  I  really  such  a 
fright?" 

"  Why,  no,  not  a  fright !  No  one  with  the  Bigelow  fea- 
tures can  ever  be  that.  But  you  are  changed ;  and  I  am 
sure  Richard  would  think  so  too.  You  know  he  has  been 
Governor  ? " 

Ethie  nodded,  and  Mrs.  Yan  Buren  continued :  "  You 
lost  a  great  deal,  Ethelyn,  when  you  went  away;  and  I 
must  say  that,  though  of  course  you  had  much  provocation, 
you  did  a  very  foolish  thing  to  leave  your  husband  as  you 
did,  and  involve  us  all,  to  a  certain  extent,  in  disgrace." 

It  was  the  first  direct  intimation  Ethie  had  received  that 
!her  family  had  suffered  from  mortification  on  her  account. 
She  had  felt  that  they  must,  and  knew  that  she  deserved 
some  censure ;  but  as  kind  Aunt  Barbara  had  withheld  it, 
she  was  not  willing  to  hear  it  from  Mrs.  Yan  Buren,  and 
for  an  instant  her  eyes  flashed,  and  a  hot  reply  trembled  on 
her  lips;  but  she  restrained  herself,  and  merely  said,  "I 
am  sorry  if  I  disgraced  you,  Aunt  Sophie.  I  was  very  un- 
happy at  the  time." 

"  Certainly;  I  understand  that,  but  the  world  does  not; 
and  if  it  did,  it  forgot  all  when  your  husband  became 
Governor.  Ho  was  greatly  honored  and  esteemed,  I  hear 
from  a  friend  who  spent  a  few  weeks  at  Des  Moines,  and 
everybody  was  so  sorry  for  him." 

"  Did  they  talk  of  me  ? "  Ethie  asked,  repenting  the  next 
minute  that  she  had  been  at  all  curious  in  the  matter. 
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Mrs.  Van  Buren,  bent  upon  annoying  her,  replied$ 
u  Some,  yes  ;  and  knowing  the  Governor  as  they  did,  it  ii 
natural  they  should  blame  you  more  than  him.  There  wa» 
a  rumor  of  his  getting  a  divorce,  but  my  friend  did  not  be- 
lieve it,  and  neither  do  I,  though  divorces  are  easy  to  get 
out  West.  Have  you  written  to  him  ?  Are  you  not  most 
afraid  he  will  think  you  came  back  because  he  has  been 
Governor  ? " 

"  Aunt  Sophie ! "  and  Ethie  looked  very  much  like  her 
former  self,  as  she  started  from  her  pillow  and  confronted 
her  interlocutor.  "  He  cannot  think  so.  I  never  knew  he 
had  been  Governor  until  I  heard  it  from  Aunt  Barbara  last 
night.  I  came  back  for  no  honors,  no  object.  My  work 
was  taken  from  m^  ;  I  had  nothing  more  to  do,  and  I  was 
so  tired,  and  sick,  and  weary,  and  longed  so  much  for  home. 
Don't  begrudge  it  to  me,  Aunt  Sophie,  that  I  came  to  see 
Aunt  Barbara  once  more.  I  won't  stay  long  in  anybody'^ 
way  ;  and  if — if  he  likes,  Richard — can — get — that — di- 
vorce— as  soon  as  he  pleases." 

The  last  came  gaspingly,  and  showed  the  real  state  of 
Ethie's  feelings.  In  all  the  five  long  years  of  her  absence 
the  possibility  that  Richard  would  seek  to  separate  himself 
from  her  had  never  crossed  her  mind.  She  had  looked 
upon  his  love  for  her  as  something  too  strong  to  be  shaken, 
— as  the  great  rock  in  whose  shadow  she  could  rest  when- 
ever she  so  desired.  At  first,  when  the  tide  of  angry  pas- 
&ions  was  raging  at  her  heart,  she  had  said  she  never  should 
desire  it,  that  her  strength  was  sufficient  to  stand  alone 
against  the  world  ;  but  as  the  weary  weeks  and  months 
erept  on.  and  her  anger  had  time  to  cool,  and  she  had  learned 
better  to  know  the  meaning  of  "standing  alone  in  the 
world,"  and  thoughts  of  Richard's  many  acts  of  love  and 
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kindness  kept  recurring  to  her  mind,  she  had  come  gradn 
ally  to  see  that  the  one  object  in  the  future  to  which  she  waa 
looking  forward  was  to  return  to  Aunt  Barbara  and  a  pos* 
sible  reconciliation  with  her  husband.  The  first  she  had 
achieved,  and  the  second  seemed  so  close  within  her  grasp. 
tLat  in  her  secret  heart  she  had  exulted  that,  after  all,  she 
was  not  to  be  more  sorely  punished  than  she  had  been, — 
that  she  could  not  have  been  so  very  much  in  fault,  01  Pro- 
vidence would  have  placed  greater  obstacles  in  the  way  of 
her  restoration  to  all  that  now  seemed  desirable.  But 
Ethie's  path  back  to  peace  and  quiet  was  not  to  be  free 
from  thorns,  and  for  a  few  minutes  she  writhed  in  pain,  as 
she  thought  how  possible,  and  even  probable,  it  was  that 
Richard  should  seek  to  be  free  from  one  who  had  troubled 
him  so  much.  Life  looked  very  dreary  to  Ethelyn  that 
moment, — drearier  than  it  ever  had  before, — but  she  was 
too  proud  to  betray  her  real  feelings  to  her  aunt,  who, 
touched  by  the  look  of  anguish  on  her  niece's  face,  began 
to  change  her  tactics,  and  say  how  glad  she  was  to  have 
her  back  under  any  circumstances,  and  she  presumed  Richard 
would  be  too.  She  knew  he  would,  in  fact ;  and  if  she 
were  Ethie,  she  should  write"  to  him  at  once,  apprising  him 
of  her  return,  but  not  making  too  many  concessions.  Men 
could  not  bear  them,  and  it  was  better  always  to  hold  a 
stiff  rein,  or  there  was  danger  of  a  collision.  She  might  as 
well  have  talked  to  the  winds,  for  all  that  Ethie  heard  or 
cared.  She  was  thinking  of  Richard,  and  the  possibility  that 
she  might  not  be  welcome  to  him  now.  If  so,  nothing  could 
tempt  her  to  intrude  herself  upon  him.  At  all  events,  she 
would  not  make  the  first  advances.  She  would  let  Richard 
find  out  that  she  was  there  through  some  other  source  than 
Autt  Barbara,  who  should  not  now  write  the  letter.     It 
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would  loot  too  uracil  like  begging  him  to  take  her  back. 
This  was  Ethie's  decision,  from  which  she  could  not  be 
moved ;  and  when,  next  day,  Mrs.  Van  Buren  went  back 
to  Boston  with  the  check  for  $1,000,  which  Aunt  Barbara 
had  given  her,  she  was  pledged  not  to  communicate  with 
Iti ohard  Markham  in  any  way,  while  Aunt  Barbara  was  held 
to  the  same  promise. 

"  He  will  find  it  out  some  time.  I  prefer  that  he  should 
act  unbiassed  by  anything  we  can  do,"  Ethelyn  said  to 
Aunt  Barbara.  "He  might  feel  obliged  to  come  if  you 
wrote  to  him  that  1  was  here,  and  if  he  came,  the  sight  of 
me  so  changed  might  shock  him  as  it  did  Aunt  Van  Buren. 
She  verily  thought  me  a  fright,"  and  Ethie  tried  to  smile 
as  sh-3  recalled  her  Aunt  Sophie's  evident  surprise  at  her 
looks. 

Tta  change  troubled  Ethie  more  than  she  cared  to  con- 
fess. Nor  did  the  villagers'  remarks,  when  they  came  in  to 
tee  her,  tend  to  soothe  her  ruffled  feelings.  Pale,  and  thin, 
and  languid,  she  moved  about  the  house  and  yard  like  a 
mere  shadow  of  her  former  self,  having,  or  seeming  to  have, 
no  object  in  life,  and  worrying  Aunt  Barbara  so  greatly 
that  the  good  woman  began  at  last  seriously  to  inquire 
what  was  best  to  do.  Suddenly,  like  an  inspiration,  there 
came  to  her  a  thought  of  Clifton,  the  famous  water-cure  in 
Western  New  York,  where  health,  both  of  body  and  soul, 
had  been  found  by  so  many  thousands.  And  Ethie  caught 
eagerly  at  the  proposition,  accepting  it  on  one  condition, — 
she  would  not  go  there  as  Mrs.  Markham,  where  the  name 
might  be  recognized.  She  had  been  Miss  Bigelow  abroad, 
ste  would  be  Miss  Bigelow  again  ;  and  so  Aunt  Barbara 
yielded,  mentally  asking  pardon  for  the  deception  to  which 
she  felt  she  was  a  party  ;  and  when,  two  weeks  after,  thf 
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clerk  at  Clifton  water-cure  looked  ovei  ;  is  list  to  see  what 
rooms  were  engaged,  and  to  whom,  he  found  "  Miss  Ade 
laide  Bigelow,  of  Mass.,"  put  down  for  No.  101,  while 
"  Governor  Markham,  of  Iowa,"  was  down  for  No.  102. 


— ♦-♦- 


CHAPTER   XXXII. 

CLIFTON. 


HEY  were  very  full  at  Clifton  that  summer,  fol 
the  new  building  was  not  completed,  and  every 
available  point  was  taken,  from  narrow,  contract- 
ed No.  94  in  the  upper  hall  down  to  more  spacious  No.  8 
on  the  lower  floor,  where  the  dampness,  and  noise,  and 
mould,  and  smell  of  coal  and  cooking,  and  bath-rooms, 
made  it  anything  but  agreeable.  "  A  very  quiet  place, 
with  only  a  few  invalids,  too  weak  and  languid,  and  too 
much  absorbed  in  themselves  and  their  '  complaints '  to 
note  or  care  for  their  neighbors ;  a  place  where  one  lives 
almost  as  much  excluded  from  the  world  as  if  immured 
within  convent  walls ;  a  place  where  dress,  and  fashion,  and 
distinction,  were  unknown,  save  as  something  existing  afar 
off,  wThere  the  turmoil  and  excitement  of  life  were  going 
on."  This  was  Ethelyn's  idea  of  Clifton ;  and  when,  at 
four  o'clock,  on  a  bright  June  afternoon,  the  heavily-laden 
train  stopped  before  the  little  brown  station,  and  "Clifton" 
was  shouted  in  her  ears,  she  looked  out  with  a  bewildered 
kind  of  feeling  upon  the  crowd  of  gayly-dressed  people 
congregated  upon  the  platform.     Heads  were  uncovered 


CLIFTON.  321 

and  hair  frizzled,  and  curled,  and  braided,  and  puffed,  and 
arranged  in  every  conceivable  shape,  showing  that  even  to 
that  "  quiet  town  "  the  hairdresser's  craft  had  penetrated. 
Expanded  crinoline,  with  light,  fleecy  robes,  and  ribbons, 
and  laces,  and  flowers,  was  there,  with  bright,  eager,  health 
ful  faces,  and  snowy  hands  wafting  kisses  to  some  depart- 
ing friend,  and  then  stretched  out  to  greet  some  new  ar- 
rival. There  was  no  trace  of  sickness,  no  token  of  disease 
among  the  smiling  crowd;  and  Ethelyn  feared  she  had 
made  a  mistake  and  alighted  at  the  wrong  place,  as  she 
gave  her  checks  to  John,  and  then  taking  her  seat  in  the 
omnibus,  sat  waiting  and  listening  to  the  lively  sallies  and 
playful  remarks  around  her.  Nobody  spoke  to  her,  no- 
body stared  at  her,  nobody  seemed  to  think  of  her;  and 
for  that  she  was  thankful,  as  she  sat  with  her  veil  drawn 
closely  over  her  face,  looking  out  upon  the  not  very  pre- 
tentious dwellings  they  were  passing.  The  scenerv  around 
Clifton  is  charming;  and  to  the  worn,  weary  invalid,  escaping 
from  the  noise,  and  heat,  and  bustle  of  the  busy  city,  there 
seems  to  come  a  rest  and  a  quiet,  from  the  sunlight  which 
falls  upon  the  hills,  to  the  cool,  moist  meadow-lands,  where 
the  ferns  and  the  mosses  grow,  and  where  the  rippling 
of  the  sulphur  brook  gives  out  constantly  a  soothing, 
pleasant  kind  of  music.  But  for  the  architecture  of  the 
town  not  very  much  can  be  said;  and  Ethie,  who  had 
longed  to  get  away  from  Chicopee,  where  everybody  knew 
her  story,  and  all  looked  so  curiously  at  her,  confessed  to 
a  feeling  of  homesickness  as  her  eyes  fell  upon  the  black- 
smith shop,  the  dressmaker's  sign,  the  grocery  on  the  cor- 
ner, where  were  sold  various  articles  of  food  forbidden  by 
doctor  and  nurse ;  the  school-house  to  the  right,  where  a 
group  of  noisy  children  played,  and  the  little  church  further 
U* 
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on,  where  the  Methodist  people  worshipped.  She  did  not 
seethe  "Cottage"  then,  with  its  flowers,  and  vines,  and 
nicely  shaven  lawn,  for  her  back  was  to  it;  nor  the  hand- 
some grounds,  where  the  shadows  from  the  tall  trees  fail 
so  softly  upon  the  velvet  gra**s ;  and  the  winding  gravelled 
w.alks,  which  intersect  each  other,  and  give  an  impression 
of  greater  space  than  a  closer  investigation  will  warrant. 

"  I  can't  stay  here,"  was  Ethie's  thought,  as  she  stepped 
inio  the  hall  and  was  conducted  to  her  room,  feeling  utterly 
lo?'.ely  and  wretched,  and  certain  that  she  never  could  be 
co  \tented  there. 

She  had  not  yet  met  the  kindness  and  sympathy  of  those 
wl  ose  business  it  is  to  care  for  the  patients,  or  felt  the  in* 
flu  mces  for  good,  the  tendency  to  rouse  all  the  better  im- 
pu'ses  of  our  nature,  which  seems  to  pervade  the  very 
ati  losphere  of  Clifton.  But  she  felt  this  influence  very 
soon,  and  her  second  letter  to  Aunt  Barbara  was  filled  with 
praises  of  Clifton,  where  she  had  made  so  many  friends,  in 
spite  of  her  evident  desire  to  avoid  society  and  stay  by  hex 
self.  She  had  passed  through  the  usual  ordeal  attending 
the  advent  of  every  new  face,  especially  if  that  face  be  a 
iittle  out  of  the  common  order  of  faces.  She  had  been 
inspected  in  the  dining-room,  and  bath-room,  and  chapel, 
both  when  she  went  in  and  when  she  went  out.  She  had 
been  talked  up  and  criticised  from  the  way  she  wore  her 
hair  to  the  hang  of  her  skirts,  which  had  trailed  the  floor 
with  a  sweep  unmistakably  aristocratic,  and  stamped  her 
as  somebody.  The  sack  and  hat  brought  fi  >in  Paris  had 
been  copied  by  three  or  four,  and  pronouncec1  distingue, 
but  ugly  by  as  many  more,  while  Mrs.  Peter  Pry  set  her- 
self industriously  at  work  to  find  out  just  who  and  what  Miss 
Bigelow  was.     As  the  result  of  this  research,  it  had  beer 
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ascertained  that  the  young  lady  was  remotely  connected 
with  the  Bigelows  of  Boston,  and  had  something  of  hei 
own, — that  she  had  spent  several  years  abroad,  and  could 
speak  both  French  and  German  with  perfect  ease ;  that  sue 
had  been  at  the  top  of  Mont  Blanc,  and  passed  part  of  a 
winter  at  St.  Petersburg,  and  seen  a  crocodile  in  the  river 
Nile,  and  a  Moslem  burying-ground  in  Constantinople,  and 
had  the  cholera  at  Milan,  the  varioloid  at  Rome,  and  was 
marked  between  the  eyes  and  on  the  chin,  and  was  twenty- 
five  years  old,  and  did  not  wear  false  hair,  nor  use  Laird's 
Liquid  Pearl,  as  was  at  first  suspected  from  the  clearness 
of  her  complexion,  and  did  wear  crimping-pins  at  night, 
and  pay  Annie,  the  bath-girl,  extra  for  bringing  up  the' 
morning-bath,  and  was  more  interested  in  the  chapel  exer- 
cises when  the  great  Head  Centre  was  there,  and  bought 
cream  every  morning  of  Mrs.  King,  and  sat  up  at  night  long 
after  the  gas  was  turned  off,  and  was  at  Clifton  for  spine  in 
the  back,  and  head  difficulties  generally.  These  few  items, 
together  with  the  surmise  that  she  had  had  some  great 
trouble, — a  disappointment,  most  likely,  which  affected 
her  health, — were  all  Mrs.  Pry  could  learn,  and  she  detailed 
them  to  any  one  who  would  listen,  until  Ethelyn's  history, 
from  the  Pry  point  of  view,  was  pretty  generally  known, 
and  the  most  made  of  every  good  quality  and  virtue. 

The  Mrs.  Pry  of  this  summer  was  not  ill-natured ;  she 
was  simply  curious;  and  as  she  said  more  good  than  evil 
of  people,  she  was  generally  liked  and  tolerated  by  all.  She 
was  not  a  fashionable  woman,  nor  an  educated  woman, 
though  very  popular  with  her  neighbors  at  home,  and  she 
was  there  for  numbness  and  swollen  knees :  and  havinc 
knit  socks  for  four  years  for  the  soldiers,  she  now  knit 
stockings  for  the  soldiers*  orphans,  and  took  a  dash  ever* 
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morning,  and  screamed  loud  enough  to  be  heard  to  tb« 
depot  when  she  took  it,  and  had  a  pack  every  afternoon, 
and  corked  her  right  ear  with  cotton,  which  she  always 
took  out  when  in  u  pack,  so  as  to  hear  whatever  might  be 
said  in  the  hall,  her  open  ventilator  being  the  medium  of 
sound.  This  was  Mrs.  Peter  Pry,  drawn  from  no  one  in 
particular,  but  a  fair  exponent  of  characters  found  in  other 
places  than  Clifton  Springs.  Rooming  on  the  same  floor 
with  Ethelyn,  whom  she  greatly  admired,  the  good  woman 
persisted  until  she  overcame  the  stranger's  shyness,  and 
succeeded  in  establishing,  first,  a  bowing,  then  a  speaking, 
and  finally,  a  calling  acquaintance  between  them, — the  calls, 
however,  being  mostly  upon  one  side,  and  that  the  prying 
one. 

Ethie  had  been  at  Clifton  for  three  or  four  weeks, 
and  the  dimensions  of  No.  101  did  not  seem  half  so 
circumscribed  as  at  first.  On  the  whole,  she  was  con- 
tented, especially  after  the  man  who  snored,  and  the 
woman  who  wore  squeaky  boots,  and  talked  in  her  sleep, 
vacated  No.  102,  the  large,  airy,  pleasant  room  adjoining 
her  own.  There  was  no  one  in  it  now,  but  Mary, 
the  cbambermaid,  said  it  was  soon  to  be  occupied  by  a 
sick  gentleman,  adding  that  she  believed  he  had  the  con- 
sumption, and  hoping  his  coughing  would  not  fret  Miss 
Bigelow.  Ethie  hoped  so,  too.  Nervousness,  and,  indeed, 
diseases  of  all  kinds,  seem  to  develop  rapidly  at  Clifton, 
where  one  has  nothing  to  do  but  to  watch  each  new 
symptom,  and  report  to  physician  or  nurse,  and  Ethie  was 
not  an  exception.  She  was  very  nervous,  and  she  found 
herself  dreading  the  arrival  of  the  sick  man,  wondering 
if  his  coughing  would  keep  her  awake  nights,  and  if 
the  light  from  her  candle  shining  out  into  the  darkened  haT 
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would  annoy  and  worry  him,  as  it  had  worried  the  woman 
opposite,  who  complained  that  she  could  not  rest  with  that 
glimmer  on  the  wall,  showing  that  somebody  was  up,  who 
might  at  any  moment  make  a  noise.  That  he  was  a  per- 
son of  consequence  she  readily  guessed,  for  an  extra  pair 
of  pillows  was  taken  into  his  room,  and  a  rocking-chais 
possessed  of  two  whole  arms,  and  No.  109,  also  vacant 
just  then,  was   rifled    of    its  round   stand  and  footstool, 

and  Mrs.  Pry  reported  that  Dr.  F himself  had  been 

up  to  see  that  all  was  comfortable,  and  Miss  Clark  had 
ordered  a  better  set  of  springs,  with  a  new  hair  mattress, 
and  somebody  had  put  a  bouquet  of  flowers  in  the  room, 
and  hunaf  a  muslin  curtain  at  the  window. 

"  A  bigbug,  most  likely,"  Mrs.  Peter  Pry  said,  when, 
after  her  pack,  she  brought  her  knitting  for  a  few  mo- 
ments into  Ethelyn's  room,  and  wondered  who  the  man 
could  be. 

Ethelyn  did  not  care  particularly  who  he  was,  provided 
tie  did  not  cough  nights,  and  keep  her  awake,  in  which  case 
she  should  feel  constrained  to  change  her  room,  an  alter- 
native she  did  not  care  to  contemplate,  as  she  had  become 
more  attached  to  No.  101  than  she  had  at  first  supposed  it 
possible.  Ethelyn  was  very  nervous  that  day,  and,  had  she 
believed  in  presentiments,  she  would  have  thought  that 
something  was  about  to  befall  her  so  heavy  was  the  gloom 
weighing  upon  her  spirits,  and  so  dark  the  future  looked  to 
her.  She  was  going  to  have  a  headache,  she  feared,  and  as 
a  means  of  throwing  it  off,  she  started  for  a  walk  to  Rock)' 
Run,  a  distance  of  a  mile  or  more.  It  was  a  cool,  hazy 
July  afternoon,  such  as  always  carried  Ethie  back  to  Chi- 
copee,  and  the  days  of  her  happy  girlhood,  when  her  heart 
was  not  so  heavy  and  sad  as  it  was  now.     With  thought* 
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of  Cliicopee  came  also  thoughts  of  Rieturd,  s»nd  Ethie'i 
eyes  were  moist  with  tears  as  she  looked  toward  the  setting 
sun,  and  wondered  if  he  ever  thought  of  her  now,  or  had 
he  forgotten  her,  and  was  the  story  true  of  his  seeking  foi 
a  divorce  ?  That  rumor  had  troubled  Ethie  greatly,  and 
was  the  reason  why  she  did  not  improve  as  the  physician 
hoped  she  would  when  she  first  came  to  Clifton.  Sitting 
down  upon  the  bridge  across  the  creek,  she  bowed  her 
head  in  her  hands,  and  went  over  again  with  all  the  dread- 
ful past,  blaming  herself  now  more  than  she  did  Richard, 
and  wishing  that  much  could  be  undone  of  all  that  had 
transpired  to  make  her  what  she  was ;  and  while  she  sat 
there  the  Western  train  appeared  in  view,  and  mechanically 
rising  to  her  feet,  Ethie  turned  her  steps  back  toward  the 
Cure,  standing  aside  to  let  the  long  train  go  by,  and 
feeling,  when  it  passed  her,  a  strange,  sudden  throb,  as  if  it 
were  fraught  with  more  than  ordinary  interest  to  her. 
Usually,  that  Western  train,  the  distant  roll  of  wThose 
wheels,  and  the  echo  of  whose  scream,  quickened  so  many 
hearts  waiting  for  news  from  home,  had  no  special  interest  for 
her.  It  never  brought  her  a  letter.  Her  name  was  never 
called  in  the  exciting  distribution  which  took  place  in  the 
parlor,  or  on  the  long  piazza,  after  the  eight  o'clock  mail 
arrived,  and  so  she  seldom  heeded  it ;  but  to-night  there 
was  a  difference,  and  she  watched  the  long  line  curiously 
until  it  passed  the  corner  by  the  old  brown  farm-house  and 
disappeared  from  view.  It  had  left  the  station  long  ere 
she  reached  the  Cure,  for  she  had  walked  slowly,  and  lights 
^eia  shining  from  the  different  rooms,  and  there  was  a 
sound  of  singing  in  the  parlor,  and  the  party  of  croquel 
players  had  come  up  from  the  lawn,  and  ladies  weie  hurry- 
ing toward  the  bath-room,  when  she  came  in  and  climbel 
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the  three  flights  of  stairs  which  led  to  the  fourth  floor, 
There  was  a  light  in  No.  102,  the  door  was  partly  ajar,  and 
the  doctor  was  there,  asking  some  question  of  the  tal? 
figure,  whose  outline  Ethel  yn  dimly  descried  as  she  went 
into  her  room.  There  was  more  talking  after  a  little, — • 
more  going  in  and  out ;  while  Mary  Ann  brought  up  some 
supper  on  a  tray,  and  John  brought  a  travelling  trunk  much 
larger  than  himself;  and,  without  Mrs.  Pry's  assurance, 
Ethie  knew  that  the  occupant  of  No.  102  had  arrived. 


— ♦- 


CHAPTER   XXXIII. 

THE  OCCUPANT  OF  NO.  102. 

E  DID  not  cough,  but  he  seemed  to  oe  a  restless 
spirit,  for  Ethie  heard  him  pacing  up  and  down 
his  room  long  after  the  gas  was  turned  off 
and  her  own  candle  extinguished.  Once,  she  heard  a  long- 
drawn  sigh  or  groan,  which  made  her  start  suddenly,  for 
something  in  the  tone  carried  her  to  Olney,  and  the  house 
on  the  prairie.  It  was  late  ere  she  slept,  and  when  next 
morning  ;;he  avvoke,  the  nervous  headache,  which  had 
threatened  her  the  previous  night,  was  upon  her  in  full 
force,  and  kept  her  for  nearly  the  entire  day  confined  U 
her  bed.  Mrs.  Pry  was  spending  the  day  in  Phelps,  and, 
with  tLis  source  of  information  cut  off,  Ethelyn  heard 
nothing  of  No.  102  further  than  the  chambermaid's  casual 
remark  that  "  the  gentleman  was  quite  an  invalid^  and  for 
the  present  was  to  take  his  meals  and  baths  in  his  rooic  tf 
avoid  so  much  going  up  and  down  stairs." 
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Who  he  was  Etkelyn  did  not  know  or  care,  though 
twice  she  woke  from  a  feverish  sleep  with  the  impression 
that  she  had  heard  Richard  speaking  to  her ;  but  it  wag 
only  Jim,  the  bath  man,  talking  in  the  next  room,  and  she 
laid  her  throbbing  head  again  upon  her  pillow,  while  her 
new  neighbor  dreamed  in  turn  of  her,  and  woke  with 
the  strange  fancy  that  she  was  near  him.  Ethie's  head 
was  better  that  night ;  so  much  better  that  she  dressed 
herself  and  went  down  to  the  parlor  in  time  to  hear  the 
calling  of  the  letters  as  the  "Western  mail  was  distri- 
buted. Usually  she  felt  but  little  interest  in  the  affair 
further  than  watching  the  eager,  anxious  faces  bending 
near  the  boy,  and  the  looks  of  joy  or  disappointment 
which  followed  failure  and  success.  To-night,  however, 
it  was  different.  She  was  not  expecting  a  letter  herself. 
Nobody  wrote  to  her  but  Aunt  Barbara,  whose  letters 
came  in  the  morning,  but  she  was  conscious  of  a  strange 
feeling  of  expectancy,  and  taking  a  step  toward  the  table 
around  which  the  excited  group  were  congregated,  she 
stood  leaning  against  a  column,  while  name  after  name  was 
called.  First  the  letters,  a  score  or  two,  and  then  the  pa- 
pers, things  of  less  importance,  but  still  snatched  eagerly 
by  those  who  could  get  nothing  better.  There  was  s 
paper  for  Mrs.  Morehouse,  and  Mrs.  Stone,  and  Mrs  Wil- 
son, and  Mrs.  Turner,  while  Mr.  Danforth  had  half  a  dozen 
or  less,  and  then  Perry  paused  a  moment  over  a  new  name, 
—one  which  had  never  before  been  called  in  the  parlor  at 
Clifton: 

"  Hon.  Richard  Markham." 

The  name  rang  out  loud  and  clear,  and  Ethie  grasped 
the  pillar  to  keep  herself  from  falling.  She  did  not  hear 
Mr.  Danforth  explaining  that  it  was  "  Governor  Markham 
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from  Iowa,  who  came  the  night  before."  She  did  not 
know,  either,  how  she  left  the  parlor,  for  the  next  thing 
of  which  she  was  perfectly  conscious  was  the  fact  that  she 
was  hurrying  up  the  stairs  and  through  the  unfinished 
halls  toward  her  own  room,  casting  frightened  glances 
around,  and  almost  shrieking  with  excitement  when 
through  the  open  door  of  No.  102  she  heard  Dr.  Haynes 
speaking  to  some  one,  and  in  the  voice  which  answered 
recognized  her  husband. 

He  was  there,  then,  next  to  her,  separated  by  only  a 
thin  partition, — the  husband  whom  she  had  not  seen  for 
five  long  years,  whom  she  had  voluntarily  left,  resolving  never 
to  go  back  to  him  again,  was  there,  and  by  crossing  a  single 
threshold,  she  could  fall  at  his  feet  and  sue  for  the  forgive- 
ness she  had  made  up  her  mind  to  crave  should  she  ever  see 
him  again.  Dr.  Haynes'  next  call  was  upon  her,  and  he 
found  her  fainting  upon  the  floor,  where  she  had  fallen  in 
the  excitement  of  the  shock  she  had  experienced. 

"  It  was  a  headache,"  she  said,  when  questioned  as  to  the 
cause  of  the  sudden  attack ;  but  her  eyes  had  in  them  a 
frightened,  startled  look,  for  which  the  doctor  could  not 
account. 

There  was  something  about  her  case  which  puzzled  and 
perplexed  him.  "  She  needed  perfect  quiet,  but  must  not 
be  left  alone,"  he  said,  and  so  all  that  night  Richard,  who 
was  very  wakeful,  watched  the  light  shining  out  into  the  hail 
from  the  room  next  to  his  own,  and  heard  occasionally  a  mur- 
mur of  low  voices  as  the  nurse  put  some  question  to  Ethie, 
who  answered  always  in  whimpers,  while  her  eyes  turned  fur- 
tively toward  No.  102,  as  if  fearful  that  its  occupant  would 
hear  and  know  how  near  she  was.  For  three  days  her  dooi 
was  locked  against  all  intruders,  for  the  headache  and  ne* 
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vona  excitement  did  not  abate  one  whit.  How  could  they 
when  every  sound  from  No.  102,  every  footfall  on  the  floort 
every  tone  of  Richard's  voice  speaking  to  servants  or  physi- 
cian quickened  the  rapid  beats  and  sent  the  hot  blood  throb- 
bing fiercely  through  the  temple  veins  and  down  the  neck! 
At  Clifton  they  are  accustomed  to  every  phase  of  nervous* 
ness,  from  spasms  at  the  creaking  of  a  board  to  the  stumbling 
up  stairs  of  the  fireman  in  the  early  winter  morning,  and 
once  when  Ethie  shuddered  and  turned  her  head  aside 
at  the  sound  of  Richard's  step,  the  attendaut  said  to  the 
physician — 

"  It's  the  gentleman's  boots,  I  think,  which  make  her 
nervous." 

There  was  a  deprecating  gesture  on  Ethie's  part, -but  it 
passed  unnoticed,  and  when  next  the  doctor  went  to  visit 
Richard  he  said,  in  a  half-apologetic  way,  that  the  young 
_ady  in  the  next  room  was  suffering  from  a  violent  head- 
ache, which  was  aggravated  by  every  sound,  even  the  squeak 
of  a  boot, — would  Gov.  Markham  greatly  object  to  wear- 
ing slippers  for  a  while  ?  Dr.  Haynes  was  sorry  to  trouble 
him,  but  "  if  they  would  effect  a  cure  they  must  keep  their 
patients  quiet,  and  guard  against  everything  tending  to  in- 
crease nervous  irritation." 

Gov.  Markham  would  do  anything  in  his  power  for  the 
young  lady,  and  he  asked  some  questions  concerning  her. 
Had  he  annoyed  her  much  ?  Was  she  very  ill  ?  And 
what  was  her  name  ? 

"  Bigelow,"  he  repeated  after  Dr.  Haynes,  thinking  of 
Aunt  Barbara  in  Chicopee,  and  thinking  of  Ethelyn,  too, 
but  never  dreaming  how  near  she  was  to  him. 

He  had  come  to  Clifton  at  the  earnest  solicitation  of 
lome  of  his  friends,  who  had  for  themselves  tested  th* 
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healing  properties  of  the  waters,  but  lie  Lad  little  faith  that 
anything  could  cure  so  long  as  the  pain  was  so  heavy  at 
his  heart.  It  had  not  lessened  one  jot  with- the  lapse  of 
years.  On  the  contrary  it  seemed  harder  and  harder  to 
bear,  as  the  months  went  by  and  brought  no  news  of  Ethie. 
Oh !  how  he  wanted  her  back  again,  even  if  she  came  as 
wilful  and  imperious  as  she  used  to  be  at  times,  when  the 
high  spirit  was  roused  to  its  utmost,  and  even  if  she  had 
no  love  for  him,  as  she  had  once  averred.  He  could  make 
her  love  him  now,  he  said ;  he  knew  just  where  he  had 
erred  ;  and  many  and  many  a  time  in  dreams  he  had 
strained  the  wayward  Ethie  to  his  bosom  in  the  fond  caress 
which  from  its  very  force  should  impart  to  her  some  faint 
sensation  of  joy.  He  had  stroked  her  beautiful  brown  hair, 
and  caressed  her  smooth  round  cheek,  and  pressed  her  little 
hands,  and  made  her  listen  to  him  till  the  dark  eyes  flashed 
into  his  own  with  something  of  the  tenderness  he  felt  foi 
her.  Then,  with  a  start,  he  had  wakened  to  find  it  all  a 
dream,  and  only  darkness  around  him.  Ethie  was  not 
there.  The  arms  which  had  held  her  so  lovingly  were 
empty,  the  pillow  where  her  dear  head  had  lain  was  un- 
touched, and  he  was  alone  as  of  old.  Even  that  handsome 
house  he  had  built  for  her  had  ceased  to  interest  him,  for 
Ethie  did  not  come  back  to  enjoy  it.  She  would  never 
come  now,  he  said,  and  he  had  had  many  fancies  as  to  what 
her  end  had  been,  and  where  her  grave  could  be.  Here 
at  Clifton  he  had  thought  of  her  continually,  but  not  that 
she  was  alive.  Andy's  faith  in  her  return  was  as  strong  as 
ever,  but  Richard's  had  all  died  out.  Ethie  was  dead,  and 
when  asked  by  Dr.  Haynes  if  he  had  a  wife,  he  answered 
sadly — 

"I  had  one,  but  T  lost  her." 
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He  had  no  thought  of  deception,  or  how  soon  the  story 
would  circulate  through  the  house  that  he  was  a  widower^ 
or  that,  as  ex-Governor  of  Iowa,  and  a  man  just  in  h"? 
prime,  he  would  become  an  object  of  speculative  interest 
to  every  marriageable  woman  there.  He  had  no  thought 
nor  care  for  the  ladies,  though  for  the  Miss  Bigelow,  whom 
his  boots  annoyed,  he  did  feel  a  passing  interest,  and  Ethie, 
whose  ears  seemed  doubly  sharp,  heard  him  in  his  closet, 
adjusting  the  thin-soled  slippers,  which  made  no  sound  upon 
the  carpet.  She  heard  him,  too,  as  he  moved  his  water 
pitcher,  and  knew  he  was  doing  it  quietly  for  her.  The 
idea  of  being  cared  for  by  him,  even  if  he  did  not  know 
who  she  was,  was  very  soothing  and  pleasant,  and  she  fell 
into  a  quiet  sleep,  which  lasted  several  hours,  while  Richard, 
on  the  other  side  of  the  wall,  scarcely  moved,  so  fearful  was 
he  of  worrying  the  young  lady. 

Ethie's  headache  spent  itself  at  last,  and  she  awoke  at 
the  close  of  the  third  day,  free  from  pain,  but  very  weak 
and  languid,  and  wholly  unequal  to  the  task  of  entertaining 
Mrs.  Peter  Pry,  who  had  been  so  distressed  on  her  ac- 
count, and  was  so  delighted  with  a  chance  to  see  and  talk 
with  her  again.  Ethie  knew  she  meant  to  be  kind,  and  be- 
lieved she  was  sincere  in  her  professions  of  friendship.  At 
another  time  she  might  have  been  glad  to  see  her;  but 
now,  when  she  guessed  what  the  theme  of  conversation 
would  be,  she  felt  a  thrill  of  terror  as  the  good  woman 
came  in,  knitting  in  hand,  and  announced  her  intention  of 
sitting  through  the  chapel  exercises.  She  was  not  going 
to  prayer-meeting  that  night,  she  said,  for  Dr.  Foster  waa 
absent,  and  they  were  always  stupid  when  he  was  away. 
She  could  not  understand  all  Mr.  Glenn  said,  his  words 
were  so  learned,  while  the  man  who  talked  so  long,  and 
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nc  ver  came  to  the  point,  was  insufferable  in  hot  weather ,' 
so  she  preferred  to  stay  with  Miss  Bigelow,  who,  she  sup- 
posed,  knew  that  she  had  a  Governor  for  her  next  dooi 
neighbor, — Governor  Markham,  from  Iowa, — and  a  widower, 
too,  Dr.  Haynes  had  told  her. 

"  A  widower  !  "  and  Ethie  looked  up  so  inquiringly  that 
Mrs.  Pry,  mistaking  the  nature  of  her  sudden  interest,  went 
on  more  flippantly.  "  Yes,  and  a  splendid  looking  man, 
too,  if  he  wasn't  sick.  I  saw  him  in  the  chapel  this  morn- 
ng, — the  only  time  he  has  been  there, — and  sat  where  I 
had  a  good  view  of  his  face.  They  say  he  is  very  rich,  and 
has  one  of  the  handsomest  places  in  Davenport." 

"  Does  he  live  in  Davenport  ? "  Ethie  asked,  in  soma 
surprise,  and  Mrs.  Pry  replied — 

"Yes;  and  that  Miss  Owens,  from  New  York, is  setting 
her  cap  for  him  already.  She  met  him  in  Washington,  a 
few  years  ago,  and  the  minute  chapel  exercises  were  over, 
she  and  her  mother  made  up  to  him  at  once.  I'm  glad 
there's  somebody  good  enough  for  them  to  notice.  If 
there's  a  person  I  dislike  it's  that  Susan  Owens.  I  do  hope 
she'll  find  a  husband.  It's  what  she's  here  for,  everybody 
says." 

Mrs.  Peter  had  dropped  a  stitch  while  animadverting 
against  Miss  Susan  Owens,  from  New  York,  and  stopped  a 
moment  while  she  picked  it  up.  It  would  be  difficult  to  de- 
scribe Ethelyn's  emotions  as  she  heard  her  own  husband  talked 
of  as  something  marketable,  which  others  than  Susan  Owens 
might  covet.  He  was  evidently  the  lion  of  the  season.  It 
was  something  to  have  a  Governor  of  Richard's  reputation 
in  the  house,  and  the  guests  made  the  most  of  it,  wishing 
he  would  join  them  in  the  parlor  or  on  the  piazza,  and  re« 
g'/ettrng  that  he  stayed  so  constantly  in  his  room.     Many 
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attempts  were  made  to  draw  him  out,  Mrs.  and  Misf 
Owens,  on  the  strength  of  their  acquaintance  in  Washing- 
ton, venturing  to  call  upon  him.  and  advising  him  tc  take 
more  exercise.  Miss  Owens'  voice  was  loud  and  clear,  and 
Ethie  heard  it  distinctly  as  the  young  lady  talked  and 
laughed  with  Richard,  and  the  hot  blood  coursed  rapidly 
through  her  veins,  and  the  first  genuine  pangs  of  jealousy 
she  had  ever  felt  crept  into  her  heart  as  she  guessed  what 
might  possibly  be  in  Miss  Owens'  mind.  Many  times  she 
resolved  to  make  herself  known  to  him  ;  but  uncertainty  as 
to  how  she  might  be  received,  and  the  remembrance  of 
what  Mrs.  Van  Buren  had  said  with  regard  to  the  divorce, 
held  her  back ;  and  so,  with  only  a  thin  partition  between 
them,  and  within  sound  of  each  other's  footsteps,  the  hus- 
band and  wife,  so  long  estranged  from  each  other,  lived  on, 
day  after  day,  Richard  spending  the  most  of  his  time  in  his 
room,  and  Ethelyn  managing  so  adroitly  when  she  came  in 
and  when  she  went  out,  that  she  never  saw  so  much  as  his 
shadow  upon  the  floor,  and  did  not  know  whether  he  was 
greatly  changed  or  not. 


-•-«►♦- 


CHAPTER    XXXIY. 


I  CHARD  had  been  sick  for  a  week  or  more*     At 
is  frequently  the  case,  the  baths  did  not  agree 
with  him  at  first,  and  Mrs.  Pry  reported  to  Ethe« 
!yn  that  the  Governor  was  confined  to  his  bed,  and  saw  no 


in  Richard's  room.  335 

one  but  the  doctor  and  nurses,  not  even  "  that  bold  Mk* 
Owens,  who  had  been  to  Geneva  for  a  bouquet,  which  she 
sent  to  his  room  with  her  compliments."  This  Mrs.  Pry 
knew  to  be  a  fact,  and  she  repeated  the  story  to  Ethelyn, 
who  scarcely  heard  what  she  was  saying  for  the  many  emo- 
tions swelling  at  her  heart.  That  Richard  should  be  sick 
so  near  to  her,  his  wife, — that  other  hands  than  hers  should 
tend  his  pillow  and  minister  to  his  wants,  -did  not  seem 
right ;  and  when  she  recalled  the  love  and  tender  care 
which  had  been  so  manifest  the  time  when  he  came  home 
from  Washington  and  found  her  so  ill,  the  wish  grew  strong 
within  her  to  do  something  for  him.  But  what  to  do, — 
that  was  the  perplexing  question.  She  dared  not  go  openly 
to  him,  until  assured  that  she  was  wanted ;  and  so  there 
was  nothing  left  but  to  imitate  Miss  Owens  and  adorn  his 
room  with  flowers.  Surely  she  had  a  right  to  do  so  much, 
and  still  her  cheek  crimsoned  like  some  young  girl's  as  she 
gathered  the  choicest  flowers  the  little  town  afforded,  and 
arranging  them  into  a  most  tasteful  bouquet,  sent  them  in 
to  Richard,  vaguely  hoping  that  at  least  in  the  cluster  of 
double  pinks  which  had  been  Richard's  favorite,  there 
might  be  hidden  some  mesmeric  power  or  psychological  in- 
fluence which  should  speak  to  the  sick  man  of  the  wayward 
Ethie  who  had  troubled  him  so  much. 

Richard  was  sitting  up  in  bed  when  Mary  brought  the 
bouquet,  saying  "  Miss  Bigelo  w  sent  it,  thinking  it  might 
cheer  him  a  bit.  Should  she  put  it  in  the  tumbler  near 
Miss  Owens'  ? " 

Richard  took  it  in  his  hand,  and  an  exclamation  of 
delight  escaped  him  as  be  saw  and  smelled  the  fragrant 
pinks,  whose  perfume  carried  him  first  to  Olney  and  Andy's 
woody  beds  in  the  front  yard,  and  then  to  Chicopee,  where, 


336  IN    RICHARD  S    ROOM. 

in  Aunt  Barbara's  pretty  garden,  a  large  plat  of  them  haa 
been  growing  when  he  went  after  his  bride.  A  high  wind 
had  blown  them  down  upon  the  walk,  and  he  had  come 
upon  Ethie  one  day  trying  to  tie  them  up.  He  had  plucked 
a  few,  he  remembered,  telling  Ethie  they  were  his  favorites 
U  r  perfume,  while  the  red  peony  was  his  favorite  for 
beauty.  There  had  been  a  comical  gleam  in  her  brown 
eyes  which  he  now  knew  was  born  of  contempt  for  his 
taste  with  regard  to  flowers.  Red  peonies  were  not  the 
rarest  of  blossoms, — Melinda  had  taught  him  that  when  he 
suggested  having  them  in  his  conservatory  ;  but  surely  no 
one  could  object  to  these  waxen,  feathery  pinks,  whose 
odor  was  so  delicious.  Miss  Bigelow  liked  them,  else  she 
had  never  sent  them  to  him.  And  he  kept  the  bouquet  in 
his  hand,  admiring  its  arrangement,  inhaling  the  sweet  per* 
fame  of  the  delicate  pinks  and  heliotrope,  and  speculating 
upon  the  kind  of  person  Miss  Bigelow  must  be  to  have 
thought  so  much  of  him.  He  could  account  for  Miss 
Owens'  gift, — the  hot-house  blossoms,  which  had  not  moved 
him  one-half  so  much  as  did  this  bunch  of  pinks.  Miss 
Owens  had  known  him  before, — had  met  him  in  Washing- 
ton ;  he  had  been  polite  to  her  on  one  or  two  occasions, 
and  it  was  natural  that  she  should  wish  to  be  civil,  at  least 
while  he  was  sick.  But  the  lady  in  No.  101, — the  Miss 
Bigelow  for  whom  he  had  discarded  boots  and  trodden  on 
tiptoe  half  the  time  since  his  arrival, — why  she  should  care 
for  him  he  could  not  guess  ;  and  finally  deciding  that  it  was 
a  part  of  Clifton,  where  everbody  was  so  kind,  he  put  the 
bouquet  in  the  tumbler  Mary  brought  and  placed  it  on  the 
stand  beside  him.  He  was  very  restless  that  night,  and 
Ethie  heard  the  watchman  at  his  loor  asking  if  he  wanted 
anything. 
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u  Nothing,"  was  the  reply,  and  the  voice,  heard  distinctly 
m  the  stillness  of  the  night,  was  so  faint  and  sad  that  Ethie 
uid  her  face  in  her  pillow  and  sobbed,  while  the  intense 
onging  to  see  him  grew  so  strong  within  her  that  by  rnora- 
fag  her  resolution  was  taken  to  risk  everything  for  the  sake 
of  looking  upon  him  again. 

He  did  not  require  an  attendant  at  night, — he  preferred 
being  alone,  she  had  ascertained ;  and  she  knew  that  his 
door  was  constantly  left  open  for  the  admission  of  fresher 
air.  The  watchman  only  came  into  the  hall  once  an  hour 
or  thereabouts,  and  while  Richard  slept  it  would  be  com- 
paratively easy  for  her  to  steal  into  his  room.  Fortune 
seemed  to  favor  her,  for  when  at  nine  the  doctor,  as  usual, 
came  up  to  pay  his  round  of  visits,  she  heard  him  say,  "  I 
will  leave  you  something  which  never  fails  to  make  one 
sleep,"  and  after  two  hours  had  passed  she  knew  by  the 
regular  breathing  which,  standing  on  the  threshold  of  her 
"oom,  she  could  distinctly  hear,  that  Richard  was  sleeping 
soundly.  The  watchman  had  just  made  the  tour  of  that 
hall,  and  the  faint  glimmer  of  his  lantern  was  disappearing 
down  the  stairs.  It  would  be  an  hour  before  he  came 
again,  and  now,  if  ever,  was  her  time.  There  was  a  great 
throb  of  fear  at  her  heart,  a  choking  sensation  in  her  throat, 
a  shrinking  back  from  what  might  probably  be  the  result 
of  that  midnight  visit;  and  then,  nerving  herself  for  the 
effort,  she  stepped  out  into  the  hall  and  listened.  Every- 
thing was  quiet,  and  every  room  was  darkened,  save  by  the 
moon,  which  at  its  full  was  pouring  a  flood  of  light  through 
the  southern  window  at  the  end  of  the  hall,  and  seemed  to 
beckon  her  on.  She  was  standing  now  at  Richard's  door, 
srd  she  made  no  noise  as  she  stepped  cautiously  across  the 

threshold  and  stooo   within  the  chamber.     The   window 
15 
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faced  the  east,  and  the  inside  blinds  were  opened,  while  the 
moonlight  lay  upon  the  floor  in  a  great  sheet  of  silvei,  and 
showed  her  plainly  the  form  and  features  of  the  sick  man 
upon  the  bei.  She  knew  he  was  asleep,  and  with  a  beat- 
ing heart  she  drew  near  to  him,  and  stood  for  a  moment 
looking  upon  the  face  she  had  not  seen  since  that  wintry 
morning  five  years  before,  when,  in  the  dim  twilight,  it  had 
bent  over  her,  as  if  the  lips  would  fain  have  asked  forgive- 
ness for  the  angry  words  and  deeds  of  the  previous  night. 
The  face  was  pale  now,  and  thin,  and  the  soft,  brown  hair 
was  streaked  with  gray,  making  Richard  look  older  than  he 
was.  He  had  suffered,  and  the  suffering  had  left  its  marks 
upon  him  so  indisputably  that  Ethie  could  have  cried  out 
with  pain  to  see  how  changed  he  was. 

"  Poor  Richard,"  she  whispered,  softly,  and  kneeling  by 
the  bedside  she  laid  her  hot  cheek  as  near  as  she  dared  to 
the  white,  wasted  hand  resting  outside  the  counterpane. 

She  did  not  think  what  the  result  of  waking  him 
might  be.  She  did  not  especially  care.  She  was  his  wife, 
let  what  would  happen, — his  erring,  but  repentant  Ethie. 
She  had  a  right  to  be  there  with  him,  and  so  at  last  she 
took  his  hand  between  her  own,  and  caressed  it  tenderly. 
Then  Richard  moved,  and  moaning  in  his  sleep  seemed 
to  have  a  vague  consciousness  that  some  one  was  with 
him;  but  the  slumber  into  which  he  had  fallen  was  too 
deep  to  be  easily  broken.  Something  he  murmured  about 
the  medicine,  and  Eth.e's  hand  held  it  to  his  lips,  and 
Ethie's  arm  was  passed  beneath  his  pillow  as  she  lifted 
up  his  head  while  he  swallowed  it.  Then,  without  unclos- 
ing his  eyes,  he  lay  back  again  upon  his  pillow,  while  Ethie 
Btood  over  him  until  the  glimmer  of  the  watchman's  lamp 
passed   down   the   hall   a   second   time,  and    disappeared 
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around  the  corner.  The  watchman  had  stopped  at  Richard'a 
door  to  listen,  and  Ethie  had  experienced  a  spasm  of  terror 
at  the  possibility  of  being  discovered  ;  but  with  the  receding 
footsteps  her  fears  left  her,  and  she  waited  a  half  hour  lon- 
ger, hoping  that  he  might  waken  and  recognize  her.  But 
Richard  did  not  waken,  and  at  last,  with  a  noiseless  step, 
she  glided  back  to  her  chamber.  She  had  decided  to 
write  to  her  husband  and  take  the  consequences,  and 
all  the  next  morning  her  door  was  locked  while  she 
wrote  to  Eichard  a  long,  humble  letter,  in  which  all 
the  blame  was  taken  upon  herself,  inasmuch  as  she  had 
made  the  great  mistake  of  marrying  without  love.  "  But 
I  do  love  you  now,  Richard,"  she  said ;  "  love  you  truly, 
too,  else  I  should  never  be  writing  this  to  you,  and  ask- 
ing you  to  take  me  back  and  let  me  try  to  make  you 
happy." 

It  was  a  good  deal  for  Ethie  to  confess  that  she  had 
been  so  much  in  fault ;  but  she  did  it  honestly,  and  when 
the  letter  was  finished  she  felt  as  if  all  that  had  been 
wrong  and  bitter  in  the  past  was  swept  away,  and  a 
new  era  in  her  life  had  begun.  She  would  wait  till 
night,  she  said, — wait  till  all  was  again  quiet  in  the  hall 
and  in  the  sick-room,  and  when  the  boy  came  around 
with  the  mail,  as  he  was  sure  to  do,  she  would  hand 
her  letter  to  him,  and  bid  him  leave  it  in  Governor 
Markham's  room.  The  rest  she  could  not  picture  to 
herself;  but  she  waited  impatiently  for  the  long  August 
day  to  draw  to  its  close,  and  joined  the  guests  in  the 
parlor  by  way  of  passing  the  time,  and  appeared  so 
bright  and  gay  that  those  who  had  thought  her  proud, 
and  cold,  and  reticent,  wondered  at  the  brightness  of 
her  face  and  the  glad,  eager  expression  of  her  eyes.     She 
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was  pretty,  after  all,  they  thought,  and  even  Miss  OwenSj 
from  New  York,  tried  to  be  very  gracious,  and  spoke 
to  her  of  Governor  Markham,  whose  room  adjoined  hers, 
and  asked  if  she  had  seen  him.  Fthie  did  not  care 
to  talk  of  him,  and,  making  some  excuse  to  get  away, 
left  the  room  without  hearing  a  whisper  of  the  story 
which  was  going  the  rounds  of  the  Cui^,  and  which 
Miss  Owens  was  desirous  of  communicating  to  some  one 
who,  like  herself,  would  be  likely  to  believe  it  a  falsehood. 


■ » ■ 
CHAPTER  XXXV. 

MRS.  PETER  PRY  TAKES  A  PACK. 

JRS.  PRY  was  in  a  pack,  a  whole  pack,  too,  which 
left  nothing  free  but  her  head,  and  even  that  was 
bandaged  in  a  wet  napkin,  so  that  the  good  wo- 
man was  in  a  condition  of  great  helplessness,  and  nervously 
counted  the  moments  which  must  elapse  ere  Annie,  the 
bath  girl,  would  come  to  her  relief.  Now,  as  was  always 
the  case  when  in  a  pack,  her  ears  were  uncorked  and  turned 
toward  the  door,  which  she  had  purposely  left  ajar,  so  as 
not  to  lose  a  word,  in  case  any  of  the  ladies  came  down  to 
that  end  of  the  hall  and  stood  by  the  window  wl  ile  they 
talked  together.  They  were  there  now,  some  half  a  d<?  zen 
or  more,  and  they  were  talking  eagerly  of  the  last  fresh 
piece  of  news  brought  by  Mrs.  Carter  and  daughter,  who 
had  arrived  from  Iowa  the  day  before,  and  for  lack  of  ac- 
commodation at  the  Cure  had  gone  to  the  hotel.     Both 
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were  old  patients,  and  well  known  in  Clifton,  and  they  had 
spent  most  of  the  day  at  the  Cure,  hunting  up  old  acquaint- 
ances and  making  new  ones.  Being  something  of  lion- 
seekers,  they  had  asked  at  the  office  who  was  there  worth 
knowing,  the  young  lady's  face  wearing  a  very  important  nil 
as  she  glanced  round  upon  the  guests,  and  remarked,  "  Ho  # 
different  they  look  from  those  charming  people  from  Bos- 
ton and  New  York  whom  we  met  here  last  summer." 

It  did  not  appear  as  if  there  was  a  single  lion  at  ClifVn 
this  season,  whether  moneyed,  literary,  or  notorious;  a-^d 
Miss  Anne  Carter  thought  it  very  doubtful  whether  sne 
should  remain  or  go  on  to  Saratoga,  as  all  the  while  she 
had  wished  to  do.  In  great  distress  the  clerk  racked  his 
brain  to  think  who  the  notables  were,  and  finally  thought 
of  Governor  Markham,  whose  name  acted  like  magic  upon 
the  new-comers. 

"  Governor  Markham  here  ?  Strange,  I  never  thought 
of  Clifton  when  I  heard  that  he  was  going  East  for  his 
health.  How  is  he  ?  Does  he  improve  ?  It  is  quite  de- 
sirable that  he  should  do  so,  if  reports  are  true ; "  and  Mrs. 
Carter  looked  very  wise  and  knowingly  upon  the  group 
which  gathered  around  her,  anxious  to  hear  all  she  had  to 
tell  of  Governor  Markham. 

She  did  not  pretend  that  she  knew  him  herself,  as  she 
lived  some  distance  from  Davenport;  but  she  had  heard  a 
great  deal  about  him  and  his  handsome  house  ;  and  Anne, 
her  daughter,  who  visited  in  Davenport,  had  been  all  over 
it  after  it  was  finished.  Such  a  beautiful  suite  of  rooms  as 
he  had  fitted  up  for  his  bride ;  they  were  the  envy  and 
wonder  of  both  Davenport  and  Rock  Island,  too. 

"  His  bride  !  We  did  not  know  he  had  one.  He  passes 
for  a  widower  here,"  several  voices  echoed  in  chorus ;  and 
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then  Mrs.  Carter  began  the  story  which  had  come  tc  he! 
through  a  dozen  mediums,  and  which  circulated  rapidly 
through  the  house,  but  had  not  reached  Mrs.  Pry  up  to 
the  time  when,  with  her  blanket  and  patchwork  quilt,  she 
lay  reposing  in  her  pack,  with  her  ears  turned  toward  the 
door,  ready  to  catch  the  faintest  breath  of  gossip. 

She  heard  a  great  deal  that  afternoon,  for  the  ladies  at 
the  end  of  the  hall  did  not  speak  very  low,  and  when,  at 
last,  she  was  released  from  her  bandages  and  had  made 
her  toilet,  she  hastened  to  Miss  Bigelow  to  report  what 
she  had  heard.  Ethie  had  just  returned  from  the  parlor, 
and  tired  with  her  vigils  of  the  previous  night  was  lying 
down,  but  she  bade  Mrs.  Pry  come  in,  and  then  kept  very 
quiet  while  the  good  woman  asked  if  she  had  heard  the 
news.  Ethie  had  not,  but  her  heart  stood  still  while  her 
visitor,  speaking  in  a  whisper,  asked  next  if  she  was  sure 
Governor  Markham  could  not  hear.  That  the  news  con- 
cerned herself  Ethelyn  was  sure,  and  she  was  glad  that  her 
face  was  in  a  measure  concealed  from  view  as  she  listened 
to  the  story. 

Governor  Markham's  wife  was  not  dead,  as  they  had  sup- 
posed. She  was  a  shameless  creature,  who  eight  or  ten 
years  before  eloped  with  a  man  a  great  deal  younger  than 
herself.  She  was  very  beautiful,  people  said,  and  very  fas- 
cinating, and  the  Governor  worshipped  the  ground  she  trod 
upon.  He  took  her  going  off  very  hard  at  first,  and  for 
years  scarcely  held  up  his  head.  But  lately  he  had  seemed 
different,  and  had  listened  more  favorably  to  a  divorce,  as 
advised  by  his  Mends.  This,  however,  was  after  he  met 
Miss  Sallie  Morton,  whose  father  was  a  millionnaire  in  Chi- 
cago, and  whose  pretty  face  had  captivated  the  grave  Gov- 
ernor.    To  c^et  the  divorce  was  a  verv  p-nav  matter  +i>^^ 
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and  the  Governor  was  now  free  to  marry  again.  As  Misa 
Morton  preferred  Davenport  to  any  other  place  in  Iowa,  he 
had  bnilt  him  a  magnificent  honse  npon  a  blnff,  finishing  ii 
elegantly,  and  taking  untold  pains  with  the  suite  of  room* 
intended  for  his  bride.  As  Miss  Sallie  objected  to  marry- 
ing him  while  he  was  so  much  of  an  invalid,  he  had  come  to 
Clifton,  hoping  to  re-establish  his  health  so  as  to  bring 
home  his  wife  in  the  autumn. 

This  was  the  story  as  told  by  Mrs.  Pry,  and  considering 
that  it  had  come  to  her  through  eight  or  ten  different  per- 
sons, she  repeated  the  substance  of  it  pretty  accurately, 
and  then  stopped  for  Ethie's  comment.  But  Ethie  had 
nothing  to  say,  and  when,  surprised  at  her  silence,  Mrs.  Pry 
asked  if  she  believed  it  all,  there  was  still  no  reply,  for 
Ethelyn  had  fainted.  The  reaction  was  too  great  from  the 
bright  anticipations  of  the  hour  before,  to  the  crushing 
blow  which  had  fallen  so  suddenly  upon  her  hopes.  That  a 
patient  at  Clifton  should  faint  was  not  an  uncommon  thing. 
Mrs.  Pry  had  often  felt  like  it  herself  when  just  out  of  a 
pack,  or  a  hot  sulphur  bath,  and  so  Ethie's  faint  excited  no 
suspicion  in  her  mind.  She  was  fearful,  though,  that  Miss 
Bigelow  had  not  heard  all  the  story,  but  Ethie  assured  her 
that  she  had,  and  then  added  that  if  left  to  herself  she 
might  possibly  sleep,  as  that  was  what  she  needed.  So 
Mrs.  Pry  departed,  and  Ethie  was  alone  with  the  terrible 
calamity  which  had  come  upon  her.  She  had  been  at  the 
Water  Cure  long  enough  to  know  that  not  more  tran  half 
of  what  she  heard  was  true,  and  this  story  she  knew  waa 
false  in  the  parts  pertaining  to  herself  and  her  desertion  of 
her  husband.  She  had  never  heard  before  that  she  waa 
suspected  of  having  had  an  associate  in  her  flight,  and  hei 
cheeks  crimsoned  at  the  idea,  while  she  wondered  if  Rich- 
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ard  had  ever  thought  that  of  her.  He  had  not  at  first 
she  knew,  else  he  had  never  sought  for  her  so  zealous- 
ly as  Aunt  Barbara  had  intimated;  but  latterly,  as  he 
heard  no  tidings  from  her,  he  might  have  surmised 
something  of  the  kind,  and  that  was  the  secret  of  the 
divorce. 

"  0,  Richard  !  Richard  ! "  she  murmured,  with  her  hands 
prensed  tightly  over  her  lips,  so  as  to  smother  all  sound, 
"  I  felt  so  sure  of  your  love.  You  were  so  different  from 
me.     I  am  punished  more  than  I  can  bear." 

Ethie  knew  now  how  much  she  really  loved  her  hus- 
band, and  how  the  hope  of  eventually  returning  to  him  had 
been  the  day-star  of  her  life.  Had  she  heard  that  he  was 
,ying  dead  in  the  next  room,  she  would  have  gone  to  him 
at  once,  and  claiming  him  as  hers,  would  have  found  some 
comfort  in  weeping  over  him,  and  kissing  his  cold  lips,  but 
now  it  did  indeed  seem  more  than  she  could  bear.  She 
<lid  not  doubt  the  story  of  the  divorce,  or  greatly  disbe- 
lieve in  the  other  wife.  It  was  natural  that  many  should 
seek  to  win  his  love,  now  that  he  had  risen  so  high,  and 
she  supposed  it  was  natural  that  he  should  wish  for  another 
companion.  Perhaps  he  believed  her  dead,  and  Ethie's 
heart  gave  one  great  throb  of  joy  as  she  thought  of  going 
in  to  him,  and  by  her  bodily  presence  contradicting  that 
belief,  and  possibly  winning  him  from  his  purpose.  But 
Ethie  was  too  proud  for  that,  and  her  next  feeling  was  one 
of  exultation  that  she  had  not  permitted  Aunt  Barbara  to 
write,  or  herself  taken  any  measures  for  communicating 
with  him.  He  should  never  know  how  near  she  had  been 
to  him,  or  guess  ever  so  remotely  of  the  anguish  she  wai 
enduring,  as,  only  a  few  feet  removed  from  him,  she  suf- 
fered, in  part,  all  the  pain  ard  sorrow  she  had  brought  upon 
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hiixi.  Tlien/  as  she  remembered  the  new  house  fitted  fo\ 
the  bride,  she  said — 

"  I  must  see  that  house.  I  mast  know  just  what  is  in 
store  for  my  rival.  No  one  knows  me  in  Davenport 
Richard  is  not  at  home,  and  there  is  no  chance  for  mj 
being  recognized." 

With  this  decision  came  a  vague  feeling  akin  to  hope 
that  possibly  the  story  was  false, — that  after  all  there  was 
no  rival,  no  divorce.  At  all  events  she  should  know  for  a 
certainty  by  going  to  Davenport ;  and  with  every  nerve 
stretched  to  its  utmost  tension,  Ethie  arose  from  her  bed 
and  packed  her  trunk  quietly  and  quickly,  and  then 
going  to  the  office,  surprised  the  clerk  with  the  announce 
ment  that  she  wished  to  leave  on  the  ten  o'clock  train. 
She  had  received  news  which  made  her  going  so  suddenly 
imperative,  she  said  to  him,  and  to  the  physician,  whom 
she  called  upon  next,  and  whose  strong  arguments  against 
her  leaving  that  night  almost  overcame  her.  But  Ethie's 
will  conquered,  and  when  the  train  from  the  East  came  in 
she  stood  upon  the  platform  at  the  station,  her  faee  closely 
veiled,  and  her  heart  throbbing  with  the  doubts  which 
began  to  assail  her  as  to  whether  she  were  really  doing  a 
wise  and  prudent  thing  in  goir.g  out  alone  and  unprotected 
to  the  home  she  had  no  right  to  ^nter,  and  where  she  was 
not  wanted. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

IN   DAVENPORT. 

OT,  and  dusty,  and  tired,  and  sick,  and  utterly 
hopeless  and  wretched,  Ethie  looked  drearily 
out  from  the  windows  of  her  room  at  the  hotel, 
whither  she  had  gone  on  her  first  arrival  in  Davenport. 
Her  head  seemed  bursting  with  giddiness  and  pain,  and 
several  times,  as  she  stood  tying  her  bonnet  before  the 
mirror,  and  drawing  on  her  gloves,  she  glanced  at  the  in- 
viting-looking bed,  feeling  strongly  tempted  to  lie  down 
among  the  pillows  and  wait  till  she  was  rested  before  she 
went  out  in  that  broiling  August  sun  upon  her  strange 
errand.  But  a  haunting  presentiment  of  what  the  dizziness 
and  pain  in  her  head  and  temples  portended  urged  her  to 
do  quickly  what  she  had  to  do  ;  so  with  another  draught 
of  the  ice-water  she  had  ordered,  and  which  only  for  a  mo- 
ment cooled  her  feverish  heat,  she  went  from  her  room  into 
the  hall,  where  the  boy  was  waiting  who  was  to  show  her 
the  way  to  "  the  G-overnor's  house."  He  knew  just  where 
it  was.  Everybody  knew  in  Davenport,  and  the  chamber- 
maid, to  whom  Ethie  had  put  some  questions,  had  volunteer- 
ed the  information  that  the  Governor  had  gone  East  for  his 
health,  and  the  house,  she  believed,  was  shut  up, — but  not 
Bhut  so  that  she  could  not  effect  an  entrance  to  it.  She 
would  find  her  way  through  every  obstacle  Ethie  thought, 
wondering  at  the  strength  which  kept  her  up  and  made 
her  feel  equal  to  anything  as  she  followed  her  conductor 
through  street  after  street,   onward  and  o?iward,  up    the 
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hill,  where  the  long  windows  and  turrets  of  a  most  elegan' 
mansion  were  visible.  When  asked  at  the  hotel  if  she 
wrould  not  have  a  carriage,  she  had  replied  that  she  pre- 
ferred to  walk,  feeling  that  in  this  way  she  should  expend 
some  of  Ihe  fierce  excitement  consuming  her  like  an  inward 
fire.  It  had  not  abated  one  whit  when  at  last  the  house 
was  reached,  and  dismissing  her  guide  she  stood  a  moment 
upon  the  steps,  leaning  her  throbbing  head  against  the 
door-post,  and  summoning  courage  to  ring  the  bell.  Never 
before  had  she  felt  so  much  like  an  intruder,  or  so  widely 
separated  from  her  husband,  as  during  the  moment  she 
stood  at  the  threshold  of  his  home,  hesitating  whether  to 
ring  or  go  away  and  give  the  matter  up.  She  could  not  go 
away  now  that  she  had  come  so  far,  she  finally  decided. 
She  must  go  in  and  see  the  place  where  Richard  lived,  and 
ao,  at  last,  she  gave  a  pull  to  the  bell  which  reverberated 
through  the  entire  house,  and  brought  Hannah,  the  house- 
maid, to  see  who  was  there. 

"Is  Governor  Markham  at  home?"  Ethie  asked,  as  the 
girl  waited  for  her  to  say  something. 

Governor  Markham  was  East,  and  the  folks  all  gone,  the 
girl  replied,  staring  a  little  suspiciously  at  the  stranger, 
who  hQ.d  advanced  into  the  hall,  and  showed  a  disposition 
to  make  herself  further  at  home  by  walking  into  the  draw- 
ing-room, the  door  of  which  was  slightly  ajar. 

"  My  nam3  is  Markham.  I  am  a  relative  of  the  Gov- 
ernor's. I  am  from  the  East/'  Ethelyn  volunteered,  as  she 
saw  the  girl  expected  some  explanation. 

Had  Hannah  known  more  of  Ethelyn,  she  might  have 
suspected  something;  but  she  had  not  been  long  in  the 
family,  and  coming,  as  she  did,  from  St.  Louis,  the  stoty 
of  her  master's  wife  was  rather  mythical  to  her  than  other- 
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wise.  That  tliere  was  once  a  Mrs.  Markham,  who,  foi 
beauty,  and  style,  and  grandeur,  was  far  superior  to  Mra 
James,  the  present  mistress  of  the  establishment,  she  had 
heard  vague  rumors ;  and  only  that  morning,  when  dusting 
Richard's  room,  she  had  stopped  her  work  a  moment  to 
admire  the  handsome  picture  which  Richard  had  had 
painted,  from  a  daguerreotype  of  Ethie,  taken  when  she 
was  only  seventeen.  It  was  a  beautiful  girlish  face,  and 
the  brown  eyes  were  bright  and  soft,  and  full  of  eagerness 
and  joy ;  while  the  rounded  cheeks  and  pouting  lips  were 
not  much  like  the  pale,  thin  woman  who  now  stood  in  the 
hall,  claiming  to  be  a  relative  of  the  family.  Hannah 
never  dreamed  who  it  was  ;  but,  accustomed  to  treat  with 
respect  everything  pertaining  to  the  Governor,  she  opened 
the  door  of  the  little  reception-room,  and  asked  the  lady 
to  go  in  there. 

"  I'll  send  Mrs.  Dobson,  the  housekeeper,"  she  said;  and 
Ethie  heard  her  shuffling  tread  as  she  disappeared  through 
the  hall  and  down  the  stairs  to  the  regions  where  Mrs* 
Dobson  reigned. 

Ethelyn  was  a  little  afraid  of  that  dignitary  ;  something 
m  the  atmosphere  of  the  house  made  her  afraid  of  every- 
thing, and  inspired  her  with  the  feeling  that  she  had  no 
business  there, — that  she  was  a  trespasser,  a  spy,  whom 
Mrs.  Dobson  would  be  justified  in  turning  from  the  door. 
But  Mrs.  Dobson  meditated  no  such  act.  She  was  a  quiet, 
inoffensive,  unsuspicious  personage,  believing  wholly  in  Gov- 
ernor Markham  and  everything  pertaining  to  him.  She 
was  canning  fruit  when  Hannah  came  with  the  message 
that  some  of  the  Governor's  kin  had  come  from  the  East ; 
and  remembering  to  have  heard  that  Richard  once  had  an 
uncle  somewhere  in  Massachusetts,  she  had  no  doubt  tha* 


IS    DAVENPORT.  348 

this  was  a  daughter  of  the  old  gentleman  and  a  onsin  of 
Richard's,  especially  as  Hannah  described  the  stranger  aa 
young  and  tolerably  good-looking.  She  had  no  thought 
that  it  *vas  the  runaway  wife,  of  whom  she  knew  more  than 
Hannah,  else  she  would  have  dropped  the  Spencer  jar  she 
war  filling,  and  burned  her  fingers  worse  than  she  did,  try- 
ing to  crowd  in  the  refractory  cover,  which  persisted  in 
tipping  up  sideways  and  all  ways  but  the  right  way. 

"  Some  of  his  kin.  Pity  they  are  gone.  What  shall  w«s 
do  with  her  ? "  she  said,  as  she  finally  pushed  the  cover  to 
its  place  and  blew  the  thumb  she  had  burned  so  badly. 

"  Maybe  she  don't  mean  to  stay  long ;  she  didn't  bring 
no  baggage,"  Hannah  said,  and  thus  reassured,  Mrs.  Dobson 
rolled  down  her  sleeves,  and  tying  on  a  clean  apron,  started 
for  the  reception-room,  where  Ethie  sat  like  one  who  walks 
in  a  dream  from  which  they  try  in  vain  to  waken. 

This  house,  as  far  as  she  could  judge,  was  not  like  that 
home  on  the  prairie  where  her  first  married  days  were 
spent.  Everything  here  was  luxurious  and  grand,  and  in 
such  perfect  taste.  It  seemed  a  princely  home,  and  Ethie 
experienced  more  than  one  bitter  pang  of  regret  that  by  her 
own  act  she  had  in  all  probability  cut  herself  off  from  any 
part  or  lot  in  this  earthly  paradise. 

"  I  deserve  it,  but  it  is  very  hard  to  bear,"  she  thought, 
just  as  Mrs.  Dobson  appeared,  and  bowing  respectfully, 
began — 

"  Hannah  tells  me  you  are  kin  to  the  Governor's  folks, — 
and  I  am  so  sorry  they  are  all  gone,  and  will  be  for  some 
weeks.  The  Governor  is  at  a  water-cure  down  East, — 
Btrange  you  didn't  hear  of  it, — and  t'other  Mr.  Markhain 
has  gone  with  his  wife  to  Oh-.ey,  and  St.  Paul's,  and  deal 
knows  where.     Too  bad,  ain't  it  1     But  maybe  you'll  sta^ 
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a  day  01  two  and  rest  ?  We'll  make  you  as  comfortablt 
as  we  can.  You  look  about  beat  out,"  and  Mrs.  Dobsor 
came  nearer  to  Etlielyn,  whose  face  and  lips  were  white  a§ 
ashes,  and  whose  eyes  looked  black  with  her  excitement. 

She  was  very  tired.  The  rapid  journey,  made  without 
rest  or  food  either,  save  the  cup  of  tea  and  the  cracker  she 
tried  to  swallow,  was  beginning  to  tell  upon  her,  and  while 
Mrs.  Dobson  was  speaking  she  felt  stealing  over  her  the 
giddiness  which  she  knew  by  experience  was  a  precursor  to 
fainting. 

"  I  am  tired  and  heated,"  she  gasped.  "  I  could  not 
sleep  at  the  hotel,  or  eat,  either.  I  will  stay  a  day  and 
rest,  if  you  please.  Governor  Markham  will  not  care.  I 
was  travelling  this  way,  and  thought  I  would  call.  I  have 
heard  so  much  about  his  house." 

She  felt  constrained  to  say  this  by  way  of  explanation, 
and  Mrs.  Dobson  accepted  it,  warming  up  at  once  on  the 
subject  of  the  house,  which  was  her  weak  point ;  while  to 
show  strangers  through  the  handsome  rooms  was  her 
delight.  No  opportunity  to  do  this  had  for  some  time  been 
presented,  and  the  good  woman's  face  glowed  with  the 
pleasure  she  anticipated  from  showing  the  Governor's  cou- 
sin his  house  and  grounds.  But  first  the  lady  must  have 
some  dinner,  and  bidding  her  lay  aside  her  bonnet  and 
shawl  and  make  herself  at  home,  Mrs.  Dobson  hurried  back 
to  the  kitchen  and  despatched  Hannah  for  the  tender  lamb- 
chop  she  was  going  to  broil,  as  that  was  something  easily 
cooked,  and  the  poor  girl  seemed  so  tired  and  feeble. 

"  She  looks  like  the  Markhams,  or  like  somebody  I've 
Been,"  she  said,  never  dreaming  of  finding  the  familial 
resemblance  to  "  somebody  she  had  seen  "  in  the  picture 
hanging  in  Richard's  room. 
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What  she  would  have  done  had  she  known  who  th* 
stranger  was  is  doubtful.  Fortunately  she  did  not  know 
Dut  being  hospitably  inclined,  and  anxious  to  show  the 
Governor's  Eastern  relatives  how  grand  and  nice  they  w$>re, 
Bhe  broiled  the  tender  lamb,  and  made  the  fragrant  coffee, 
and  laid  the  table  in  the  cozy  breakfast-room,  and  put  on  the 
little  silver  set,  and  conducting  her  visitor  out  to  dinner, 
helped  her  herself,  and  then  left  the  room,  telling  Ethelyn 
to  ring  if  she  wanted  anything,  as  Hannah  was  within  hear- 
ing. Bewildered  and  puzzled  with  regard  to  her  own  identity, 
Ethie  sat  down  at  Richard's  table,  in  Richard's  house,  and 
partook  of  Richard's  food,  with  a  strange  feeling  of  quiet, 
and  a  constantly  increasing  sensation  of  numbness  and  be- 
wilderment. Access  to  the  house  had  been  easier  than  she 
fancied ;  but  she  could  not  help  feeling  that  she  had  no 
right  to  be  there,  no  claim  on  Richard's  hospitality.  Cer- 
tainly she  had  none,  if  what  she  had  heard  at  Clifton  were 
true.  But  was  it  ?  There  was  some  doubt  creeping  into 
her  mind,  though  why  Richard  should  wish  to  build  so 
large  and  so  fine  a  house  just  for  himself  she  could  not 
understand.  She  never  guessed  how  every  part  of  that 
dwelling  had  been  planned  with  a  direct  reference  to  her 
and  her  tastes;  that  not  a  curtain,  or  a  carpet,  or  a  picture 
had  been  purchased  without  Melinda's  having  said  she 
believed  Ethie  would  approve  it.  Every  stone,  and  plank, 
and  tack,  and  nail  had  in  it  a  thought  of  the  Ethie  whose  com- 
ing back  had  been  speculated  upon  and  planned  in  so  many 
different  ways,  but  never  in  this  way, — never  just  as  it  had 
finally  occurred,  with  Richard  gone,  and  no  one  theie  to 
welcome  her,  save  the  servants  in  the  kitchen,  who,  while 
she  ate  her  solitary  dinner,  feeling  more  desolate  and 
wretched  than  she  had  ever  before  felt  in  her  life,  wondered 
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who  she  was,  and  how  far  they  ought  to  go  with  then 
attentions  and  civilities.  They  took  her  for  what  she  pro- 
fessed to  he, — a  Markham,  and  a  near  connection  of  the 
Governor ;  and  as  that  stamped  her  somebody,  they  were 
inclined  to  he  very  civil,  feeling  sure  that  Mrs.  James 
would  heartily  approve  their  course.  She  had  rung  no  bel! 
for  Hannah  ;  hut  they  knew  her  dinner  was  over,  for  they 
heard  her  as  she  went  hack  into  the  reception-room,  where 
Mrs.  Dobson  ere  long  joined  her,  and  asked  if  she  would 
like  to  see  the  house. 

"  It's  the  only  thing  we  can  amuse  you  with,  unless  you 
are  fond  of  music.  Maybe  you  are,"  and  Mrs.  Dobson  led 
the  way  to  a  little  music-room,  where,  in  the  recess  of  a 
bow  window,  a  closed  piano  was  standing. 

At  first  Ethelyn  did  not  observe  it  closely ;  but  when 
the  housekeeper  opened  it,  and  pushing  back  the  heavy 
drapery  disclosed  it  fully  to  view,  Ethie  started  forward 
with  a  sudden  cry  of  wonder  and  surprise,  while  her  face 
was  deadly  pale,  and  the  fingers  which  came  down  with  a 
crash  upon  the  keys  shook  violently,  for  she  knew  it  was 
her  old  instrument  standing  there  before  her, — the  one  she 
had  sold  to  procure  money  for  her  flight.  Richard  must 
have  bought  it  back;  for  her  sake,  too,  or  rather  for  the 
sake  of  what  she  once  was  to  him,  not  what  she  was 
now. 

"  Play,  won't  you  ? "  Mrs.  Dobson  said.  But  Ethie  could 
not  then  have  touched  a  note.  The  faintest  tone  of  that 
instrument  would  have  maddened  her,  and  she  turned  away 
jrom  it  with  a  shudder,  while  the  talkative  Mrs.  Dobson 
continued,  "  It's  an  old  piano,  I  believe,  that  belonged  to 
the  first  Mrs.  Markham.  There's  to  be  a  new  one  bough* 
for  the  other  Mrs.  Markham,  I  heard  them  say." 
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Ethie's  hands  were  locked  together  now,  and  her  eetl 
shut  so  tightly  over  her  lips  that  the  thin  skin  was  bi  ken# 
and  a  drop  of  blood  showed  upon  the  pale  surface ;  I  it  in 
so  doing  she  kept  back  the  cry  of  anguish  which  leapt  1  up 
from  her  heart  at  Mrs.  Dobson's  words.  The  "  first  Mrs. 
Markham,"  that  was  herself,  while  the  "  other  Mrs.  Mark- 
ham  "  meant,  of  course,  her  rival, — the  bride  about  whom 
she  had  heard  at  Clifton.  She  did  not  think  of  Melinda  as 
being  a  part  of  that  household,  "  and  the  other  Mrs.  Mark- 
ham,"  for  whom  the  new  piano  was  to  be  purchased,—  she 
thought  of  nothing  but  herself,  and  her  own  blig  ted 
hopes. 

"  Does  the  Governor  know  for  certain  that  his  first  wife 
is  dead  ? "  she  asked,  at  last,  and  Mrs.  Dobson  replied — 

"  Of  course  she's  dead.  It's  five  years  since  he  heard  a 
word.  She  must  have  been  pretty.  Her  picture  is  in  the 
Governor's  room.     Come,  I  will  show  it  to  you." 

Mrs.  Dobson  had  left  her  glasses  in  the  kitchen,  so  she 
did  not  notice  the  white  face,  so  startling  in  its  expression, 
as  her  visitor  followed  on  up  the  broad  staircase  into  the 
spacious  hall  above,  and  on  still  further,  till  they  came  to 
the  door  of  Richard's  room,  which  Hannah  had  left  open. 
Then  for  a  moment  Ethelyn  hesitated.  It  seemed  like  a 
sacrilege  for  her  feet  to  tread  the  floor  of  that  private 
room,  for  her  breath  to  taint  the  atmosphere  of  a  spot 
where  the  new  wife  would  come.  But  Mrs.  Dobson  led 
her  on  until  she  stood  in  the  centre  of  Richard's  room, 
surrounded  by  the  unmistakable  paraphernalia  of  a  man, 
with  so  many  things  around  her  to  remind  her  of  the  past. 
Surely,  this  was  her  own  furniture ;  the  very  articles  she 
had  chosen  for  the  room  in  Camden.  It  was  kind  in  Rich- 
ard to  keep  and  bring  them  here,  where  everything  was  sea 
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much  more  elegant, — Hnd,  too,  in  him  to  redeem  her  piano 
It  showed  that  for  a  time,  at  least,  he  had  remembered 
her ;  but,  alas !  he  had  forgotten  her  now,  when  she  wanted 
his  love  so  much.  There  were  great  blurring  tears  in  her 
eyes,  and  she  could  not  distinctly  see  the  picture  on  the 
wall,  which  Mrs.  Dobson  said  was  the  first  Mrs.  Markham, 
asking  if  she  was  not  a  beauty. 

"  Rather  pretty,  yes,"  Ethie  said,  making  a  great  effort 
to  speak  naturally,  and  adding  after  a  moment,  "  I  suppose 
it  will  be  taken  down  when  the  other  Mrs.  Markham 
comes." 

In  Mrs.  Dobson's  mind  the  other  Mrs.  Markham  only 
meant  Melinda,  and  she  replied — 

"  "Why  should  it  ?  She  knew  the  other  lady  and  liked 
ner,  too." 

"  She  knew  me  ?  Who  can  it  be  ?  "  Ethie  asked  her- 
self, remembering  that  the  name  she  had  heard  at  Clifton 
was  a  strange  one  to  her. 

"This,  now,  is  the  very  handsomest  part  of  the  whole 
nouse,"  Mrs.  Dobson  said,  throwing  open  a  door  which  led 
from  Richard's  room  into  a  suite  of  apartments  which,  to 
Ethie's  bewildered  gaze,  seemed  more  like  fairy -land  than 
anything  real  she  had  ever  seen.  "  This  the  Governor  fit- 
ted up  expressly  for  his  wife,  and  I'm  told  he  spent  more 
money  here  than  in  all  the  upper  rooms.  Did  you  ever  see 
handsomer  lace  ?  He  sent  to  New  York  for  them,"  she 
said,  lifting  up  one  of  the  exquisitely  wrought  curtains  fes- 
tooned across  the  arch  which  divided  the  boudoir  from  the 
large  sleeping-room  beyond.  "  This  I  call  the  bridal  cham- 
ber," she  continued,  stepping  into  the  room  where  every- 
thing was  so  pure  and  white.  "  But,  bless  me,  I  forgot 
that  1  put  on  a  lot  of  bottles  to  heat.     I'll  venture  they  art 
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every  one  of  them  shivered  to  atoms,  Hannah  is  sft 
careless.  Excuse  me,  will  you,  and  entertain  yourself 
awhile.  I  reckon  you  can  find  your  way  back  to  the 
parlor." 

Ethelyn  wanted  nothing  so  much  as  to  be  left-  alone  an<? 
free  to  indulge  in  the  emotions  which  were  fast  getting  the 
mastery  of  her.  Covering  her  face  with  her  hands,  as  the 
door  closed  after  Mrs.  Dobson,  she  sat  for  a  moment  bereft 
of  the  power  to  think  or  feel.  Then,  as  things  became 
more  real,  and  great  throbs  of  heat  and  pain  went  tearing 
through  her  temples,  she  remembered  that  she  was  in 
Richard's  house,  up  in  the  room  which  Mrs.  Dobson  had 
termed  the  bridal  chamber,  the  apartments  which  had  been 
probably  fitted  up  for  Richard's  bride,  whoever  she  might 
be. 

"  I  never  counted  on  this,"  she  whispered,  as  she  paced 
ap  and  down  the  range  of  rooms,  from  the  little  parlor  or 
boudoir  to  the  dressing-room  beyond  the  bedroom,  and  the 
little  conservatory  at  the  side  where  the  choicest  of  plants 
were  in  blossom,  and  where  the  dampness  was  so  cool  to  her 
burning  brow. 

It  did  not  strike  her  as  strange  that  Richard  should 
h?.ve  thought  of  all  this,  nor  did  she  wonder  whose  taste 
had  aided  him  in  making  such  a  home.  She  did  not  won- 
der at  anything  except  at  herself,  who  had  missed  so  much 
and  fallen  into  such  depths  of  woe. 

"  Oh,  Richard !  "  she  sighed,  as  she  went  back  into  the 
bridal  chamber.  "  You  would  pity  me  now,  and  forgive 
me,  too,  if  you  knew  what  I  am  suffering  here  in  your 
home,  which  can  never  be  mine  !  " 

She  was  standing  near  the  window,  taking  in  the  effect 
of  her  surr  fundings,  from  the  white  ground  carpet  covered 
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with  brilliant  bouquets,  to  the  unrumpled,  snowy  bed 
which  looked  so  diliciously  cool  and  inviting,  and  seemed 
beckoning  the  poor,  tired  woman  to  its  embrace.  And 
Ethie  yielded  at  last  to  the  silent  invitation,  forgetting 
everything  save  how  tired,  and  sorry,  and  fever-smitten  she 
was,  and  how  heavy  her  swollen  eyelids  were  with  tears, 
and  the  many  nights  she  had  not  s*ept.  Ethie's  cheeks 
were  crimson,  and  her  pulse  throbbing  rapidly  as,  loosing 
her  long,  beautiful  hair,  which  of  all  her  girlish  beauty 
remained  unimpaired,  and  putting  off  her  little  gaiters,  she 
lay  down  upon  the  snowy  bed,  and  pressing  her  aching 
head  upon  the  pillows,  whispered  softly  to  her  other  self, 
— the  Ethelyn  Grant  she  used  to  know  in  Chicopee,  when 
a  little  twelve-year-old  girl  she  fled  from  the  maddened  cow 
and  met  the  tall  young  man  from  the  West. 

"  Governor  Markbam  they  call  him  now,"  she  said,  "  and 
/  am  Mrs.  Governor,"  and  a  laugh  broke  the  stillness  of 
the  rooms  kept  so  sacred  until  now. 

In  the  hall  below  Hannah  overheard  the  laugh,  and 
mounting  the  stairs  cast  one  frightened  glance  into  the 
chamber  where  a  tossing,  moaning  figure  lay  upon  the  bed, 
with  masses  of  brown  hair  falling  about  the  face  and  float- 
ing over  the  pillows. 

Good  Mrs.  Dobson  dropped  one  of  the  jars  she  was  fill- 
ing when  Hannah  came  with  her  strange  tale,  and  leaving 
the  scalding  mass  of  pulp  and  juice  upon  the  floor,  she 
hastened  up  the  stairs,  and  with  as  stern  a  voice  as  it  was 
possible  for  her  to  assume,  demanded  of  Ethelyn  what  she 
was  doing  there.  But  Ethie  only  whispered  on  to  herself 
of  divorces,  and  governors'  wives-elect,  and  bridal  cham- 
bers where  she  could  rest  so  nicely.  Mrs.  Dobson  was 
nothing  to  her,  and  the  good  woman's  wrath  changed  to 
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pity  as  she  met  the  bright,  restless  eyes,  and  felt  the  burn* 
big  hands  which  she  held  for  a  moment  in  her  own.  It 
was  a  pretty  little  hand, — soft  and  white,  and  small  almost 
as  a  child's.  There  was  a  ring  upon  the  left  hand,  too  ;  a 
marriage  ring,  Mrs.  Dobson  guessed,  wondering  now  more 
than  ever  who  the  stranger  was  that  had  thus  boldly  takeu 
possession  of  a  room  into  which  none  but  the  family  evet 
came. 

"  She  is  married,  it  would  seem,"  she  said  to  Hannah,  and 
then,  as  Richard's  name  dropped  from  Ethelyn's  lips,  she 
looked  curiously  at  the  face  so  ghastly  white,  save  where 
u&pots  of  crimson  colored  the  cheeks,  and  at  the  mass  of  hair 
which  Ethie  had  pushed  up  and  off  from  the  forehead  it 
seemed  to  oppress  with  its  weight. 

"  Go  bring  me  some  ice-water  from  the  cellar,"  Mrs. 
Dobson  said  to  Hannah,  who  hurried  away  on  the  errand, 
while  the  housekeeper,  left  to  herself,  bent  nearer  to  Ethe- 
lyn  and  closely  scrutinized  her  face  ;  then  stepping  to 
Richard's  room,  she  examined  the  picture  on  the  wall,  and 
came  to  a  conclusion  as  to  who  the  strange  woman  was. 

Mrs.  Dobson  was  a  good  deal  alarmed, — "  set  back,"  as 
she  afterward  expressed  it  when  telling  the  story  to  Me- 
Linda, — and  her  knees  fairly  knocked  together  as  she  re- 
turned to  the  sick-room,  and  bending  again  over  the  stranger 
asked,  "  Is  your  name  Ethelyn  ?  " 

For  an  instant  there  was  a  look  of  consciousness  in  the 
brown  eyes,  and  Ethie  whispered  faintly — 

"Don't  tell  him.  D-m't  send  me  away.  Let  me  stay 
here  and  die  ;  it  won't  be  long,  and  this  pillow  is  so  nice." 

She  was  wandering  again,  and  satisfied  that  her  surmises 
were  correct,  Mrs.  Dobson  lifted  her  gently  uj ,  and  to  the 
great  surprise  of  Hannah,  who  had  returned  with  the  ice. 
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began  removing  the  heavy  dress  and  the  skirts  so  much  in 
the  way. 

•  Bring  some  of  Mrs.  Markham's  night-clothes  and  ask 
me  no  questions,"  she  said  to  the  astonished  girl,  who 
bilently  obeyed  her,  and  then  assisted  while  Ethelyn  wa* 
arrayed  in  Melinda's  night-gown  and  made  more  comfort- 
able and  easy  than  she  could  be  in  her  own  tight-fitting 
dress. 

"  Take  this  to  the  telegraph  office,"  was  Mrs.  Dobson's 
next  order  after  she  had  been  a  few  moments  in  the  library 
and  Hannah  obeyed,  reading  as  she  ran : 

"  Davenport,  August  — . 
"  To  Mrs.  James  Markham,  Olney : 

"  There's  a  strange  woman  sick  here.    Please  come  home. 

"  Elinor  Dobson." 

The  way  was  open  for  the  despatch,  and  in  less  than  half 
an  hour  the  operator  at  Olney  was  writing  out  the  message 
which  would  take  Melinda  back  to  Davenport  as  fast  as 
Eteam  could  cany  her. 


AT   HOMK.  369 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

AT    HOME. 

]RS.  JAMES  MARKHAM  had  spent  a  few  weeks 
with  a  party  of  Davenport  friends  in  St.  Paul's  and 
viciuity,  but  she  was  now  at  home  in  Olney  with 
her  mother,  whom  she  helped  with  the  ironing  that  morning, 
showing  a  quickness  and  dexterity  in  the  doing  up  of  Tim's 
shirts  and  the  best  table  linen  which  proved  that,  although 
a  "  mighty  fine  lady,"  as  some  of  the  Olneyites  termed  her, 
she  had  neither  forgotten,  nor  was  above  working  in  the 
kitchen  when  the  occasion  required.  The  day's  ironing 
was  over,  and  refreshed  with  a  bath,  and  a  half  hour's  sleep 
after  it,  she  sat  under  the  shadow  of  the  tall  trees,  arrayed 
in  her  white  marseilles,  which,  being  gored,  made  her  look, 
as  unsophisticated  Andy  thought,  most  too  slim  and  flat. 
Andy  himself  was  over  at  the  Joneses  that  afternoon,  and, 
down  upon  all  fours,  was  playing  bear  with  baby  Ethelyn, 
who  shouted  and  screamed  with  delight  at  the  antics  of  hei 
childish  uncle.  Mrs.  James  was  not  contemplating  a  return 
to  Davenport  for  three  or  four  weeks ;  indeed,  ever  since 
the  letter  received  from  Clifton  with  regard  to  Richard's 
sickness,  she  had  been  seriously  meditating  a  flying  visit  to 
the  invalid,  who  she  knew  would  be  glad  to  see  her.  It 
must  be  very  desolate  for  him  there  alone,  she  said ;  and 
then  her  thoughts  went  after  the  wanderer  whom  they  had 
long  since  ceased  to  talk  about,  much  less  to  expect  back 
again.  Melinda  was  thinking  sadly  of  her,  and  speculating 
as  to  what  her  fate  had  been,  when  down  the  road  from  the 
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village  came  the  little  messenger  boy,  who  always  made 
one's  heart  beat  so  fast  when  he  handed  out  his  missive. 
Be  had  one  now,  and  he  brought  it  to  Melinda,  who,  think- 
ing of  hei  husband,  whom  she  had  left  m  St.  Paul's,  felt  a 
tJuril  of  fear  lest  something  had  befallen  him.  But  the 
dispatch  came  from  Davenport,  from  Mrs.  Dobson  her- 
Be!f,  and  said  that  a  strange  woman  lay  very  sick  in  the 
house. 

"  A  strange  woman,"  that  was  all,  but  it  made  Melinda's 
heart  leap  up  into  her  throat  at  the  bare  possibility  as  to 
who  the  strange  woman  might  be.  Andy  read  the  mes- 
sage next,  and  Melinda  knew  by  the  flush  upon  his  face, 
md  the  drops  of  perspiration  which  started  out  so  suddenty 
'iround  his  mouth,  that  he,  too,  shared  her  suspicions. 
But  not  a  word  was  spoken  by  either  upon  the  subject 
agitating  them  both  so  powerfully.  Melinda  only  said, 
M  I  must  go  home  at  once, — in  the  next  train,  if  pos- 
sible," while  Andy  rejoined,  "  I  am  going  with  you." 

Melinda  knew  why  he  was  going,  and  when  at  last 
they  were  on  the  way,  the  sight  of  his  honest  face, 
glowing  all  over  with  eagerness  and  joyful  anticipations, 
kept  her  own  spirits  up,  and  made  what  she  so  greatly 
hoped  for  seem  absolutely  certain.  It  was  morning  when 
they  arrived,  and  were  driven  rapidly  through  the  streets 
toward  home.  The  house  seemed  very  quiet;  every 
window  and  shutter,  so  far  as  they  could  see,  was  closed, 
and  both  experienced  a  terrible  fear  lest  "  the  strange 
woman "  was  gone.  They  could  not  wait  for  Hannah 
to  open  the  door,  and  so  they  went  round  to  the  basement, 
and  surprised  Mrs.  Dobson  as  she  bent  over  the  fire,  stir- 
ring the  basin  of  gruel  she  was  preparing  for  her  patient. 
u  The  strange  woman "    was   not  gone.     She  was  raving 
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mad,  Mrs.  Dobson  said,  and  talked  the  queerest  things. 
"I've  had  the  doctor,  just  as  I  knew  you  would  have 
d;>ne,  had  you  been  here,"  she  said,  "and  he  pronounced 
it  brain  fever,  brought  on  by  fatigue,  and  some  great 
excitement  or  worriment.  'Pears  like  she  thought  she 
was  divorced,  or  somebody  was  divorced,  for  she  was 
talking  about  it,  and  showing  the  ring  on  her  fourth 
finger.  I  hope  Governor  Markham  won't  mind.  'Twas 
none  of  my  doings.  She  went  there  herself,  and  I  found 
her  in  the  bed  in  that  room  where  nobody  ever  slept, — 
the  bride's  room,  I  call  it,  you  know." 

"  Is  she  there  ?  "  Melinda  asked,  in  amazement,  while 
Andy,  who  had  been  standing  near  the  door  which  led  up 
to  the  next  floor,  disappeared  up  the  stairs,  leaving  the 
women  alone. 

He  knew  the  way  to  the  room  designated,  and  went  hur- 
rying on,  until  he  reached  the  door,  and  there  he  paused, 
his  flesh  creeping  with  the  intensity  of  his  excitement,  and 
his  whole  being  pervaded  with  a  crushing  sense  of  eager 
expectancy.  He  had  not  put  into  words  what  or  whom  he 
expected  to  find  on  the  other  side  of  the  door  he  hardly 
dared  to  open.  He  only  knew  he  should  be  terribly  dis- 
appointed if  his  conjectures  proved  wrong,  and  a  smothered 
prayer  rose  to  his  lips,  "  God  grant  it  may  be  the  she  I 
mean." 

The  she  he  meant  was  sleeping.  The  brown  head  which 
had  rolled  so  restlessly  all  night  was  lying  quietly  upon  me 
pillows,  the  burning  cheek  resting  upon  on©  hand,  and  the 
mass  of  long  bright  hair  tucked  back  under  one  of  Mrs. 
Dobson' s  own  nightcaps,  that  lady  having  sought  in  vain 
for  snch  an  article  among  her  mistress's  wardrobe.  She  did 
not  hear  Andy  as  he  stepped  across  the  floor  to  the  bed- 
16 
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side.  Bending  cautiously  above  hv_,  he  hesitated  a  mo 
rnent,  while  a  great  throb  of  disappointment  ran  through 
his  veins.  Surely  that  was  not  Ethie,  with  the  hollow 
cheeks  and  the  disfiguring  frill  around  her  face,  giving  hei 
the  look  of  the  new  and  stylish  nurse  Melinda  had  got  from 
Chicago, — the  woman  who  wore  a  cap  in  place  of  a  bonnet, 
and  jabbered  half  the  time  m  some  foreign  tongue,  whiel* 
Melinda  said  was  French.  The  room  was  very  dark,  and 
Andy  pushed  back  a  blind,  letting  in  such  a  flood  of  light 
that  the  sleeper  started,  and  moaned,  and  turned  herseli 
upon  the  pillow,  while  with  a  gasping,  sobbing  cry,  Andy 
fell  upon  his  knees,  apd  with  clasped  hands  and  streaming 
ejes,  exclaimed — 

"  I  thank  Thee,  Father  of  mercies,  more  than  1  can  tell, 
for  it  is  Ethie, — it  is  Ethie, — it  is  Ethie,  our  own  darling 
Ethie,  come  back  to  us  again;  and  now,  dear  Lord, 
bring  old  Dick  home  at  once,  and  let  us  base  a  time  of 
it." 

Ethie's  eyes  were  open  and  fixed  inquiringly  upon  Andy. 
Something  in  his  voice  or  manner  must  have  penetrated 
through  the  mists  of  delirium  clouding  her  brain,  for  the 
glimmer  of  a  smile  played  round  her  lips  and  her  hands 
moved  slowly  toward  him ;  then  they  went  back  again  to 
her  throat  and  tugged  at  the  nightcap  strings  which  good 
Mrs.  Dobson  had  tied  in  a  hard  knot  by  way  of  keeping 
the  cap  upon  the  refractory  head.  Ethie  did  not  fancy  the 
cap  any  more  than  Andy,  who,  guessing  her  wishes,  lent 
kis  own  assistance  to  the  untying  of  the  strings. 

"  You  don't  like  the  pesky  thing  on  youi  head,  making 
you  look  so  like  a  scarecrow,  do  you  ? ,7  he  said,  gently,  as 
with  a  jerk  he  broke  the  strings  and  then  threw  the  dis« 
carded  cap  upon  the  floor. 
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Ethie  seemed  to  know  him  for  a  moment,  and  "  Kis? 
me,  Andy,"  came  feebly  from  her  lips.  Winding  his  alms 
about  her,  Andy  did  kiss  her  many  times,  while  his  tears 
dropped  upon  her  face  and  moistened  the  long  hair  which, 
relieved  from  its  confinement^  fell  in  dark  masses  about  he? 
face,  making  her  look  more  like  the  Ethelyn  of  old  than 
she  had  at  first. 

"Was  thei 3  a  divorce I "  she  whispered,  and  Andy,  in 
great  perplexity,  was  wondering  what  she  meant,  when 
Melinda's  step  came  along  the  hall,  and  Melinda  entered 
the  room  together  with  Mrs.  Dobson. 

u  It's  she, — herself  !  It's  our  own  Ethie  ! "  Andy 
exclaimed,  standing  back  a  little  from  the  bed,  but  still 
holding  the  feverish  hand  which  had  grasped  his  so  firmly, 
as  if  in  that  touch  alone  was  rest  and  security. 

"  I  thought  so,"  and  with  a  satisfied  nod  Mrs.  Dob?on 
put  down  her  bowl  of  gruel  and  went  to  communicate 
the  startling  news  to  Hannah,  who  nearly  lost  her  sense? 
in  the  first  moment  of  surprise. 

"  Do  you  know  me,  Ethie  ? "  Melinda  asked,  and  Etkie's 
lip  quivered  slightly  as  she  said  sadly  and  beseechingly 
"  Don't  send  me  away,  when  I  am  so  tired  and  sorry." 

She  seemed  to  have  a  vague  idea  of  where  she  was  and 
who  was  with  her,  clinging  closer  to  Andy,  as  if  surest  of 
him,  and  once  when  he  bent  over  her,  she  suddenly  wound 
her  arms  around  his  neck  and  whispered,  "  Don't  lea^e 
me, — it's  nice  to  know  you  are  with  me ;  and  don't  let 
them  put  that  dreadful  thing  on  my  head  again.  Auut 
Van  Buren  said  I  was  a  fright.  Will  Richard  think  so 
too?" 

This  was  the  only  time  she  mentioned  her  husband,  but 
&iie  talked  of  Clifton,  and  Mrs.  Pry,  and  the  storv  of  the 
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divorce,  and  tho  little  chapel  where  she  said  God  always 
came,  and  she  bade  Andy  kneel  down  and  pray  just  as 
they  were  doing  there  when  the  summer  day  drew  to  a 
close, 

"  We  must  send  for  Dick,"  Andy  said ;  "  but  don't  let's 
tell  the  whole ;  let's  leave  something  to  his  imagination  ; " 
and  so  the  telegram  which  went  to  Gov.  Markham  read 
simply,  "  Come  home  immediately." 

Richard  had  heard  of  Miss  Bigelow's  sudden  departure, 
and  had  been  surprised  to  find  how  much  he  missed  the 
fcght  footstep  and  the  rustling  sound  which  had  come  frora 
No.  101.  He  was  a  good  deal  interested  in  Miss  Bigelow, 
ind  he  felt  sorry  that  she  was  gone,  and  Clifton  was  not 
to  pleasant  to  him  now  as  it  had  been  at  first.  He  wa? 
nuch  better,  and  had  been  several  times  to  the  chapel, 
Rdien  up  the  three  flights  of-  stairs  Perry  came  one 
iay  and  stopped  at  Room  No.  102.  There  was  a 
telegram  for  Richard,  who  took  it  with  trembling  hands 
ind  read  it  with  a  blur  before  his  eyes  and  something 
it  his  heart  like  a  blow,  but  which  was  born  of  a  sudden 
hope  that,  after  many  days  and  months  and  years  of  wait- 
ing, God  had  deigned  fo  be  merciful.  But  only  for  a  brief 
moment  did  this  hope  buoy  him  up.  It  could  not  be,  he 
eaid  ;  and  yet,  as  he  made  his  hasty  preparations  for  his 
journey,  he  found  the  possibility  constantly  recurring  to 
his  mind,  while  the  nearer  he  came  to  Davenport  the  more 
probable  it  seemed,  and  the  more  impatient  he  grew  at 
every  little  delay.  There  were  several  upon  the  road,  and 
once,  when  only  fifty  miles  from  home,  there  was  a  deten- 
tion of  four  hours.  But  the  long  train  moved  on  at  last,  and 
just  as  the  sun  was  sotting  the  cars  stopped  in  the  Daven- 
port depot,  a  ad  as  the  passengers  alighted  the  loungen 
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whispered  to  earh  other,  "  Governor  Markham  has  some 
home." 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

RICHARD      AND      ETHELTN. 

REIVED  at  Davenport,  and  so  near  his  home  that 
he  could  discern  its  roofs  and  chimneys,  the  hope 
which  had  kept  Richard  up  all  through  his  rapid 
journey  began  to  give  way,  and  he  hardly  knew  what 
he  expected  to  find,  as  he  went  up  the  steps  to  his 
house  and  rang  the  door-bell.  Certainly  not  Andy, — he 
had  not  thought  of  him, — and  his  pulse  quickened  with  a 
feeling  of  eagerness  and  hope  renewed  Avhen  he  caught  sight 
of  his  brother's  beaming  face,  and  felt  the  pressure  of  his 
broad  hand.  In  his  delight  Andy  kissed  his  brother  two  or 
three  times  during  the  interval  it  took  to  get  him  through 
the  hall  into  the  reception-room,  where  they  were  alone. 
Arrived  there,  Andy  fell  to  capering  across  the  floor,  while 
Richard  looked  on,  puzzled  to  decide  whether  his  weak 
brother  had  gone  wholly  daft  or  not.  Recollecting  him- 
self at  last,  and  assuming  a  more  sober  attitude,  Andy 
came  close  to  him  and  whispered — ■ 

"  Dick,  you  ought  to  be  thankful,  so  thankful  and  glad 
that  God  has  been  kind  at  last  and  heard  our  prayers,  just  as 
I  always  told  you  he  would.  Guess  who  is  up  stairs,  ravin' 
^razy  by  spells,  and  quiet  as  a  Maltese  kitten  the  rest  of 
the  time.  I'll  bet,  though,  you'll  never  guess,  it  is  so 
itrange.     Try,  now, — who  do  you  think  it  is  ? " 

"  Ethelyn,"  came  in  a  whisper  from  Richard' si  lips,  and, 
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rather  crestfallen,  the  simple  Andy  said,  "  Somebody  told 
you,  I  know ;  but  you  are  right.  Ethie  is  here, — came 
when  we  all  was  gone, — said  she  was  a  connection  of 
yourn,  and  so  Miss  Dobson  let  her  in,  and  treated  her  up 
and  slowed  her  the  house,  and  left  her  in  them  rooms  you 
fixed  a  purpose  for  her.  You  see  Miss  Dobson  had  some 
truck  she  was  canning,  and  she  stayed  down  stairs  so  long 
that  when  she  went  back  she  found  Ethie  had  taken  posses- 
sion of  that  bed  where  nobody  ever  slep',  and  was  burn  in' 
up  with  fever  and  talkin'  the  queerest  kind  of  talk  about  di- 
vorces, and  all  that,  and  there  was  something  in  her  face 
made  Miss  Dobson  mistrust  who  she  was,  and  she  tele- 
graphed for  Melinda  and  me, — or  rather  for  Melinda, — and 
I  came  out  with  her,  for  I  knew  in  a  minit  who  the 
strange  woman  was.  But  she  won't  know  you,  Dick. 
She  don't  know  me,  though  she  lays  her  head  on  my  arm 
and  sj  ugs  up  to  me  awful  neat.  Will  you  go  now  to  see 
her?'-   ' 

The  question  was  superfluous,  for  Eichard  was  half  way 
up  the  stairs,  followed  close  by  Andy,  who  went  with  him 
to  the  door  of  Ethie's  room ,  and  then  stood  back,  thinking 
it  best  for  Richard  to  go  in  alone. 

Ethelyn  was  asleep,  and  Melinda  sat  watching  her.  She 
knew  it  was  Richard  who  came  in,  for  she  had  heard  his 
voice  in  the  hall,  and  greeting  him  quietly  arose  and  left 
the  room,  whispering,  "  If  she  wakes,  don't  startle  her, 
Probably  she  will  not  know  you." 

Then  she  went  out,  and  Richard  was  alone  with  the  wife  he 
had  not  seen  for  more  than  five  weary  years.  It  was  very  dark 
in  the  room,  and  it  took  him  a  moment  to  accustom  him- 
self sufficiently  to  the  light  to  discern  the  figure  lying  so 
stfll  before  him,  the  pale  eyelids  closed,  and  the  long  eye* 
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lashes  resting  upon  the  crimson  cheek.  The  lips  and  fore- 
head were  very  white,  but  the  rest  of  tLe  face  was  puiple 
with  fevei,  and  as  that  gave  the  cheeks  a  fuller,  roundel 
look,  she  did  not  at  first  seem  greatly  changed,  but  looked 
much  as  she  did  the  first  time  he  came  from  Washington 
and  found  her  so  low.  The  long  hair  which  Andy  would  not 
have  confined  in  a  cap  was  pushed  back  from  her  brow, 
and  lay  in  tangled  masses  upon  the  pillow,  while  her  hands 
were  folded  one  within  the  other  and  rested  outside  the 
covering.  And  Richard  touched  her  hands  first, — the  lit- 
tle, soft,  white  hands  he  used  to  think  so  pretty,  and  which 
he  now  kissed  so  softly  as  he  knelt  by  the  bedside  and  tried 
to  look  closely  into  Ethie's  face. 

"  My  poor,  sick  darling,  God  knows  how  glad  I  am  to 
have  you  back,"  he  said,  and  his  tears  dropped  like  rain 
upon  the  hands  he  pressed  so  gently.  Then  softly  caress- 
ing the  pale  forehead,  his  fingers  threaded  the  mass  of  tan- 
gled hair,  and  his  lips  touched  the  hot,  burning  onea 
which  quivered  for  a  moment,  and  then  said,  brokenly — 

"  A  dream, — all  a  dream.  I've  had  it  so  many 
times." 

She  was  waking,  and  Richard  drew  back  a  step  or  two; 
while  the  bright,  restless  eyes  moved  round  the  room  as  if 
in  quest  of  some  one. 

"  It's  very  daik,"  she  said,  and  turning  one  of  the  shut- 
ters Richard  came  back  and  stood  just  where  the  light 
would  fall  upon  his  face  as  it  did  on  hers. 

He  saw  now  how  changed  she  was  ;  but  she  was  none 
the  less  dear  to  him  for  that,  and  he  spoke  to  her  very 
tenderly — 

"  Ethie,  darling,  don't  you  know  me  ?  I  am  Richard, 
your  husband,  and  I  am  so  glad  to  get  you  back." 
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There  aid  seem  to  be  a  moment's  consciousness,  fo\ 
there  crept  into  the  eyes  a  startled,  anxious  look  as  they 
scanned  Richard's  face ;  then  the  lip  quivered  again,  and 
Ethie  said,  pleadingly — 

"  Don't  send  me  away.  I  am  so  tired,  and  the  road  wa$ 
sc  long.  I  thought  I  should  never  get  here.  Let  me  stay, 
I  shall  not  be  bad  any  more." 

Then,  unmindful  of  consequences,  Richard  gathered  hei 
in  his  arms  and  held  her  there  an  instant  in  a  passionate 
embrace,  which  left  her  pale  and  panting,  but  seemed  to 
reassure  her,  for  when  he  would  have  laid  her  back  upon 
the  pillow,  she  said  to  him,  "  No,  not  there, — on  your  arm5 
— so.  Yes,  that's  nice,"  and  an  expression  of  intense 
satisfaction  stole  into  her  face  as  she  nestled  her  head  close 
to  Richard's  bosom,  and,"  closing  her  eyes,  seemed  to  sleep 
again.  And  Richard  held  her  thus,  forgetting  his  own 
fatigue,  and  refusing  to  give  up  his  post  either  to  Andy  or 
Melinda,  both  of  whom  ventured  in  at  last,  and  tried  to 
make  him  take  some  refreshment  and  rest. 

"  I  am  not  hungry,"  he  said,  "  and  it  is  rest  enough  to 
be  with  Ethelyn." 

Much  he  wondered  where  she  had  come  from,  and  Me« 
jinda  repeated  all  Ethelyn  had  said  which  would  throw 
any  light  upon  the  subject. 

"  She  has  talked  of  the  Nile,  and  St.  Petersburg,  and 
the  Hellespont,  arid  the  ship  which  was  bringing  hex 
borne,  and  of  Chicopee,  but  it  was  difficult  telling  how 
much  was  real,"  Melinda  said,  adding,  "  She  talked  of 
Clifton,  too;  and  were  it  possible,  I  should  say  she  came 
direct  from  there,  but  that  could  not  be.  You  would  have 
known  if  she  had  been  there.  What  was  the  number  of 
your  room  ? " 
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w  102,"  Richard  replied,  while  Melinda  rejo.ied — 

"  That  is  the  number  she  talks  about, — that  and  101. 
Can  it  be  that  she  was  there  ? " 

Richard  wls  certain  of  it.  The  Miss  Bigelow  who  hac 
interested  him  so  much,  lay  there  in  his  arms,  his  own 
wife,  who  was,  if  possible,  tenfold  dearer  to  him  now  than 
when  he  first  held  her  as  his  bride.  He  knew  she  was  verv 
sick,  but  she  would  not  die,  he  said  to  himself.  God  had 
not  restored  her  to  him  just  to  take  her  away  again, 
and  make  his  desolation  more  desolate.  Ethie  would  live 
And  surely  if  love,  and  nursing,  and  tender  care  were  of 
any  avail  to  save  the  life  which  at  times  seemed  fluttering 
on  the  very  verge  of  the  grave,  Ethelyn  would  live. 
Nothing  was  spared  which  could  avail  to  save  her,  and 
even  the  physician,  who  had  all  along  done  what  he  could, 
seemed  to  redouble  his  efforts  when  he  ascertained  who  his 
patient  was. 

Great  was  the  surprise,  and  numerous  the  remarks  and 
surmises  of  the  citizens,  when  it  was  whispered  abroad  that 
the  strange  woman  lying  so  sick  in  the  Governor's  house 
was  no  other  than  the  Governor's  wife,  about  whom  the 
people  had  speculated  so  much.  Nor  was  it  long  ere  the 
news  went  to  Camden,  stirring  up  the  people  there,  and 
bringing  Mrs.  Miller  at  once  to  Davenport,  where  she 
stayed  at  a  hotel  until  such  tim2  as  she  could  be  admitted 
to  Ethelyn's  presence. 

Mrs.  Markham,  senior,  was  washing  windows  when 
Tim  Jones  brought  her  the  letter,  bearing  the  Daven 
port  post-mark.  Melinda  had  purposely  abstained 
from  writing  home  until  Richard  came;  and  so  the 
letter  was  in  his  handwriting,  which  his  mother  recognized 
at  once. 

16* 
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"  Why  it's  from  Richard!"  she  exclaimed.  "I  thought 
he  wouldn't  stay  long  at  Clifton.  I  never  did  beiieve  in 
swashin*  all  the  time.  A  bath  in  the  tin  wash-basin  does 
me  very  well,"  and  the  good  woman  wiped  her  window 
leisurely,  and  even  put  it  back  and  fastened  the  side-slat  ir. 
its  place,  before  she  sat  down  to  see  what  Bichard  had 
written. 

Tim  knew  what  he  had  written ;  for  in  his  hat  was  an- 
other letter  from  Melinda,  for  his  mother,  which  he  had 
opened,  his  feet  going  off  into  a  kind  of  double-shuffle  as 
he  read  that  Ethelyn  had  returned.  She  had  been  very  cold 
and  proud  to  him ;  but  he  had  admired  her  greatly,  and 
remembered  her  with  none  but  kindly  feelings.  He  was 
a  little  anxious  to  know  what  Mrs.  Markham  would  say ; 
but  as  she  was  in  no  hurry  to  open  her  letter,  and  he  was 
fn  a  hurry  to  tell  his  mother  the  good  news,  he  bade  her 
good  morning,  and  mounting  his  horse,  galloped  away 
toward  home. 

"  I  hope  he's  told  who  the  critter  was  that  was  took  sick 
*n  the  house,"  Mrs.  Markham  said,  as  she  adjusted  her 
glasses,  and  broke  the  seal. 

Mrs.  Markham  had  never  fainted  in  her  life,  but  she 
wme  very  near  it  that  morning,  feeling  some  as  she  would 
if  the  Daisy,  dead  so  long,  had  suddenly  walked  into  the 
room  and  taken  a  seat  beside  her. 

"  I  am  glad  for  Dick,"  she  said.  "  I  never  saw  a  man 
change  as  he  has,  pinin'  for  her.  I  mean  to  be  good  to 
her,  if  I  can;"  and  Mrs.  Markham's  sun-bonnet  was  bent 
low  over  Richard's  letter,  on  which  there  were  traces  of 
tears  when  the  head  was  lifted  up  again.  "  I  must  let  John 
know.  I  never  can  stand  it  till  dinner-time,"  she  said ;  and 
a  shrill  blast  from  the  tin  horn,  used  to  bring  her  sons  tc 
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dinner,  wont  echoing  across  the  prairie  to  the  bt  where 
John  was  working. 

It  was  not  a  single  blast,  but  peal  upon  peal,  a  loud,  pro- 
longed sound,  which  startled  John  greatly,  especially  as  he 
knew  by  the  sun  that  it  could  not  be  twelve  o'clock. 

"  Blows  as  if  somebody  was  in  a  fit,"  he  said,  as  he  took 
long  and  rapid  strides  towards  the  farm-house. 

His  mother  met  him  in  the  lane,  letter  in  hand,  and  her 
face  white  with  excitement  as  she  said  below  her  breath — 

"  John,  John,  oh  !  John,  she's  come.  She's  there  at 
Richard's,— sick  with  the  fever,  and  crazy  ;  and  Richard  is 
bo  glad.     Read  what  he  says." 

She  did  not  say  who  had  come,  but  John  knew,  and  his 
eyes  were  dim  with  tears  as  he  took  the  letter  from  his 
mother's  hand,  and  read  it,  walking  beside  her  to  the 
house. 

"  I  presume  they  doctor  her  that  silly  fashion,  with  little 
pills  the  size  of  a  small  pin-head.  Melinda  is  so  set  in  her 
way.  She  ought  to  have  some  good  French  brandy  if  they 
want  to  save  her.  I'd  better  go  myself  and  see  to  it,"  Mrs. 
Markham  said,  after  they  had  reached  the  house,  and  John, 
at  her  request,  had  read  the  letter  aloud. 

John  did  not  quite  fancy  his  mother's  going,  particularly 
as  Richard  had  said  nothing  about  it,  but  Mrs.  Markham 
was  determined. 

"  It  was  a  good  way  to  make  it  up  with  Ethelyn,  to  bo 
there  when  she  come  to,"  she  thought,  and  so,  leaving  hei 
house- cleaning  to  itself,  and  John  to  his  bread  and  milk, 
of  which  he  never  tired,  she  packed  a  little  travelling  bag, 
and  taking  with  her  a  bottle  of  brandy,  started  on  the  nexf 
train  for  Davenport,  where  she  had  never  been. 
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Aunt  Barbara  was  not  cleaning  house.  She  wa3  cutting 
dried  caraway  seed  in  the  garden,  and  thinking  of  Ethi« 
and  wondering  why  she  did  not  write,  and  hoping  that 
when  she  did  she  would  say  that  she  had  talked  with  Rich- 
ard,  and  made  the  matter  up.  Ever  since  hearing  that  he 
was  at  Clifton,  in  the  room  next  to  Ethie,  Aunt  Barbara  had 
counted  upon  a  speedy  reconciliation,  and  done  many  things 
with  a  direct  reference  to  that  reconciliation.  The  best 
chamber  was  kept  constantly  aired,  with  bouquets  of  flowers 
in  it,  in  case  the  happy  pair,  "  as  good  as  just  married," 
should  come  suddenly  upon  her.  Ethie's  favorite  loaf  cake 
was  kept  on  hand,  and  Aunt  Barbara  was  in  a  constant  state 
of  expectancy,  so  she  was  not  in  the  least  surprised  when 
Charlie  Howard  looked  over  the  garden  gate  with  "  Got  a 
letter  for  you." 

"  It  ain't  from  her.  It's  from, — why,  it's  from  Richard, 
and  he  is  in  Davenport,"  Aunt  Barbara  exclaimed,  as 
she  sat  down  in  a  garden  chair  to  read  the  letter  which 
was  not  from  Ethie. 

Richard  did  not  say  directly  to  her  that  she  must 
come,  but  Aunt  Barbara  felt  an  innate  conviction  that 
her  presence  would  not  be  disagreeable,  even  if  Ethie 
lived,  while  "if  she  died,"  and  Aunt  Barbara's  heart 
gave  a  great  throb  as  she  thought  it,  "  if  Ethie  dies, 
I  must  be  there,"  and  so  her  trunk  was  packed  for  the 
third  time  in  Ethie's  behalf,  and  the  next  daj's  train 
from  Boston  carried  the  good  worian  on  her  way  tG 
Davenport 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

RECONCILIATION. 

HERE  had  been  a  succession  of  rainy  days  ic 
Davei  port, — dark,  rainy  days,  which  added  to 
the  gloom  hanging  over  that  house  whose  in 
mates  watched  so  intently  by  Ethie's  side,  trembling  lest 
the  life  they  prayed  for  so  earnestly  might  go  out  at 
any  moment,  so  high  the  fever  ran,  and  so  wild  and 
restless  the  patient  grew.  The  friends  were  all  there 
now, — James,  and  John,  and  Andy,  and  Aunt  Barbara, 
with  Mrs.  Markham,  senior,  who,  next  to  Richard  and 
Andy,  seemed  more  anxious,  more  interested  than  any  one 
for  the  sick  girl  who  lay  insensible  of  all  that  was  pas- 
sing around  her,  save  at  brief  intervals  when  she  seemed 
for  an  instant  to  realize  where  she  was,  for  her  eyes 
would  flash  about  the  room  with  a  frightened  look,  and 
then  seek  Richard's  face  with  a  pleading  expression,  as 
if  asking  him  not  to  cast  her  off,  not  to  send  her  back 
into  the  dreary  world  where  she  had  wandered  so  long 
alone.  The  sight  of  so  many  seemed  to  worry  her, 
and,  at  the  doctor's  suggestion,  all  were  at  last  banished 
from  the  sick-room  except  Aunt  Barbara,  and  Richard, 
and  Nick  Bottom,  as  Ethelyn  persisted  in  calling  poor 
Andy,  who  was  terribly  perplexed  to  know  whether  he 
was  complimented  or  not,  and  who  eventually  took  to 
itudjing  Shakspeare  to  find  who  Bottom  was.  Those 
were  trying  days  to  Richard,  who  rarely  left  Ethelyn'* 
bedside,  except  when   it  was  absolutely  necessary.      She 
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was  more  quiet  with  him,  and  would  sometimes  sleer  foi 
hours  npon  his  arm,  with  one  hand  clasped  in  Aunt 
Barbara's,  and  the  other  held  by  Andy.  At  other  times? 
when  the  fever  was  on,  no  arm  availed  to  hold  her  as  she 
tossed  from  side  to  side,  talking  of  things  at  which  a  stran- 
ger would  have  marvelled,  and  which  made  Richard's 
heart  ache  to  its  very  core.  Sometimes  she  was  a  girl 
in  Ghicopee,  and  all  the  past  as  connected  with  Frank 
Van  Buren  was  lived  over  again  ;  then  she  would  talk 
of  Richard,  and  shudder  as  she  recalled  the  dreary,  dread- 
ful day  when  the  honeysuckles  were  in  blossom,  and  he 
came  to  make  her  his  wife. 

"  "  was  wrong,  all  wrong.  I  did  not  love  him  then," 
she  said,  "  nor  afterward,  on  the  prairie,  nor  anywhere,  un- 
til I  went  away  and  found  what  it  was  to  live  without 
him." 

"  And  do  you  love  him  now  ?  "  Richard  asked  her  once 
when  he  sat  alone  with  her. 

There  was  no  hesitancy  on  her  part,  no  waiting  to  make 
up  an  answer.  It  was  ready  on  her  lips,  "  Yes,  oh,  yes ! " 
and  the  weak  arms  lifted  themselves  up  and  were  wound 
around  his  neck  with  a  pressure  almost  stifling.  How  much 
of  this  was  real  Richard  could  not  tell,  but  he  accepted  it 
all  as  such,  and  waited  impatiently  for  the  day  when  the 
full  light  of  reason  should  return  and  Ethie  be  restored  to 
him.  There  was  but  little  of  her  past  life  which  he  did  not 
learn  from  her  ravings,  and  so  there  was  less  for  her  to  tell 
him  when  at  last  the  fever  abated,  and  her  eyes  met  his 
with  a  knowing,  rational  expression.  Andy  was  alone  with 
her  when  the  change  first  came.  The  rain  was  over,  and 
out  upon  the  river  the  sunlight  was  softly  falling.  At 
Andy's  earnest  entreaty,  Richard  had  gone  f  >r  a  little  ex- 
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eieise  in  the  open  air,  and  was  walking  slowly  up  and  down 
the  piazza,  while  Aunt  Barbara  slept,  and  Andy  kept  hii 
vigils  by  Ethelyn.  She,  too,  was  sleeping  quietly,  and 
Andy  saw  the  great  drops  of  perspiration  upou  her  brow 
and  beneath  her  hair.  He  knew  it  was  a  good  omen,  and 
on  his  knees  by  the  bedside,  with  his  face  in  his  hands,  he 
prayed  aloud,  thanking  God  foi  restoring  Ethelyn  to  them, 
and  asking  that  they  might  all  be  taught  just  how  to  make 
her  happy.  A  sound  between  a  moan  and  a  sob  roused 
him,  and  looking  up,  he  saw  the  great  tears  rolling  down 
Ethie's  checks,  while  her  lips  moved  as  if  they  would  speak 
lo  him. 

"  Andy,  dear  old  Andy  !  is  it  you,  and  are  you  glad  to 
have  me  back?"  she  said,  and  then  all  Andy's  pent-up 
feelings  found  vent  in  a  storm  of  tears  and  passionate  pro- 
testations, of  love  and  tenderness  for  his  darling  sister. 

She  remembered  how  she  came  there,  and  seemed  to  un- 
derstand wiry  Andy  was  there,  too ;  but  the  rest  was  a 
little  confused.  Was  Aunt  Barbara  there,  or  had  she 
dreamed  it  ? 

"  Aunt  Barbara  is  here,"  Andy  said,  and  then,  with  the 
same  frightened  look  her  face  had  so  often  worn  during-  her 
illness,  Ethie  said,  "  Somebody  else  has  sat  by  me,  and 
held  my  head  and  hands,  and  kissed  me  !  Andy,  tell  mo, — 
was  that  Eichard? — and  did  he  kiss  me,  and  is  he  glad  to 
find  me  ? " 

She  was  gazing  fixedly  at  Andy,  who  replied,  "  Yes,  Dick 
is  here.  He's  glad  to  have  you  back.  He's  kissed  you 
more  than  forty  times.     He  don't  remember  nothing." 

"  And  the  divorce,  Andy, — -is  the  story  true,  and  am  I 
not  his  wife  ?" 

"  I  never  heard  of  no  divorce,  only  what  you  said  aboul 
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one  in  your  tantrums.  Dick  would  asso3n  have  ;ut  off  hii 
head  as  got  such  a  thing,"  Andy  replied. 

Ethelyn  knew  she  could  rely  on  what  Andy  said,  and  s 
heartfelt  "  Thank  God  !  It  is  more  than  I  deser\«e  ! "  fell 
from  her  .ips,  just  as  a  step  was  heard  in  the  hall. 

"  That's  Dick, — he's  coming,"  Andy  whispered,  ana 
hastily  withdrawing  he  left  the  two  alone  together. 

It  was  more  than  an  hour  before  even  Aunt  Barbara  ven- 
tured into  the  room,  and  when  she  did  she  knew  by  the  joy 
written  on  Richard's  face  and  the  deep  peace  shining  in 
Ethie's  eyes  that  the  reconciliation  had  been  complete  and 
perfect.  Every  error  had  been  confessed,  every  fault  for- 
given, and  the  husband  and  wife  stood  ready  now  to  begin 
the  world  anew,  with  perfect  love  for  and  confidence  in  each 
other.  Ethie  had  acknowledged  all  her  faults,  the  greatest 
of  which  was  the  giving  her  hand  to  one  from  whom  she 
withheld  her  heart. 

"  But  you  have  that  now,"  she  said.  "  I  can  truly  say 
that  I  love  you  far  better  than  ever  Frank  Van  Buren  was 
loved,  and  I  know  you  to  be  worthy^  too.  I  have  been  so 
wicked,  Richard, — so  wilful  and  impatient, — that  I  wonder 
you  have  not  learned  to  hate  my  very  name.  I  may  be 
wilful  still.  My  old  hot  temper  is  not  all  subdued,  though 
I  hope  I  am  a  better  woman  than  I  used  to  be  when  I  cared 
for  nothing  but  myself.  God  has  been  so  good  to  me  who 
have  forgotten  Him  so  long  ;  but  we  will  serve  Him  to- 
gether now." 

As  Ethie  talked  she  had  nestled  closer  and  closer  to  her 
husband,  whose  arms  encircled  rer  form  and  whose  face 
bent  itself  down  to  hers,  while  a  rain  of  tears  fell  upon  het 
hair  and  forehead  as  the  strong  man, — the  grave  Judge  and 
the  honored  Governor, — confessed  where  he,  too,  had  beer 
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in  fault,  and  craving  his  young  wife's  pardon,  ascribed  alsd 
to  God  the  praise  for  bringing  them  both  to  feel  their  de« 
pendence  on  Him,  as  well  as  to  see  this  ^ay,  the  happiest 
of  their  lives. 

Gradually,  as  she  could  bear  it,  the  family  came  in  one 
by  one  to  see  her,  Mrs.  Markham,  Sen.,  waiting  till  the 
very  last,  and  refusing  to  go  until  Ethelyn  had  expressed  a 
wish  to  see  her. 

"  I  was  pretty  hard  on  her,  I  s'pose,  and  it  would  not  be 
strange  if  she  laid  it  up  against  me,"  she  said  to  Melinda 
but  Ethie  had  nothing  against  her  now. 

The  deep  waters  through  which  she  had  passed  had  ob- 
literated all  traces  of  bitterness  toward  any  one,  and  when 
her  mother-in-law  came  in  she  extended  her  hand  and 
whispered,  "  I'm  too  tired,  mother,  to  talk  much,  but  hiss 
me  once  for  the  sake  of  what  we  are  going  to  be  to  each 
other." 

Mrs.  Markham  was  not  a  bad  or  a  hard  woman,  either. 
She  was  only  unfortunate  that  her  ideas  had  run  in  one  rut 
so  long  without  any  jolt  to  throw  them  out.  Circumstances 
had  greatly  softened  her,  and  Ethie's  words  touched  her 
deeply. 

"  I  was  mighty  mean  to  you  sometimes,  Ethelyn,  and 
I've  been  sorry  for  it,"  she  said,  as  she  stooped  to  kiss  hei 
daughter-in-law,  and  then  hurried  from  the  room.  "  Only 
to  think,  she  called  me  mother"  she  said  to  Melinda,  to 
whom  she  reported  the  particulars  of  her  interview  with 
Ethelyn, — "  me,  who  had  been  meaner  than  dirt  to  her,— - 
called  me  mother,  when  I  used  to  mistrust  she  didn't  think 
any  more  of  me  than  if  I'd  been  an  old  squaw.  I  shan't 
forget  it  right  away." 

Perhaps  the  sweetest,  most  joyful  tears  Ethelyn  she*/ 
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that  day  were  those  which  came  to  her  eyes  when  they 
brought  to  her  Ethelyn,  her  namesake,  the  little  three-year* 
old,  who  pushed  her  Drown  curls  back  from  her  baby  face 
with  such  a  womanly  air,  and  said — 

"  I'se  giad  to  see  Aunt  Ethie.  I  prays  for  her  ever'  night, 
Onele  Andy  told  me  so.      I  loves  you,  Aunt  Ethie." 

She  was  a  beautiful  little  creature,  and  her  innocent 
prattle  and  engaging  manners  did  much  toward  bringing 
the  color  back  to  Ethie' s  cheeks,  and  the  brightness  to  her 
eyes.  Those  days  of  convalescence  were  blissful  ones,  for 
now  there  was  no  shadow  of  a  cloud  resting  on  the  domes- 
tic horizon.  Between  husband  and  wife  there  was  perfect 
love  ;  and  in  his  newly -born  happiness  Richard  forgot  the 
ailments  which  had  sent  him  an  invalid  to  Clifton ;  while 
Ethie,  surrounded  by  every  luxury  which  love  could  devise 
or  money  procure,  and  made  each  hour  to  feel  how  dear 
she  was  to  those  from  whom  she  had  been  so  long  estranged, 
grew  fresh,  and  young,  and  pretty  again ;  so  that  when, 
early  in  December,  Mrs.  Dr.  Van  Buren  came  to  Davenport 
to  see  her  niece,  she  found  her  more  beautiful  than  she  had 
been  in  her  early  girlhood,  when  the  boyish  Frank  had 
paid  his  court  to  her.  Poor  little  Nettie  was  dead.  Her 
life  had  literally  been  worried  out  of  her;  and  during 
those  September  days,  when  Ethelyn  was  watched  and 
tended  so  carefully,  she  had  turned  herself  wearily  upon 
her  pillow,  and  just  as  the  clock  was  striking  the  hour  of 
midnight,  asked  of  the  attendant — 

"  Has  Frank  come  yet  ?  " 

"  Not  yet.     Do  you  want  anything  ? " 

"  No,  nothing.     Is  mother  here  ? " 

"  She  was  tired  out,  and  has  gone  to  her  room  to  rest 
8h»U  I  call  her  ? " 
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"  No,  no  matter.  Is  Ethie  in  her  crib  ?  Please  bring  hei 
here.     Never  mind  if  yon  do  wake  her.    'Tis  the  last  time." 

And  so  the  little  sleeping  child  was  brought  to  the  dying 
mother,  who  would  fain  feel  that  something  she  had  \o\  ed 
was  near  her  in  the  last  hour  of  loneliness  and  anguish 
she  would  ever  know.  Sorrow,  disappointment,  and  cruel 
neglect  had  been  her  lot  ever  since  she  became  a  wife,  but 
at  the  last  these  had  purified  and  made  her  better,  and  led 
her  to  the  Saviour's  feet,  where  she  laid  the  little  child  she 
held  so  closely  to  her  bosom,  dropping  her  tears  upon  its 
face  and.  pressing  her  farewell  kiss  upon  its  lips.  Then  she 
put  it  from  her,  and  bidding  the  servant  remove  the  light, 
which  made  her  ryes  ache  so,  turned  again  to  her  pillow, 
and  folding  her  little,  white,  wasted  hands  upon  her  bosom, 
p?aid  softly  the  prayer  the  Saviour  taught,  and  then  glided 
as  softly  down  the  river  whose  tide  is  never  backward 
toward  the  shores  of  time. 

About  one  o'clock  Frank  came  home,  his  head  full  of 
champagne  and  brandy,  and  every  good  feeling  blunted 
with  dissipation.  But  the  Nettie  whose  pale  face  had  been 
^o  him  so  constant  a  reproach,  was  gone  forever,  and  only 
the  lifeless  form  was  left  of  what  he  once  called  his  wife. 
She  was  buried  in  Mount  Auburn,  and  they  made  her  a 
grander  funeral  than  they  had  given  to  her  first-born,  and 
then  the  household  went  on  the  same  as  ever  until  Mrs.  Van 
Buren  conceived  the  idea  of  visiting  her  niece,  Mrs.  Gov. 
Markkam,  and  taking  her  grandchild  with  her.  For  the 
sake  of  the  name  she  was  sure  the  little  girl  would  be  wel- 
come, as  well  as  for  the  sake  of  the  dead  mother.  And  she 
was  welcome,  more  so  even  than  the  stately  aunt,  whose 
deep  mourning  lobes  seemed  to  throw  a  kind  of  shadowy 
gloom    over  the  house  which  she  found  so  handsome,  and 
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elegant,  and  perfectly  kept  that  she  would  willingly  hav« 
spent  the  en  tire  winter  there.  She  was  not  invited  to  dc 
that,  and  in  January  she  went  back  to  her  home,  but  not 
until  she  had  eaten  a  Christmas  dinner  with  Mrs.  Mark  ham 
senior,  at  whose  house  the  whole  family  assembled  on  that 
occasion. 

There  was  much  good  cheer  and  merriment  there,  and 
Ethie,  in  the  rich  crimson  silk  which  Richard  had  sur- 
prised her  with,  was  the  queen  of  all,  her  wishes  deferred 
to,  and  her  tastes  consulted  with  a  delicacy  and  deference 
which  no  one  could  fail  to  observe.  And  Eunice  Plymp- 
ton  was  there,  too,  waiting  upon  the  table  with  Andy, 
who  insisted  upon  standing  at  the  back  of  Ethie's  chair, 
just  as  he  had  seen  the  waiters  do  in  Camden,  and  would 
have  his  mother  ring  the  bell  when  anything  was  wanted. 
It  was  a  happy  family  reunion,  and  a  meet  harbinger  of 
the  peaceful  days  in  store  for  our  heroine, — days  which 
came  and  went  so  fast,  until  winter  melted  into  spring,  and 
the  spring  budded  into  summer,  and  the  summer  faded 
into  the  golden  autumn,  and  the  autumn  floated  with 
feathery  snow-flakes  into  the  chilly  winter  and  December 
came  again,  bringing  another  meeting  of  the  Markhams. 
But  this  time  it  was  at  the  Governor's  house  in  Daven- 
port, and  another  was  added  to  the  number, — a  pretty  little 
waxen  thing,  which  all  through  the  elaborate  dinner  slept 
quietly  in  its  crib,  and  then  in  the  evening,  when  the  gas 
was  lighted  in  the  parlors,  behaved  most  admirably,  and 
lay  very  still  in  Richard's  arms  until  it  was  transferred 
from  his  to  those  of  the  clergyman,  whc  in  the  name  of  the 
Father,  the  Son,  and  the  Holy  Ghost  baptized  it  "  D;ftisj 
Grant" 

THE     END. 
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